Page 1 of 637 


Eliot’s Story by Hugo 
(An Autobiography) 

v. 14.4 (updated and reformatted from v. 13.6) 

This entire ebook has been copyrighted © by Hugo in 1992, 2008, 2017, 2018 and 2019. You 
are welcome to share this ebook with others. This ebook may be reproduced, copied and 
distributed for noncommercial purposes, provided the book remains in its complete original 
form. Thank you, Hugo. 


abouteliot@aol.com 

Preface 


Eliot’s Story by Hugo (An Autobiography) is a free 637 page self published 
experimental ebook that first appeared on the Internet in 1992 in HTML format. It has been 
updated every few years. This .pdf version is the 14th major update, and it will probably be 
the last. 

Now, this here's gonna take a bit of 'splaining. Ya see, there's this fella, Eliot, who's a 
real person. Eliot thinks he was abused as a kid. Maybe he was, or maybe he wasn't. Maybe 
Eliot is just a big crybaby. You decide for yourself. He's a bit crazy, but that's probably not his 
fault. Eliot has a really really good friend named Hugo, who may or may not be a real person, 
and maybe you should just think of him as Eliot's alter ego. Hugo's role is to do things for Eliot 
that Eliot can't do for himself. 

Like what? you wonder. Like talk to strangers, and talk on the telephone, and pretty 
much everything else. Hugo doesn't have problems meeting people and making friends, and 
he doesn't have trouble getting women to have sex with his friend Eliot. Eliot has a lot of 
trouble meeting people and making friends and getting laid without Hugo's help. 

Oh, I almost forgot. Eliot is an artist, among other things, and has had a lifelong love of 
photography. He's taken pictures of lots of the people Hugo tells you about, and some of them 
are sprinkled throughout this ebook. If the distributor of this ebook wants some pictures 
removed, possibly because some of the people shown are nekked, they will be deleted, and 
“photo censored” will be placed where the photo once was. 

Finally, I haven't mentioned that just as Eliot has a lifelong love of photography, he also 
has a lifelong love of sadomasochism. 

Finally finally, if many of the stories Hugo tells about his friend Eliot seem improbable 
and not believable, remember the saying, “Truth is stranger than fiction”. Much stranger. 

Hugo 

9/1/16-Age 73 

I'm wondering, do people still read? If not, this is just one more colossal waste of my time. 
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Introductory Remarks 

I've spent a lifetime accumulating my experiences and forming my views, and I'll be 
damned if I let them disappear when I die. I decided to write my autobiography as a means of 
preserving my story, and I recommend that you do the same to preserve your story. 

You should know two things from the start. First, I have not divulged my real name 
because I want to try to protect the privacy of many of the people I write about. However, I 
have not made a serious attempt to hide my identity. Anyone who is really interested can find 
out who I am with a minimum of effort, because parts of my life are on public record. 

Second, I want you to know that some of the material is sexually explicit. Kinky 
sexually explicit. If you don't want to read material like that, consider yourself warned. 

Following is a very short list, in no particular order, of keywords and phrases for this 
autobiography, to help give you an idea of what is covered: art schools, photography, San 
Francisco riot, hallucinogenics, sadomasochism, chronic fatigue syndrome, marriage, 
psychology, psychiatry, homelessness, writing, Koan (riddle), sleaze, divorce, New York Stock 
Exchange, cheating in art school, Fuller Brush sales, graduate schools, civil service exams, 
CETA, crazed and starving artists, the old money super rich, Lyford Key (Nassau, the 
Bahamas), pornography, Efrem Zimbalist Jr., Mel Torme, Edward G. Robinson, Dinty Moore, 
corrupt lawyer, corrupt Judge, corrupt city workers, "hidden places", pregnant dyke, scientific 
research, masturbation, high fashion, "pigpen", bullies, dementia, Alzheimer’s disease, how to 
spot a sociopath, many many many fantastic stories, and true love, and lots of dirty 
obscene filthy disgusting objectionable sex, or so I've been told by companies that 
have refused to list this ebook. And you should also know that this is probably the most 
politically incorrect book you'll ever read. 

Many people who were emotionally and/or physically and/or sexually abused in 
childhood employ the defense mechanism of "selective amnesia." These people often state 
that they can't remember anything between certain ages, typically between five and ten. 

When questioned, they can remember certain things, such as the city they lived in, or whether 
they lived in a house or an apartment. But they can't remember details. 

I find myself with the opposite problem. I can't forget. I remember everything. It's not a 
parlor trick. I can't instantly recall what I did seventeen years ago. I can't instantly remember 
what I did last week. But given some time to think, I will remember everything. Conversations, 
my mood, the emotions I had at the time, and my thoughts. This is a different type of defense 
mechanism. It is an attempt to review and reanalyze my past, trying to find the hidden clues 
that will, when found, help me make sense out of my life. This type of defense mechanism is 
sometimes called "the tape recorder". 

I have logged many hours with shrinks. I have degrees in psychology. I realize that it is 
therapeutic to remember. I eventually reached the point in my therapeutic journey that I 
would intellectually analyze the various aspects of my life, in the way a film critic may 
reanalyze a film he had seen some time in the past. When I started to write this account, a 
funny thing happened. I found myself living, feeling, being those other me's, as I wrote about 
them. No more intellectualizing, just pure emotion. I found myself thinking the thoughts, and 
feeling the emotions, of the three year old me, and the sixteen year old me, and the thirty-five 
year old me. It was unsettling. 

Writing this account presented a minor technical problem. I found myself writing in the 
limited vocabulary of a three year old, which may have been accurate as far as my state of 
development was concerned, but it did not transmit the emotions, and thoughts, in a way 
adults would understand. Rewriting the early years in an adult's vocabulary brought me out of 
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the emotions of the child, and back to the intellectualizations of the adult me. This made those 
situations more understandable, but I lost the essence of the "me" of that time. I decided to 
compromise. I wrote the accounts of my early years in both a child's vocabulary, and with a 
child's understanding, to help explain my feelings, actions and reactions, and with an adults 
vocabulary, to help transmit information. This technical problem evaporated when I found 
myself writing about my late teen years, since I had developed a strong enough vocabulary by 
that time to be able to communicate both my thoughts and feelings in much the way I had 
them at that time. 

Further, I decided to write as I speak, since my speech patterns will also give clues to 
my inner self. Therefore, I have not polished this report, although I have taken pains to see 
that my meaning is intact, even if my syntax always isn't. 

I also found that I had to edit. If I were to discuss every event in my life, this would be a 
very, very long book. (I have hyperthymesia, which is someone with superior autobiographical 
memory, the type of memory that forms people's life stories.) I decided to include those 
incidents that related to other incidents in my life, or those that I felt had an important impact 
on why I am what I am. I did not choose events on the basis of what would make me look 
good, or look bad. If at times I appear to be enveloped in self pity, then that's what I was 
feeling at that time. If at times I come off as insincere, or uncaring, or insensitive, or mean, or 
nice, well, I have been, and will probably continue to be, all of those things. 

While everything in this book is true, or at least as true as anyone's memory will permit, 

I have changed almost all the names, and many of the locations, as well as some dates, to 
protect both the innocent and the guilty. However, although everything is true, any reference 
or descriptions of illegal activities are completely false, being the product of my crazed mind, 
put into this book in an attempt to give the reader his money's worth, and so members of the 
FBI, CIA, DEA, District Attorney's offices, local police and sheriff's departments, and other 
agents of social control, as well as the Museum of Modern Art and the Los Angeles Public 
Library, need not contact me: It's all made up, untrue, a fabrication, a fiction, I can't remember 
anything, and I take the Fifth. 

Finally, I want you to know that I have not written this book to keep you on the edge of 
your seat. There may be (long) passages which don't seem terribly important. They are 
included because they are important. They set the stage for future events, they are part of 
one or more cycles which run through my life; they are events which have made me me. 

I am defensive on this point. Although this book has been written to help you get inside 
the head of an admittedly dysfunctional man, it is not a textbook. Because it is written as a 
novel, I feel that it should be enjoyable. I assume, based on my past life experiences, that I 
will fail on this account. Maybe it would help if I tell you this: The first half of this book 
describes a rather routine upbringing; nothing much happens for quite some time; it may very 
well be a little dull, but it does set the stage for the second part of the book, which does have 
some moments of, uhmmm, entertainment value. 

I reread this ebook each time I add a new part. What always amazes me is how much 
I’ve left out. This book could easily be five times longer if I included more memories of my life, 
and more details, but I don’t have the energy and I doubt too many people would want to 
spend the time to read it. 

I wonder if some people are going to tamper with this book. You know, use a program 
to allow them to make additions/changes/deletions, just for the fun of it, or ? Well, I’ll think of 
that possibility as this ebook being an art piece- Just a thought from my artist’s brain. 
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PART 1 


6/30/92-Age 49 

Yesterday I noticed an unfamiliar sensation in my chest. I sat quietly for a while, and 
occasionally felt my chest shudder. I decided that my heart was beating erratically. I didn't 
give it much thought. Today a new symptom emerged. I woke with mild pain in my left arm. 
During the day the pain vacillated between being barely noticeable and sharply present. I 
have heard that pain in the left arm could be a sign of a heart attack. This evening I again sat 
quietly, and felt the erratic beat of my heart, and rubbed my arm. 

I concluded that since there was no reason for my heart to beat erratically, and no 
reason for my arm to ache, these were probably symptoms of my virus. Since I only have 
$60,000, I can't afford to see a doctor for a second opinion. Besides, if I was having a heart 
attack, I should be dead by now. Still, these symptoms could be the signs of something 
serious. I might not have much time left. I have decided to get my story down on paper. 

I have no doubt that many of my experiences parallel those in your life, but, hopefully, 
for your sake, some that I report will be unique to me. In an attempt not to bore you, I will 
note, in summary form, those experiences which I feel are central to my current situation. I 
assure you that I will only write what I remember, without embellishments, and as honestly as 
is humanly possible. If you do come across something that strains your credibility, please 
remember the old saying, "Truth is stranger than fiction." 



7/16/46-Age 3 

The bright red light caught my attention. I was crawling on the floor, exploring, when I 
first saw it. I looked up at my dad. He was leaning against a door, holding a drinking glass in 
his hand. I pointed to the light. He smiled and asked, "You don't know what that is?" I shook 
my head, no. "Well, go over and touch it and find out." I crawled over to the light and 
stretched my hand out. I don't know why I didn't feel the heat. I touched my finger to the coil of 
the electric heater, and then I started to cry. I looked up at my dad. He was still leaning 
against the door, and now he was laughing. The ice in his glass made a tinkling sound. 
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8/2/47-Age 4 

Mommy and I had been visiting my sister Maude for two days at summer camp. Maude 
is two and a half years older than me. Camp With-A-Dew was a two-month long sleep-away 
camp for upper middle class kids. It had separate campuses for the boys and girls, and a 
coed kindergarten. The kindergarten was for five-year-olds, who needed more attention than 
the older kids. I had been left to play at the kindergarten most of the time we were at camp, 
but slept in one of the guest cottages with my mother, and I ate with her in the parents' 
section of the dining room. 

This afternoon, Mommy sat me down on the bed in the cottage and asked how I liked 
camp. I told her it was fun. There were swings, and seesaws, and best of all, other kids to 
play with. She asked whether I would like to stay at camp for a few weeks. She explained that 
she would go home, but I could stay if I wanted. She said that I would see Maude at meals, so 
I wouldn't get lonely. 

I felt strange. This may have been my first complex emotion. It is the first complex 
emotion that I can remember. I wanted to stay and play with the other kids. But I was afraid 
that if I told Mommy that I'd rather stay than be with her at home, she wouldn't love me any 
more. I would be telling her that I found something I preferred to her. I told her I wanted to go 
home. This is the first conscious lie I remember telling. Mommy didn't accept my answer. She 
told me to give some more thought to what I really wanted. She went to the bathroom, and 
when she came out, she asked me if I had changed my mind. I told her that maybe staying 
would be okay. I was trying to get what I wanted without hurting Mommy's feelings. She told 
me that she thought I had made a very good decision. She told me that she loved me, and 
that she would miss me. We brought my clothes to the kindergarten. She kissed me good¬ 
bye, and left. 

I watched as the counselor put three weeks worth of my underwear and shorts and 
socks and tee shirts into my "cubbie-hole," which was what they called a small closet. I didn't 
think to ask Mommy why she brought all those clothes for just a two day visit. 

9/10/47-Age 4 

Mommy took me to the doctor today. He said that I should have x-rays made of my 
head. I had been telling Mommy that I got a headache every time Maude hit me. I didn't want 
to go to a doctor. I just wanted someone to tell Maude to stop hitting me. 

9/15/47-Age 4 

We went to the hospital for the x-rays today. Mommy explained that I was going to 
have pictures made of the inside of my head. She told me that it wouldn't hurt. I was brought 
into a large room, which had an enormous hard table at its center. A man helped me up onto 
the table, and told me to lie down. He moved some equipment, and put x-ray film inside a box 
my head was resting on. He wore a heavy lead apron. I didn't. He told me not to move, went 
into a small room, and turned the machine on. A few seconds later he came out. He moved 
my head, replaced the film, and again told me not to move. Then he went back into the small 
room and took another picture. He did this six times. 

For the last picture I was placed face down, and watched as the film was slid into the 
box beneath my eyes. I remember screaming inside my head, "Don't do this! You don't know 
what you're doing. It's not good for me!" But I said nothing out loud. Why would the man 
listen to me? I was just a kid. He was a grown-up. I felt helpless. 
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After the pictures were made, Mommy and I went home. 

9/22/47-Age 4 

After breakfast, Mommy took me into the bathroom and told me to get undressed. I did. 
She told me she wanted to make sure that I was wiping myself good. She sat down on the 
hamper where we kept dirty clothes, and took me over her lap, as if I were going to be 
spanked. She never spanked me, but I had heard about spankings. She parted me and 
looked at me and told me that I didn't know how to wipe myself. She took some toilet paper 
and started wiping me, and kept telling me how dirty I was. I felt a new emotion. I felt 
embarrassed. 

10/26/47-Age 4 



Eliot at about 3 or 4. 

Just after lunch I ran down the five flights of stairs as fast as my little legs could carry 
me. I didn't want be late. I was going to have sex with Irma again. I didn't know it was sex at 
the time. I just knew it felt good. 

Irma was my age. She lived in the apartment house next to ours. She was skinny, and 
had a patch of brown colored skin on her chin. I thought it made her look distinctive. We 
played the first part of our sex game behind her apartment house. The game always started 
the same way. She pretended to be a princess who had been captured by an evil knight. She 
had to stand inside an area marked by some cracks in the concrete walkway. This was her 
dungeon. I pretended to be the good knight who came to rescue her. I would duel against the 
imaginary bad knight for about fifteen seconds, and then I would take Irma's hand and we 
would escape to the basement laundry room, where the second part of our game was played. 
In the laundry room, safe from the evil knight, it was time to give Irma a spanking. 

We never talked about why she had to be spanked. Maybe it was because she had 
been bad, which caused her capture. It didn't matter. I would tell Irma that she must be 
spanked, and she would bend over. I would gently pat her bottom with my hand, pretending 
to spank her, but being careful not to cause her even the slightest discomfort. After a few pats, 
we would join hands and go outside and start the game again. We always played the game at 
least three times in a row, and sometimes as many as six. 

We had to play the game at least three times so that each of us would get what we 
wanted from it. During the second game, just before the spanking, Irma would say to me, "I 
know you are going to pick up my dress to see my underpants, but don't." I never did. I had 
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no interest in seeing her underpants, and since she had just told me not to, I didn't. Of course, 
what I didn't understand was that Irma wanted me to lift up her dress. I got excited having 
Irma bend over and accept the pretend spanking, but Irma got excited exhibiting herself. 

Since I didn't lift up her dress, she was not getting what she wanted. This was my first 
experience as an inadequate sex partner. 

During the third game, just before she was to get spanked, she would say, "I know you 
are going to pick up my dress, so I will pick it up, but just this one time." She would bend over, 
lift up her dress, and docilely wait for me to pat her bottom. Then she would stand up, we 
would clasp each others' hand and run outside, and we often started the game over again. 

We had been playing the game three to six times a day, four or five times a week, for about 
two months. 

Today was no different from any of the other times, except for my being more 
conscious of how stiff I was. My excitement was not localized in my penis, but generalized 
throughout my body. But I was aware, just barely aware, that my penis felt different from 
usual. It stayed stiff for a very long time. 

2/9/48-Age 4 

I had been going to Miss Karol's nursery school for a few months. Mommy didn't work, 
but for some reason she needed more time alone. Maude was in school, and so putting me 
in nursery school freed Mommy's days. I liked Miss Karol's nursery school. I liked playing with 
the other kids. About 15 children went there, although the number seemed to vary on a daily 
basis. Today a new boy named Teddy started coming. He was big and fat, and I was small 
and skinny. I liked Teddy, but I had a strange feeling that he was going to get me into trouble. 

Miss Karol's nursery school was in a large private house. We never went upstairs, but 
had the run of the ground floor and the back yard. The yard had swings and a play house, 
and a bunch of toys, including wooden blocks that we used to build forts. The blocks 
measured about six inches square by a foot long. Teddy and I decided to put them inside the 
play house. One of Miss Karol's helpers saw where we put the blocks and got angry. For 
some reason, we weren't allowed to put the blocks inside the house. She told us to take them 
out. 

The playhouse had an open doorway and two open windows, and was big enough to 
hold about ten kids. I went to the blocks that were nearest one of the windows, and started to 
throw them out. Teddy picked up a block that was at the far end of the house and threw it out 
the window. Since he was standing about six feet from the window, he was having fun testing 
his aim. Instead of being punished by having to remove the blocks, we turned the task into a 
game. Soon other kids were in the house, and everyone was tossing blocks out the windows 
and door. 

The problem was that I was standing by the window, and the blocks were whizzing past 
my head. I realized that this was not a great idea, and I told Teddy to wait while I moved away 
from the window. Teddy said okay, and then he threw the block he was holding in his hand. It 
hit me on the back of my head. It didn't hurt much. Teddy said he was sorry. I asked him to 
look at my head and tell me if I had a bump. He looked and said no. A little while later I 
decided to ask one of Miss Karol's helpers whether I had a bump. I went over to one and 
showed her my head. She stiffened and her complexion turned pale. She picked me up and 
took me into the house, and soon Miss Karol came over to inspect my head. She told the 
helper to sit with me, and I was given some cookies and milk. I wondered why I had to sit 
when all the other kids were out playing. 

Mommy arrived, looked at my head, picked me up and carried me out to a waiting taxi. 
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Soon we were at the doctor's. We were taken right into his office, even though a lot of other 
kids had been waiting when we arrived. Mommy sat me down on the examining table, and the 
doctor looked at my head. He spoke briefly to Mommy, and then he took out a needle and 
thread from a draw. Up to this point I was feeling fine. No pain. No dizziness. No cause to 
complain. All I wanted to know was whether I had a bump or not. When I saw the needle and 
thread, I started screaming. I should have taken Teddy's word for it that I didn't have a bump, 
and left well enough alone. 

The doctor tried to be gentle, but the alcohol he rubbed on my scalp did nothing to 
quiet my cries. Mommy held me while the doctor sewed. No anesthesia. No nothing. I 
screamed. The doctor put a bandage on my head, and told Mommy that I would have to come 
back in ten days to have the six stitches taken out. We went home. 

2/15/48-Age 4 

We all went to a big house in the country today. Dad knew the man who owned it. We 
took a taxi cab all the way. The man raised dogs. When we left we took a puppy. Mommy told 
me it was a French Poodle, and that he wouldn't grow very big. She asked me what I wanted 
to name him. I thought for a while and said, "Pie" 

2/28/48-Age 4 

Aunt Thelma was a tall, fat woman. Occasionally she stayed overnight at our 
apartment. She did last night. This morning she was in the bathroom for a long time. She 
always stayed long when she went. I sat on the floor outside the bathroom, waiting for her to 
finish. I heard the toilet flush, but she didn't come out. A while later the toilet flushed again, 
and shortly the door opened and I scurried in. 

Later, at breakfast, I ask what I considered to be a rather straightforward question: 

"Why does Aunt Thelma flush the toilet twice?" Dad broke out laughing, and so did Mommy. 
Aunt Thelma didn't think my question was funny, and let me know it with an icy stare. I didn't 
think my question was funny either. I knew I was in trouble, but didn't know why. 

Aunt Thelma wasn't a real Aunt. She was a business associate of my dad's. Dad was 
in the fashion industry, and sometimes I'd go to his showroom and factory in Manhattan and 
play. I remember playing on the floor one day, and seeing a beautiful red light, which turned 
out to be an electric heater. I was not sure what my dad did at work. I knew that he read 
fashion magazines a lot. Then he'd make drawings on a large pad. Mommy said he was very 
important, and that he knew a lot of important people. I had no idea what Aunt Thelma did. I 
thought Mommy didn't like Aunt Thelma all that much. 

3/7/48-Age 4 

Mommy woke me up from a nap today. She took me into the bathroom where I stood 
wiping the sleep from my eyes. She told me to get out of my pajamas. I asked why. She said 
nothing, and I got undressed. I didn't see any of my clothes in the bathroom, and the tub 
wasn't filled for a bath. I watched as she rubbed something on a tube. I never saw this tube 
before, and didn't know what it was, but I felt uncomfortable. Mommy told me to lie down on 
the floor. I didn't want to. She insisted. She told me that she was going to put the tube into 
my ass. She used the word rectum. I was frightened. She put the tube in gently, but my fear 
started turning to panic. She then told me that she was going to put some water into me, and 
when I felt "full" I should tell her. At this point I was in a full panic. I told her that I felt full 
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almost as soon as I felt the water enter me. I wasn't, but I wanted her to stop what she was 
doing. She stopped the water, and asked if I was sure that I was full. I lied and said yes. She 
said that she wasn't sure that "it" would work. I didn't know what she meant. She told me to sit 
on the toilet, and she left the room. 

I really didn't like the situation. There was something wrong about it. I didn't feel full, but 
soon I made. When I finished, I went to the living room, where Mommy and Maude were. I 
found out that Mommy had done the same thing to Maude before she did it to me. 

5/5/48-Age 4 

Mommy took me to lunch at Schraffts. She had taken me into Manhattan because she 
wanted to buy a present for my dad, and she didn't have a convenient place to leave me, 
since I wasn't going to Miss Karol's anymore, not since I got hit on the head. When she paid 
for lunch, she noticed a display of stuffed animals. She asked me if I wanted one. Of course I 
did. I chose a zebra and named it Zeebee. Mommy handed it to me and we started walking to 
the subway for the ride back to Brooklyn. About two blocks from Schraffts Mommy asked 
where Zeebee was. "I don't know," I said when I discovered I no longer had him. "What do 
you mean you don't know?" "I don't know," I said again as I started to cry. Mommy was not 
pleased. We started walking back towards Schraffts, on the off chance we would find the 
zebra on the street. About halfway back to the restaurant Mommy spotted Zeebee in a 
doorway, where someone had placed him. Mommy picked him up and put him in her purse. 

On the subway, I wanted to ask her to let me play with Zeebee, but I new better than to ask 
for him before we got home. 

6/7/48-Age 5 

Judy Rupert lived in apartment 4A, which was directly below us. Today she came up to 
our place to play. She was playing with Maude but I kept butting in. I was lonely and wanted 
to be included. Judy got angry and started hitting me. Really hard. Maude jumped to my 
rescue. She started hitting Judy, who went running for the door. Maude chased her out of our 
apartment. Then Maude came back to the room where I was whimpering and said, "Nobody 
beats up my brother. Except ME!" Maude then beat the shit out of me. 

6/22/48-Age 5 

The reason I was allowed to stay at camp last year, even though I was too young even 
for the kindergarten, was that the owner, Mrs. Von Rien, lived in our apartment house, and so 
she knew Mommy and me. Mommy signed me up for a full two months of camp this year, now 
that I was five years old. Camp had been just as much fun this year as it was last year. 

Unlike the big kids, who had separate campuses, kindergarten was for both boys and 
girls. We all stayed in one large two story house. It had five bedrooms, with four kids sleeping 
in each. The counselors slept somewhere else. Maybe upstairs. There was one large 
bathroom, with five toilets separated from each other by partitions, but without doors. One 
shower and five sinks completed the room. There were also two large play rooms, which were 
rarely used. Most of our playtime was spent out of doors. A covered porch was used when it 
rained. 

There were three men and three women counselors for the 20 kids. The counselors 
took care of all our needs, from bathing us to taking us to the large dining room, called the 
mess hall, where the entire camp ate. 
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Whenever the kids had to change clothes, we all got modest. Although I hadn't been 
interested in seeing Irma's underpants, I didn't want anyone to see mine. The other kids felt 
the same way. One girl, Nancy, would step inside her cubbie-hole. These cubbies didn't have 
doors, but they did have curtains. Nancy was the first to figure out this tactic. She would step 
inside the cubbie, take off all her clothes, and after she was safely out of her underpants, she 
would step out. It was perfectly all right for each of us to see the other kids naked, and to be 
seen naked, but it was a no no for someone to see us in our underpants. After Nancy had 
figured out this means to modesty, we all used it. 

7/5/48-Age 5 

Today the counselors taught us a dance. The tune went "Da da da boom-dee-a, da da 
da boom-dee-a..., and the counselors watched as all the kids danced. In part of the dance the 
kids put their backs to each other and bent over, bumping their asses together. Whenever we 
got to this part of the dance, the counselors would giggle. I didn't like being the butt of the 
counselors amusement. Pun intended. I didn't like putting on a show for them. I didn't like 
them laughing at me. I felt uncomfortable. I soon stopped dancing. They got angry with me, 
but I refused to dance, and they couldn't make me. 

7/22/48-Age 5 

All of us took our stuffed animals to bed with us. I took Zeebee, and I would tell him 
about my day. I also took a large, hand carved mahogany whistle Mommy had bought me, 
which could make five different sounds. It was about four inches long and about one inch in 
diameter. At night when everyone was asleep, I would take one end of the whistle and place it 
next to my asshole. I liked the feel of the pressure as I gently pushed on the whistle. I didn't 
put the whistle inside me. I just wanted to feel the slight pressure as it pushed against me. I 
was vaguely aware that I got stiff. It felt good. I didn't understand why my penis got stiff, and 
I didn't care. It felt the same as when I played with Irma. 

8/1/48-Age 5 

I'd get a little afraid when we went to bed at night. Something I didn't like often 
happened. Late at night the counselors came into the rooms where the kids were sleeping. 
Before I fell asleep I would hear them laughing a lot, and that was okay, but when it was very 
late, it was different. Sometimes I was awake when they came in. Like tonight. I pretended to 
be asleep. They, or at least some of them, would go over to the beds and gently pull down the 
covers. I would keep my eyes closed, pretending to be asleep, so I really didn't know what 
they did, but I think they just looked. For a long time. They would go from kid to kid. I felt the 
covers being pulled down tonight, and it took all my will to just lie there and try to look like I 
was sleeping. 

8/16/48-Age 5 

Something bad happened last night. I was awake when I heard the counselors coming 
in. They didn't come into my room, but into one of the others. Then I heard one of the kids 
crying loudly. One of the counselors, a man, but which one I couldn't tell, said, "It's all right, it's 
too big is all." The kid kept crying and I heard the man walk out. I was terrified. What was too 
big? I thought he was trying to put something in the kid's ass. But I wasn't sure. I was scared 


Page 11 of 637 


the man would come into my room and do it to me. Really scared. 

Today I was still afraid. I didn't know which kid was crying, or which counselor made 
him cry, and I was afraid to ask anyone about last night. I just pretended that I didn't know 
anything. I just pretended nothing happened. I realized then that grown-ups scared me. 

9/6/48-Age 5 

Today a new maid started cleaning our house. We had other maids before. This one 
was named Paula. She was a Negro like the others. She was a Giant. She vacuumed, and 
washed the dishes, and Mommy said Paula would come over three times a week, so Mommy 
could have more time to go out. 

9/14/48-Age 5 

Mommy took me to the grocery store with her. She couldn't leave me at home because 
Paula didn't work today. Mommy told me to sit on the floor while she talked to the grocery 
man. I watched while they talked. I didn't like it. They talked different to each other than they 
should have. They were standing very close and talked softly. There was something about it I 
didn't like. The man gave me some peas in pods and showed me how to open them. I did and 
ate the peas. When Mommy and the man were finished talking, we went home. Mommy 
didn't buy any groceries. 

10/10/48-Age 5 

Mommy had been telling Maude and me that we were poor. I didn't know exactly what 
being poor was. Being poor was when you couldn't buy things. But Mommy seemed to buy 
things. Today Mommy said we were poor, but she came home with a lot of packages from the 
department store. 

10/18/48-Age 5 

I didn't see dad often. Sometimes, like today when I was up very early, I would see him 
leave for work, but I was in bed when he came home. Sometimes I wasn't asleep, but was 
supposed to be. I'd hear him talking in a loud voice to Mommy. I didn't know exactly what he 
was saying, but he sounded angry, and he cursed a lot. A lot of "God Damns." I wished that 
he would play with me more than he did. 

10/20/48-Age 5 

I went into Mommy's room. She was crying. She stopped when she saw me and told 
me that we were going to stay at Aunt Thelma's for the weekend. She then started crying 
again and told me to go out and play. I was happy that we were going to Aunt Thelma's, 
because she had a huge house with secret rooms, and it was out in the country. The grounds 
had apple trees to climb, and a large pond that had some small fish in it. And it was pretty, 
unlike the city. 

I thought Mommy's crying had something to do with Aunt Thelma. I didn't like Aunt 
Thelma, but I did like her house. 
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10/22/48-Age 5 

Aunt Thelma picked us all up in her car. We didn't have one. There were six of us in all: 
Mommy, dad, Maude, Aunt Thelma and me, along with Uncle Fred. Uncle Fred, like Aunt 
Thelma, wasn't a real relative, but a business associate of my dad. He was tall and thin, and a 
lot older than my dad, and he liked to sit and read newspapers. He didn't like to play too 
much. 

He did let me drive Aunt Thelma's car. That was fun. Aunt Thelma's house was way out 
in the country, and she would ask Uncle Fred to go to a town to get food. He took her car, and 
sometimes he would take me. On these trips, he would let me sit on his lap, and steer the car, 
while he worked the pedals and shift. I liked driving, even though sometimes Uncle Fred 
would have to grab the wheel. 

The only thing I didn't like about Aunt Thelma's house was that it was cold. It wasn't so 
bad during the day, because there were a lot of fireplaces. At night, before it got too late, 
there were still a lot of fires going, but late at night, all the fires were out. It was so cold that I 
didn't like to go to the bathroom. When I did, I shivered so much it hurt. Tonight there was a 
large fire in the fireplace. Uncle Fred let me start it by filling the fireplace with small pieces of 
wood and crumpled up newspaper, and then he watched as I lit the paper. After the fire 
started, Uncle Fred put on the heavy logs. Soon there was a roaring fire. I liked looking at the 
fires in the fireplaces. 

We all ate at the big dinner table at night, instead of the smaller table in the kitchen that 
was used for breakfast and lunch. I was looking at the fire, and not paying much mind to the 
grown-ups, or to my sister. I reached over and took some butter off the butter plate with my 
fingers, and put it in my mouth. Aunt Thelma yelled at me. She said what I did was 
disgusting. I didn't like Aunt Thelma much, and wanted to annoy her. I remembered Mommy 
crying a few days ago, and I decided that it had something to do with Aunt Thelma. I took 
some more butter and looked her straight in the eye as I put it into my mouth with my fingers. 

My dad started yelling and screaming at me. He cursed at me. Mommy tried to quiet 
him down, and he yelled at her. He told me to go to my room. I was scared. I ran to the room. 
A little while later Maude came into the room, since we were sharing it. About half an hour 
later dad came in. He looked strange. I had seen this look before. I knew that it had 
something to do with things he drank. He didn't always look like this, but he did often enough. 

He started yelling at me again, and started taking off his belt. He was going to beat 
me. He had never hit me before. He kept weaving when he walked. Maude tried to stop him. 
She ran between him and me. He shoved her aside and she fell onto her bed. He told me to 
lie on the bed, face down. I didn't. I just sat still, frozen. He grabbed me and shoved me down 
and started hitting me with the doubled over belt. Maude was screaming. I don't know if I 
made any sound. It was like a blur. I knew it was my fault. If I hadn't eaten the butter with my 
fingers I wouldn't be getting beaten. But there were other things involved. Aunt Thelma was 
somehow mixed up in this. If I hadn't seen Mommy crying, if I hadn't disliked Aunt Thelma, if 
she wasn't in business with my dad, maybe I wouldn't be getting hit, I thought. 

11/14/48-Age 5 

I asked Mommy why dad was never home to play with me. She said that he had to go 
to work. She said that business was bad, because people were stealing from dad. That was 
why we were poor. 
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11/17/48-Age 5 

Dad took me to his business today. I don't know why. I never did know when or why I 
would go into the place. "The place" was what Mommy and dad called his business. After 
getting off the subway from Brooklyn, we would walk two blocks and then stop off at the 
barber shop. He would get a trim, shoe shine, and sometimes a girl would give him a 
manicure. I would play on the floor, and try not to annoy the man who shined shoes. When 
dad was happy with the way he looked, we would walk across the street and into the office 
building where he worked. We would take the elevator up to the 11th floor. There were no 
other business on that floor. It was all his. I would play by myself, but sometimes, if it wasn't a 
weekend and other people were there, I'd find someone to play with. 

I liked playing with Uncle Joe. He wasn't a real uncle, but like Uncle Fred. Uncle Joe 
would let me ride up on his shoulders. I would sit there, and put my hands around his 
forehead. I would pretend that he was a horse. I would pull his head to one side and he 
would walk in that direction. Then I would pull his head the other way, and he would change 
direction. We would both laugh. Today dad saw us playing and started yelling at Uncle Joe. 
Uncle Joe said he was just playing but dad started yelling and Uncle Joe put me down. I was 
afraid that I got Uncle Joe into trouble, and he wouldn't like me any more. 

Sometimes I would play with Aunt Sophie, who wasn't a real aunt. She sat at a desk 
and wrote things in very big books. After dad yelled at Uncle Joe I started to go over to Aunt 
Sophie, but she had a funny look on her face and I decided not to bother her. I went out into 
the hallway and played by myself. 

I had mixed feelings when I went into work with dad. I wanted to be with him, and there 
were fun places to hide and crawl into, but he seemed to yell a lot. He even yelled at people 
on the telephone. And he always seemed to have a glass in his hand, or near him. 

Sometimes he would send Mildred out to get us something for lunch. For some reason, 
Mildred was not Aunt Mildred, but just Mildred. She was his model. She was very tall and thin. 
And nice. She spent most of her time in his showroom, and rarely went into the factory where 
people made things. Today though, dad took me to McGinnises to eat. 

McGinnises was a restaurant that had a very big bar that took up a whole room. The 
bar didn't have any seats. Men stood there and had things to drink. We sat at a table in 
another room and dad ordered food for me. When it came, he got up and told me he would be 
back soon. I saw him go into the bar room and have something to drink while he talked to 
other men. I wanted to eat with him, but there wasn't anything I could do. I knew that I 
shouldn't bother him. After a while he returned and asked if everything was all right. I said yes 
and thought he was going to sit down, but he went back to the bar. 

3/14/49-Age 5 

I had been going to real kindergarten for some time now. I went every day, but only for 
half a day. I liked kindergarten. I liked playing with the other kids. We played with blocks, 
which were much smaller than the blocks I played with at Miss Karol's. We made finger 
paintings, and heard stories, and learned songs. I played a lot with a girl named Jessie. 

Jessie was nice. She wore glasses and had red hair and freckles, and her head moved in a 
funny way. It jerked. She didn't jerk it on purpose, it just jerked. I told Mommy about Jessie 
and her jerking head. Mommy told me I shouldn't play with Jessie. I asked her why but she 
didn't give me an answer. She just said I shouldn't play with her. So I stopped playing with 
Jessie. I saw her every day, but I didn't play with her. I still liked her, though. 
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5/2/49-Age 5 

Mommy told me that we had to take a nap. It was about 3 o'clock in the afternoon, and 
I wasn't tired. I didn't know what she meant by "we." She took me into my bedroom and we 
both got onto my bed. She told me to go to sleep. She put her arm around me and soon she 
was asleep. I wasn't tired. I felt uncomfortable. There was something about this I didn't like. It 
sort of reminded me of some bad feelings I had at camp, although I couldn't remember what 
happened to cause the feelings. A long time later Mommy woke up. She woke up because I 
was crawling over her to get off the bed. She had me crammed between her and the wall and 
I wanted to escape. She got angry with me for not taking a nap and for trying to get off the 
bed. She told me to lie down and stay on the bed. I did. But I didn't go to sleep. I just lay 
there. 

5/12/49-Age 5 

I went across the street to Dr. Eikens. He was a dentist. I liked him, but sometimes he 
hurt me when he examined my teeth. I was allowed to cross the street in front of our 
apartment house by myself because there was almost no traffic on it, but I couldn't go across 
Flatbush Avenue because it was too busy. When I went to Dr. Eikens, I'd have to sit and wait 
a long time because he was very busy. He mostly saw kids, but sometimes I'd see grown-ups 
waiting their turn. Today was different. He wasn't busy. After he finished with my teeth he took 
out a rubber Spalding ball and started showing me some tricks. He threw the ball to me on a 
bounce but it didn't come to me. Instead, it went back to him. I thought it was magic. Dr. 
Eikens told me that if I ever needed someone to talk to, or needed some money, I could come 
to him. He had a strange smile on his face. I didn't know why he said this, and I started to 
feel creepy. 

6/30/49-Age 6 

I was back in camp. This time I was in Bunk 2, which was the lowest numbered bunk 
on the boy's campus. Bunk 2 was for kids too old for the kindergarten, but not quite old 
enough for regular camp. Bunk 2 had eight kids. All the bunks had eight kids. The bunks 
were numbered from 2 to 20. Each bunk had two counselors. All the counselors were old. 
They were college men. They were all real good ball players. But Bunk 2 was different. It had 
only one counselor, and he was really old. Much older than the other counselors. His name 
was Uncle Sol. Uncle Sol wasn't my real uncle. He reminded me of Uncle Fred, since both 
liked to lie down and read newspapers. Uncle Sol wasn't any fun at all. He never wanted to go 
out and play, and because Bunk 2 wasn't part of a group, he alone decided what we were 
going to do. 

All the other bunks were in groups of three. Each group of three was given a name. 
Bunks 3, 4 and 5 were Freshmen; 6, 7 and 8 were Sophomores; 9, 10, and 11 were Middies; 
12, 13 and 14 were Cadets; 15, 16 and 17 were Juniors, and 18, 19 and 20 were Seniors. 
Each group had a schedule that they had to keep to. The group schedules were posted in 
each bunk. This way anyone could see when and where they were supposed to play softball, 
or tennis, or basketball, or when they had free time. 

Bunk 2 had no schedule. Everything was up to Uncle Sol. We spent most of the first 
two weeks indoors playing card games or Parcheesi. We would tell Uncle Sol that we wanted 
to go out and play, but he would tell us to shut up and play inside. 

Sometimes he would tell us that we would go out later, but we seldom did. Most of the 
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kids were new at Camp With-A-Dew, and thought that this was what camp was supposed to 
be like. But I was an old timer, having spent more time in kindergarten than probably anyone 
else who had ever gone to camp With-A-Dew. I knew that we were supposed to be outside 
playing and having a good time. It wasn't that we weren't having a good time inside, because 
we were. But there were a lot of fun things to do outside, and I wanted to do them too. 

I decided to do something about Uncle Sol. The head counselor's bunk was within sight 
of Bunk 2. I could go over and speak to the HC. Ordinarily, I wouldn't have enough courage 
to go over to a grownup and complain about something. I had decided that grown-ups didn't 
take the complaints of kids seriously, and I also felt that grown-ups were unpredictable. They 
yelled a lot, and did mean things to kids, and I wasn't sure why. Grown-ups scared me. 

But I knew the HC. His name was Ed Bain. He was the dad of Nancy, the girl who 
solved the problem of how to get undressed without showing her underpants. Ed Bain was a 
very friendly man, but he also had an air of authority about him. People spoke to him 
differently than they spoke to other people. It wasn't that they were afraid of him. It was that 
they were speaking to someone who was important, and so they had to act a little differently 
than they did when speaking to their friends. I wasn't afraid of Ed Bain. I was afraid of other 
grown-ups, but not him. Maybe it was because he was Nancy's dad, and had always talked to 
me nicely when he'd stop by to see her. I knew Uncle Sol wouldn't like it if I told on him, but if I 
didn't, we were doomed to spend two months playing indoors. 

I waited for Uncle Sol to get involved with his newspaper, and then I went outside on 
the front porch. We were allowed to go outside and sit on the porch, but Uncle Sol preferred 
that we stay inside. When Uncle Sol didn't call me in, I summoned up my courage and ran 
over to the HC's bunk. I walked up the stairs, but stood outside the screen door. I didn't know 
what to do. Should I just go in, or was I supposed to knock? My dilemma was solved when I 
heard Ed Bain say, "Hello, Eliot, what are you doing here? Come in." 

I went inside and looked around the HC's office. Of most interest was the microphone 
he used to make announcements. I had never been that close to a microphone before. Ed 
Bain asked me why I wasn't out playing, and I said because Uncle Sol wouldn't let us go out 
and play. Ed Bain seemed a little confused, and asked where the other kids from Bunk 2 
were. I told him they were inside Bunk 2 playing Parcheesi but wanted to go out and play, but 
Uncle Sol wouldn't let us because he wanted to read the newspaper all day long. 

Ed Bain smiled and told me to go back to my bunk. He said that he would speak to 
Uncle Sol about giving us more outdoor play time. I went back to the bunk. Uncle Sol never 
missed me. I didn't say anything to anyone about my adventure. Later in the day Ed Bain 
stopped by our bunk. Uncle Sol was taken by surprise, and sort of jumped up from his bed. 

Ed Bain quietly asked Uncle Sol to step outside, and a little while later Uncle Sol came back 
in. I was afraid he would be angry with me for telling on him, but he never said anything. We 
started playing outdoors a lot after that. Sometimes we stayed inside, but most of the time we 
were outdoors, playing catch, or having foot races. 

9/10/49-Age 6 

I told Mommy that our maid Paula beat Pie. She didn't hit him with a rolled up 
newspaper like Mommy, but with his leather leash, which she swung as hard as she could. 

Pie screamed but seemed frozen and didn't move. Kind of like me when dad beat me. Paula 
would hit him hard five or six times. Paula scared me. Mommy told me I must be making it 
up, because Paula wouldn't hit Pie. 
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10/9/49-Age 6 

My granddad came over to the apartment today. He is Mommy's dad. He is tall and 
looked strong. My dad is short and looked weak. I only saw my granddad once before. He 
lives somewhere in the country. Mommy said he owns a hotel in the mountains. He said 
hello to me and then I went into my room. I don't like him much. He talks funny, and it is hard 
to understand what he is saying. Mommy said this was because he came from Europe. All I 
knew about Europe was that I was supposed to eat all the food on my plate because children 
were starving in Europe. I didn't understand why my eating all my food would help the 
children who were starving in Europe. I didn't like to eat. Mommy said that I was nothing but 
skin and bones. She said she could count my ribs. Food just didn't taste good to me. 

Sometimes kids at school wanted to swap sandwiches. I didn't because they ate really 
icky food. Things like tuna fish with mayonnaise, and egg salad. Mommy made me peanut 
butter or cream cheese and jelly sandwiches which I'd eat, but not really like all that much. 

4/4/50-Age 6 

I had been in the first grade at PS 92 for a while, and didn't mind school. Some older 
kids had told me to just wait, because school became awful, but so far I didn't mind it. It 
wasn't as much fun as kindergarten, but it wasn't bad. 

I did have one problem, though. The teacher, Mrs. Roar, told us all about G.O. G.O. 
stood for Government Organization, and it was a group of kids who had something to do with 
how the school was run, or something like that. Anyway, Mrs. Roar told each of us to ask our 
parents to give us fifty cents for the G.O. I couldn't ask Mommy for fifty cents, because we 
were poor. I knew this because she told me we were poor a few times a week. All the other 
kids had brought in their fifty cents, and Mrs. Roar announced to the class that everyone, 
except for one kid, had brought in the money. She said that meant that we had almost a 
perfect score, except for the one kid who didn't bring in the money. I knew she was talking 
about me, but I pretended she was talking about someone else. She said that it would be 
wonderful to have a perfect score, and that there was still time to bring in the money. 

4/7/50-Age 6 

Mommy and me and Pie went to the bank. It was very big. Mommy had to stand on a 
long line. She told me to keep Pie by the door. I did. The bank guard came over and asked 
me if Pie was my dog. He was an old man wearing a uniform. I got scared and said yes. He 
asked me if I wanted him to shoot Pie. I got even more scared and said NO! He took out his 
gun and pointed it at Pie, and I froze. He looked at me and started to laugh and put his gun 
away and left. When Mommy came over I told her what happened, but she didn't believe me. 
She said I was making it up. 

5/4/50-Age 6 

We ate lunch at our desks at school. Today I had a peanut butter sandwich Mommy 
made for me. It didn't taste good, so I stopped eating it. Mrs. Roar walked by my desk and 
told me to finish my lunch. I told her I didn't want to. She made me. She bullied me into 
finishing the sandwich. 

About a half hour later I threw up all over my desk. I had never thrown up before, at 
least not that I could remember. I didn't like doing it. I didn't feel well. Mrs. Roar was very 
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unhappy with me. 

5/11/50-Age 6 

This was the first day back in school after being sick with a flu. I didn't remember ever 
having been sick before. Mommy asked me if I wanted peanut butter for lunch, and I started 
to get nauseous. Really. I told her no, so she made me a cream cheese and jelly sandwich. 

Mrs. Roar announced that all the kids who brought in money for G.O. were going to get 
a special treat. They were going to see a Laurel and Hardy movie in the auditorium. Everyone 
in the class started to clap, and then she told us to get up and form a line to go to the 
auditorium. I decided that I wasn't going to sit in the room all by myself, so I got into line with 
everyone else. We marched to the auditorium, and saw a great movie, but I got scared 
because I thought someone was going to come over and yell at me, because I wasn't 
supposed to be there, because I hadn't brought in money for G.O. No one even noticed me, 
and when the movie was over, we marched back to our classroom. When I was out sick, Mrs. 
Roar must have told the kids that I was the one who spoiled the perfect record. A girl in the 
class came over to me and said that it was too bad that I had to miss the movie because it 
was really good. I said nothing. Funny, but I couldn't remember her name when she was 
talking to me. I saw her in class every day, but I couldn't remember her name. 

I never told Mommy about the fifty cents for G.O., and about going to see the movie 
when I wasn't supposed to, because I didn't want to make her unhappy thinking about us 
being poor. 

5/20/50-Age 7 

A few days ago Mommy asked me what I wanted for my birthday. I didn't know my 
birthday was coming so soon. I told her a camera. Today I got a Brownie Hawkeye, and I took 
pictures. 

5/30/50-Age 7 

Maude and I shared one very big room. Well, it used to be one very big room, but 
Mommy had some men come and they installed a folding partition, which separated the room 
into two parts. The partition looked like an accordion. The partition could be pushed together 
to make one big room, or extended. When it was extended, there was about three feet 
between the end of the partition and the wall. This made sort of a doorway, but without the 
door. My area faced the real door of the big room. When you walked through the real door, 
you were in my room. To get into Maude's, you had to turn left and walk through the opening 
at the end of the partition. We always kept the partition extended so that we had our own 
rooms. But we could talk to each other easily, because we were separated only by the thin 
partition, and not a thick wall. This didn't matter much, since we didn't talk to each other very 
much. Tonight, Maude asked me what I thought of before going to sleep. I got a little 
embarrassed and told her I thought of naked girls. She told me she thought of naked boys. I 
lied. I really thought about spanking naked girls. 

6/15/50-Age 7 

I was back at Camp With-A-Dew. This time I was in Bunk 4. I really looked forward to 
going to camp. I liked playing with the other kids. I knew most of the kids in my bunk, because 
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I was with most of them last year in Bunk 2. Although we were poor, Mommy paid extra so I 
could go horseback riding once a week, which was a lot of fun. 

One new kid was David Waterman. David was different from the rest of us because he 
didn't look like a kid. He looked like a small grown-up. He was older in some way, although he 
was our age. Tonight at the mess hall something strange happened. It was our first day at 
camp, and everything had been going okay. When we got to the mess hall and found our 
table, David started to cry. He had no reason to cry, and he didn't look like the type of kid who 
cried easily. He told one of the counselors that he had to go to the bathroom. 

The mess hall seated about 350 campers, and had tables for about 50 visiting parents, 
but there weren't any bathrooms. The cooks and waitresses had to use the bathroom in their 
rooms, which were located very near the mess hall. Parents could use the bathrooms in the 
parent's lounge, which was also close to the mess hall. But there were no bathrooms for the 
kids. This didn't seem to be much of a problem, since the counselors told all the kids to go 
before we went to the mess hall. But sometimes someone really had to go when we got 
there, and then a counselor took the kid to the bathroom in the parent's lounge. 

My counselors were new at camp With-A-Dew, and didn't know where the bathrooms 
were. They seemed confused and didn't know what to do. They tried to get David to stop 
crying. I told them to go to the parent's lounge, and told them how to get to it. Frank, the 
counselor sitting closest to David, asked if it was all right to use the parent's lounge, and I 
said it was. So Frank and David left. I felt grown up, solving the problem. 

A few minutes later Frank and David returned, and both were smiling, so I guessed that 
I gave them good directions. 

8/11/50-Age 7 

Today we had swimming contests. Who could swim the fastest, and things like that. I 
wasn't good at sports, and was always chosen last for teams. I was smaller than everyone 
else, and I usually dropped the ball when it came to me. But I liked playing, anyway. 

The counselors decided what event a kid would be entered in. I was afraid that they 
would enter me in something hard, and hoped that they wouldn't enter me in anything at all. 
Knowing my level of skill, they entered me in the dead man's float. I didn't know what that 
was. A counselor explained that all I had to do was lie face down in the water and hold my 
breath, and the winner would be the kid who could hold his breath the longest. This didn't 
seem too hard. When the event was called, I walked into the lake with about ten other kids, all 
of whom were older than me. When the whistle blew, I lay face down in the water. I made 
sure that I took a very deep breath first. I lay there for what seemed like forever, and started 
getting bored. I decided to get up, not because I was running out of air, but because I thought 
lying with my face in the water was dumb. When I stood up a counselor was about to jump 
into the water to rescue me. All the other kids in the event had come up for air before me, and 
the counselors were beginning to worry that I passed out or something. I won the dead man's 
float contest. 

10/21/50-Age 7 

Today I went to the movies with Jimmy Greenblat, who was my age and lived in our 
apartment house. There were two westerns playing at the RKO Kenmore. I thought one was 
really good. It had to do with an undercover marshal who was pretending to be a ranch hand, 
and who got caught looking for evidence in the bedroom of the woman who owned the ranch, 
and when she found him she said, "If I ever find you in here again, I'll have you horse 


Page 19 of 637 


whipped." I got stiff instantly. Now, since I was 7, and had been to Camp With-A-Dew, I knew 
it was really called a boner. Whatever it was called, it felt good, just like when Irma and I had 
played our game together, which we didn't do anymore. 

11/22/50-Age 7 

Mother told Maude to take Pie out for a walk. Maude didn't want to but did. When she 
came back she beat me up. We really didn't talk much, except for when she said mean things 
to me. Mostly she just hit me and I'd cry, and then get a headache later. 

2/27/51-Age 7 

This afternoon Mother told me it was time we took a nap. I told her I was too old to take 
a nap, but she insisted that we take a nap together. She did this once before, that I can 
remember. I didn't like it. She didn't touch me or anything, except for putting her arm around 
me, but I didn't like it. I didn't go to sleep. I just lay there, wedged between her and the wall. 
She woke up in about half an hour and we got up. 

4/9/51-Age 7 

We went to a different room at school today. It wasn't an auditorium, but it wasn't a 
regular classroom either. A visiting dance group preformed for us. There were about ten girls 
in the group, and they did the Can Can, to the tune that went, "Da da da boom-de-a...". I was 
sitting about 10 feet away from them. Part of the dance involved them bending over and 
pushing their asses out. The first time they did it I got a boner. Every time they did it my boner 
got bigger. I didn't want them to ever stop. It did go on for quite a while, but not long enough. 
When it was over, the kids were supposed to ask questions about the dance, but not many 
did. I just sat feeling really good. My boner wouldn't go down. When we were told to get up 
and go back to our classroom, I was afraid the other kids would see my boner. I kind of bent 
over as I walked. The boner went away by the time I got back to the classroom. At night I 
thought about the Can Can before going to sleep. I got a boner again. 

4/15/51-Age 7 

I was playing outside today with some other kids. I ran after one of them, out into the 
street. A car screeched to a stop about three feet from me. There was almost never any car 
traffic on our street, but I guess I should have looked. I wasn't scared, since the car didn't hit 
me or anything. I looked at the driver, and he just stared at me, with a funny look on his face. 

A woman sitting next to him got out of the car. She called me to her. Now I got scared. I 
thought she was going to hit me, or at least yell at me. She didn't. She took me by the hand 
and said that she was going to show me how to cross a street. She made me stand and look 
in both directions, and then we walked across the street together, and then she made me look 
in both directions again when we walked back to her car. All the other kids were looking at us, 
and I felt embarrassed. 

6/1/51-Age 8 

I didn't see dad often. He lived with us, but he was gone most of the time. He left for 
work at six o'clock in the morning, and came home after I'd gone to bed. Sometimes I'd hear 
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him when he came home. He yelled a lot. And cursed. He usually went in to the place on 
Saturdays, but usually stayed home on Sundays. Recently, when I see him, he says things to 
me I don't like. Like telling me I'm a bastard and wouldn't amount to anything. I didn't know 
what I did to make him mad at me. Last night he came into my room when he got home. He 
sat on the bed and looked at me. I pretended to be asleep. He left and I heard him yelling at 
Mother. I didn't think he was yelling because he was mad at her, but that he was yelling about 
other things. About other people who had made him mad. 

He also drank a lot. I asked Mother why he always had a drink in his hand. She said 
that he had to drink. I thought that she meant this literally. Just as people need air and food, 
my dad also needed alcohol. I told myself that I was sorry he has to drink, because I thought 
he would be nicer if he didn't. 

6/4/51-Age 8 

Mother took me into the bathroom today and told me she had to inspect my asshole to 
make sure I was wiping myself correctly. I told her I was too old for her to look at me there. 
She said I was going off to camp and she wanted to make sure I knew how to wipe myself. I 
begged her not to look at me, but she forced me to get undressed and then she took me over 
her lap and looked at me. She took toilet paper and told me I didn't know how to wipe myself, 
and that I had better learn fast. When she was finished with me, she had me get up off her 
lap, and she left the room. I wanted to die. 

6/6/51-Age 8 

Dad came home early. He had been drinking. He cursed at me and told me that I was a 
nothing. Then he laughed at me. Mother took him into the bedroom. I felt like crying, but I 
didn't. Maude stayed in her bedroom, hiding from him. 

6/7/51-Age 8 

Mother told me to take the garbage out to the incinerator. For some reason I got very 
mad, and told her I wouldn't. I was watching cartoons on the television. She shut off the set. I 
got up and knocked over a chair, on purpose. She started yelling at me, and told me I couldn't 
go to camp this year if I wasn't good. I ran out of the apartment and ran a block or two before 
stopping. I had no place in mind to run to, but I just wanted to run. I came home for dinner an 
hour later. Mother acted as if nothing had happened. 

6/15/51-Age 8 

Today was the first day of camp. I knew most of the kids in my bunk. The counselors 
seemed nice. David Waterman was in my bunk again. A funny thing happened at dinner. As 
soon as we got to the mess hall and found our table and sat down, David started to cry. A 
counselor asked him what the problem was, and he said that he had to go to the bathroom. 
David said the bathroom was in the parent's lounge near the mess hall. John, the counselor 
sitting closest to David, took him. A few minutes later they both returned, smiling. 

6/28/51-Age 8 

I really liked camp. This year I was in Bunk 6. I had a lot of friends. The counselors 
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were nice. Nobody yelled at me. I wasn't good at sports, and was always chosen last for the 
teams, but it really didn't matter. I always got to play. 

There was one sport that I was good at. Swimming. Maybe it was because I won the 
dead man's float contest. I learned to swim last year when I was in Bunk 4, but had to stay in 
the shallow area of the lake. The swimming area of the lake was called the dock, because 
there was a dock there. The dock was divided into four areas. Area 1 was the shallow area, 
where kids could stand. Kids who couldn't swim had to stay there. Area 2 was a little bit 
deeper. You had to swim the length of the dock to show that you were a good enough 
swimmer for Area 2. Area 3 was deep, but surrounded by the dock, so counselors were able 
to get to a drowning kid fast. The test for Area 3 was to swim four laps. The deepest area was 
called the Raft area. It wasn't surrounded by the dock, and it had a raft that you could swim to 
and use for diving. One or two counselors stood on the raft so they could jump in if a kid was 
in danger. The test for the raft area was to swim to the dock that was on the girl's campus. 

The distance between the two docks was about half a mile. The test for those kids who 
wanted to try for the raft area was given every two weeks. A kid could try as many times as he 
wanted. Some kids tried over and over, but never made it all the way. Counselors in row boats 
would keep an eye on the swimmers. I decided to try for the raft area. The swimming coach 
told me that I was too young, and that kids a lot bigger and stronger couldn't make it. I told 
him that I was already in Area 3, and I wanted to try for the Raft Area. He finally said okay. 

Yesterday I swam from the boys dock to the girls dock, and I got there before the other 
swimmers. I was really tired. The counselor in the row boat asked me if I wanted to swim 
back. He was only kidding, but I started back. He rowed next to me and reached down and 
pulled me into the boat. I was glad he did. 

Today at the flag raising ceremony before going to breakfast, Ed Bain called my name 
on the loud speaker, and told everyone that I was the youngest kid ever to make the Raft 
area, and I got to raise the flag. 

8/4/51-Age 8 

I remember thinking that the counselors thought David Waterman was special. It must 
be because he's a good athlete. He didn't seem to get into trouble as often as the other kids 
did, although he did all the wrong things that everyone else did. He got away with stuff last 
year, too. I wished I was a better athlete. 

8/12/51-Age 8 

David wasn't the only "counselor's pet." Marty Abrams was their real favorite. He was 
everyone's favorite. He was the camp mascot. It wasn't because he was a good athlete, 
because he wasn't. Marty had "the face." Marty's face was unlike any face I had ever seen. It 
looked like a cartoon. It was cute. It was completely round, with a grin permanently in place. I 
once saw Marty fall down and hurt himself and start to cry, and he still had a grin on his face. 
He looked something like a stuffed animal you can win at a carnival. Marty often got to do 
special things with the counselors, just because of the way he looked. I wasn't jealous of the 
good athletes, but I was jealous of Marty. 

9/24/51-Age 8 

Mother took me to a luncheonette on the same block as PS 92. I sat at the counter and 
ate a hamburger and French fries, and had a cherry Coke. Mother stood behind me because 
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it was crowded. When I was finished, she spoke to the man at the cash register for a while. 

We walked toward school. Mother told me that this year I didn't have to eat lunch at 
school. Instead, I could go to the luncheonette and eat. I wouldn't have to worry about paying, 
because the man would keep a record of what I ate and how much it cost, and once a week 
Mother would pay. 

I started eating at the luncheonette every day. Sometimes I had something to eat there 
after school, too. I started gaining weight. I liked hamburgers and French fries and cherry 
Cokes. Sometimes I would have a chocolate malted instead of the Coke. Sometimes I would 
also have chocolate cake or pie. Mother was happy that I was finally eating something. She 
had been complaining that I was just "skin and bones." I think the reason I didn't eat much at 
home was because I didn't like Mother's cooking. 

11/7/51-Age 8 

Maude still hit me, but now she also scratched me with her nails, and sometimes bit 
me. She seemed to hit me for no reason. Today I was just sitting on my bed and she came 
into the room. Instead of going into her room she came over to my bed and started hitting me. 
She didn't say anything. She just kept hitting me. I started to cry. Mother yelled for us to play 
quietly. 

12/2/51-Age 8 

My Uncle Artie came over with a girl. Uncle Artie was a real uncle. He was Mother's 
youngest brother. He was about twenty. The girl he was with was very pretty. Uncle Artie and 
the girl were going to get married, and Uncle Artie brought her over to meet Mother. 

Mother was the oldest child in her family. She had two sisters and two brothers. When 
Mother was 15 her mother died, and Mother said that she had to raise her younger brothers 
and sisters as if she were their mother. She told me that her dad was not a very nice man. 

12/18/51-Age 8 

Today was one of the worst days of my life. Mrs. Grover was my third grade teacher. 
She gave us a spelling test. She had said that the test would be given tomorrow, but she 
changed her mind and gave it today. I wasn't good at spelling. When I came back from lunch I 
was telling a kid that I didn't think Mrs. Grover was fair. Unfortunately, I said this just as I 
walked past her desk. She put out her hand and grabbed me by the arm. She told me to 
stand by her desk. After everyone sat down, she said: "Class, Eliot thinks I'm unfair because I 
gave the spelling test today. Do you think I'm unfair?" "No, Mrs. Grover" the class recited. She 
then told me that I must be wrong, since the class didn't agree with me. I hated Mrs. Grover 
for that. She purposely embarrassed me in front of the class. I didn't hate the kids in the class. 
I understood why they said what they said. But I hated Mrs. Grover. 

1/9/52-Age 8 

I found that I was scared a lot. Dad almost never said anything nice to me. Or to 
Maude. He always drank, but Mother said he had to. When he came home at night, he would 
come into my room and sit down hard on my bed. He stared at me. I tried to pretend that I 
was asleep, but he could tell that I wasn't. Even if I was asleep, he would have woken me by 
the way he sat down on the bed. 
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When I couldn't fake being asleep anymore, I'd try to pretend that I was waking up. 

Dad would then ask me something simple, like, "How was school today." I'd say "fine," and 
then he would start yelling and cursing at me. He'd say "What kind of an answer is 'fine,'" and 
then he'd say that I was a bastard and would never amount to anything, and that nobody liked 
me. I'd start to cry and he'd smile and leave the room. 

I heard Maude tell Mother that last night she was so scared of dad that she couldn't 
leave her room to go to the bathroom. She had to pee in a glass she had in her room. I used 
to want dad to stay home more and play with me, but now I was happy that he went into the 
place a lot. I kept wondering what I did to make him mad at me. I wanted him to love me, and 
I wanted to stop being afraid of him. I was really afraid of him. 

1/22/52-Age 8 

Dad came home early tonight. He was nice to me. He gave me a dollar. I was happy to 
get it. I decided that I'd buy a model airplane at the toy store tomorrow. But about ten minutes 
later he started cursing at me, and told me that I was stupid, and things like that, so I gave 
him back the dollar to show him that I didn't need him, or his money. He just smiled. 

2/22/52-Age 8 

Mother told me today that I'd have to stop having tantrums. I had been throwing things 
around. Like furniture, and small statues and other things our apartment was stuffed with. We 
only had five rooms, but we had enough furniture and things for three big apartments. Every 
wall was covered with paintings, with cameos made of ivory, and antique candle sticks and 
other stuff. There were cabinets and breakfronts filled with antique statues and plates, and the 
living room had three couches and two overstuffed armchairs and three antique armchairs, 
and three tables filled with statues and ash trays and cigarette lighters. And this was just the 
living room. 

I didn't know why I had tantrums. I would just get mad, all of a sudden, for no reason at 
all. Sometimes there was a reason, like when dad was being mean to me, but other times 
there was no reason for my getting mad. I just started having tantrums. I'd knock over one of 
the chairs, or pick up an antique statuette and throw it across the room. I'd yell and scream at 
the top of my lungs. 

3/2/52-Age 8 

Uncle Mershie came over today. He's was a real uncle. His real name was Morris, but 
everyone called him Mershie, which is Jewish for Morris. He was Mother's other brother. He 
was very different from Uncle Artie. Uncle Artie was quiet and smiled a lot and was always 
dressed neatly. Uncle Mershie was loud and gruff and was always rumpled looking. He 
walked with a big limp. Mother said that he had Polio when he was a kid. 

When Uncle Mershie or Uncle Artie or other relatives came over, they sat in the living 
room with my dad for hours, and they talked and laughed a lot. My dad did most of the talking. 
He told them stories and they laughed. He gave them drinks. I'd heard some relatives say that 
dad had good booze. Things called Pinch and Haig and Haig. I didn't know anything about 
different kinds of alcohol, but I did like the bottles. Sometimes I'd be allowed to stay in the 
living room and listen, but usually they'd tell me to go to my room and play. I liked to be with 
them because dad was always nice to me when we had company. Usually, when they'd leave, 
dad gave them a check. 
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After they left, dad would always have more to drink. Later he would go into his 
bedroom and sleep. Sometimes, on his way to the bedroom, he would tell me I was a little 
bastard. 

3/16/52-Age 9 

Today I again asked Mother why dad had to drink. She said that he just did. She told 
me that we were poor and that his business was going bad because people kept stealing from 
him. None of this really answered my question, but I knew asking again would get me 
nowhere. 

3/28/52-Age 9 

I was playing with some of the kids who lived on the block, and they started calling me 
"grumpy". I asked them why. They all said because I was an old grump. I said I wasn't. They 
said I was. I said I wasn't. They said I was. 

6/15/52-Age 9 

Today I went off to camp. I had been looking forward to it for a long time. I didn't get 
homesick like some of the other kids. Mom and dad would come up twice, once each month 
that I was there. I'd see them for two days, and then they would go home. I liked playing with 
the other kids and didn't miss Mom and dad all that much. 

When it was time to go to camp, everyone would meet at a train station. The 
counselors held up signs that had bunk numbers written on them. This year I was in Bunk 9. 
As usual, I knew most of the kids in my bunk. This year there was a new kid, named David 
Jackal. I was introduced to him by my counselor, Frank. David looked at me and said hello. I 
became very frightened. I had never seen a kid look at me that way before. His face smiled, 
but his eyes said, "You're the one." What made things worse was that I saw Mom looking at 
him with the "what a nice looking boy" expression mothers have. 

I knew immediately that David was a bully, that he had chosen me to torment because I 
was a few inches shorter than everyone else. I also knew that he was capable of pulling the 
wool over everyone's eyes. I knew I was in for big trouble. The thought that I had been going 
to this camp since I was four years old, and that I knew the ropes, and that I had a lot of 
friends, did make me feel a little better. But not much. 

A funny thing happened at supper the first night. What was really funny was that I sort 
of knew it was going to happen. When we got to the mess hall and found our table, David 
Waterman started to cry. I just looked at him, and he looked at me as he cried. Frank asked 
him what the trouble was, and David said that he had to go to the bathroom. Frank knew that 
there was a bathroom at the parent's lounge, and told David that he could leave the table and 
go to the bathroom. David lied and said that he wasn't sure where the bathroom was, and so 
he and Frank left together. They came back a few minutes later, smiling. 

6/25/52-Age 9 

If my worst fears had come to be, I'd only have been beaten up now and then by David 
Jackal. This would have been good compared to what really happened. In camp, being a 
good athlete was very important. If you were a good athlete, everyone liked you, no matter 
what. David was the best athlete in the whole camp. Although we were Middies, he was as 
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good as the Seniors, who were 12 and 13 years old. He was almost as good as some of the 
counselors. He could run and swim faster, hit and throw the ball farther, and play tennis better 
than anybody at camp. Everybody loved him. But for some reason he needed someone to 
torment. I don't know why, he just did. 

It wasn't so much that he beat me up, which he did. It was that he got everyone at 
camp to hate me. If they wanted to be David's friend, they had to say bad things to me, and 
hit me, and not throw the ball to me. My friends stopped being my friends. They made jokes 
about how short I was, and told secrets and wouldn't let me in on them. David even got the 
counselors to be against me. 

What happened today was typical. We were sitting out on the porch of the bunk, 
waiting to go to lunch. There were two benches on the porch. Each bench could hold about 
five kids. I was sitting on the bench, with the wall of the bunk at my right side, when the other 
seven kids in the bunk all started cramming in on the bench, squashing me against the wall. I 
didn't mind this too much. David Jackal was separated from me by one kid. I saw David free 
one of his arms and reach back. He knocked my cap off. He started laughing. I got real mad. 

I freed myself and stood up and reached over and knocked David's cap off. David got up and 
hit me. Frank, our counselor, came out of the bunk and started yelling at me. He wanted to 
know why I was always causing trouble. I told him David knocked my cap off but the other 
kids told him I was lying and that I started everything and that I knocked off David's cap and 
that David was just protecting himself, which he had a right to do, and then they asked 
whether they had to stay another six weeks in the same bunk with me. I started to cry. They 
started to laugh and called me a crybaby. 

I didn't like getting beat up, but what really hurt was having my friends stop being my 
friends. It seemed like no one liked me. My dad didn't like me, my sister didn't like me, the 
kids on my block called me names like "grumpy", and the only friends I had at camp, or 
anywhere for that matter, now didn't like me. And I really didn't know what it was that I was 
doing wrong. I thought that since Mom was due to visit soon, maybe she'd take me home. 

7/5/52-Age 9 

Mom came today. I was really glad to see her. I told her I didn't like camp and I wanted 
to go home. She told me that I had to learn to get along with other kids, and that this was a 
good experience for me. I told her that David Jackal was a bully and had turned everyone 
against me. She didn't believe me. She had decided that David Jackal was a nice boy, based 
on her first impression of him. She thought that I was making things up, like she did about 
Paula beating Pie, or the guard pointing his gun at Pie. 

7/6/52-Age 9 

Mom left late in the afternoon. I felt deserted when she went. I needed her to protect 
me, and instead she told me that this was a good experience. I had brought Zeebee to camp 
with me. I had him hidden in my cubbie. If the other kids found out I had him, they would really 
make fun of me. I would smuggle Zeebee out of the cubbie at night, and lie under the covers 
and talk very quietly to him. I'd tell him that I was sorry that I was bad and nobody liked me, 
and that I'd try to be better. I'd then take him back to my cubbie and hide him from the other 
kids. When we were in the Kindergarten, all the kids had their stuffed toys, but now that we 
were big, no one wanted to be thought of as a baby. But I needed my Zeebee, because he 
was the only one I could talk to about important things, or about anything, for that matter. 
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7/7/52-Age 9 

Ed Bain, the HC, stopped me today and told me that I should try harder to get along 
with my bunkmates. He also told me that I had bad posture, and that I should stand up 
straight. He suggested that I take a broom handle and put it behind my back and lock my 
elbows around it and walk around like that for an hour a day. I just looked at him. 

7/22/52-Age 9 

Today we had a scavenger hunt with the girls. We usually didn't do much with the girls, 
but today was different. They came over to our campus and a boy and a girl were made into a 
team and given a brown paper bag and told to collect certain special things and at the end the 
winner would be the team that got the most stuff. The girl I was with was OK and we had fun. 
When it was almost time to end the game, David Jackal and some other guys ran up behind 
me and grabbed the brown paper bag I was holding and ran away with it and I started to cry 
and a counselor came over and asked why I was crying and I told him and he told me it was 
my fault which made me cry even harder and he told me that I shouldn't cry in front of a girl 
which made me cry even harder and the girl stopped being with me and went over to her 
friends who were with other boys and they started talking about me and pointing at me and 
laughing. 

8/9/52-Age 9 

There was only one kid in this entire camp who I had any good feelings for. I'd never 
spoken to him. He was in Bunk 15. He wasn't a retard, but he seemed like one. He couldn't 
get his arms and legs to go in the same direction. Frank, my counselor, said he was 
uncoordinated. All I knew was that he was the worst athlete in the entire camp. Even the kids 
in Bunk 2 were better than he was. He caught a ball like a girl. He threw a ball like a girl. None 
of the kids in his group wanted to play with him. Sometimes I saw his counselor playing catch 
with him or trying to show him how to hit the ball, while the other kids were off doing 
something else. He looked very unhappy. I discovered the emotion of empathy. 

8/10/52-Age 9 

Tonight was award's night. The entire boy's campus met at the auditorium. Each group 
of bunks gave awards to its best swimmer, ball player, runner, broad jumper, and just about 
anything else they could think to give an award for. The most prized award was "the jacket," 
which was given to the best all around athlete in the entire camp. David Jackal won the 
jacket, which had, "Best All Around Athlete, 1952, Camp With-A-Dew" written on it. I didn't win 
anything. 

8/15/52-Age 9 

Today was the last day of camp. I couldn't wait to get home. I hated camp. I hated the 
kids. I hated the counselors. My only friend in the world was Zeebee. 

9/5/52-Age 9 

I told Mom that I never wanted to go to camp again. She said that I didn't have 
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anything to worry about, since we were too poor to send me next year. I was glad. 

10/7/52-Age 9 

I told Mrs. Staple, my fourth grade teacher, that the boy sitting next to me stole my 
paint. We were having art. Yesterday we were told to bring in something we wanted to make 
or paint or color, and we would do it in class today. I brought in a model airplane and some 
paint and a brush, and I was going to paint the airplane. I took out my stuff and spread it out 
in front of me. We didn't have separate desks in this classroom, but instead there were large 
tables big enough for four kids. The kid sitting next to me swiped one of my jars of paint. So I 
told Mrs. Staple. She asked me who took it, but I couldn't remember his name, so I pointed to 
him. She took him outside, and a few minutes later they came back in. She then asked me to 
step into the hall with her. 

She told me that the kid admitted taking my paint. He told her that he didn't have 
enough money to buy something, so he took my paint. If he didn't, he wouldn't have anything 
to do. She asked me what I wanted to do about it. I said I wanted my paint back. She looked 
at me for a few seconds and then pointed out that if he gave me back my paint, he would 
have nothing to do. She also mentioned that I had some other paint I could use. Wouldn't it 
be fair for him to have my paint, she wanted to know. No! It was my paint, and I wanted it. 

Mrs. Staple seemed upset with me. She said that he could use my paint, but would have to 
give it back after art. I was not happy. The kid used my paint as finger paint. He seemed 
happy. 

10/16/52-Age 9 

Another table mate, Billy I think was his name, told me he could spell Mississippi, and 
bet me that I couldn't. I couldn't. I was impressed that he could. Later I thought that it was 
probably easy to memorize how to spell Mississippi, so I decided to learn to spell it backwards 
and impress him. Last night I found Mississippi spelled in a book, and in a few minutes 
learned to spell it backwards: ippississiM. I was going to spell it backwards for him today. 

But I didn't go to PS 92 today. Instead of walking to school, Mom and Maude and me 
got into a taxi and we went to another school. This was a private school with a funny name: 
The Brooklyn Ethical Culture School. We all went in to see the principal, and then I was taken 
to the class the fourth grade was in. There were only about 15 kids in the room. Everyone 
was sitting at their desk, and not running around like they did at PS 92. The teacher, Miss. 
Hunter, told the kids my name and told them I was going to visit for a while, and maybe I 
would start to come to this school full time. She showed me where to sit. 

About an hour later Mom, Maude and me were in a taxi on our way home. Mom asked 
me what I thought of the school. I said it looked great. She asked me if I wanted to go there all 
the time. I said yes, but wouldn't she have to pay extra to send Maude and me to a private 
school. She said I shouldn't worry about that. But if we were poor, how could we pay, I asked. 
She said we would find a way. I said okay, but I wanted to go back to PS 92 and spell 
Mississippi backwards. She didn't understand. She said I wouldn't be going back to PS 92. 
She said I could play at home for the rest of the day, and tomorrow a special school bus 
would come and take Maude and me to our new school. 

11/19/52-Age 9 

Mom was talking to a friend of hers on the telephone about why Maude and me were 
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going to a new school. I never thought to question the move. But hearing her talk about it 
made me curious. Later I asked her why we changed schools. At first she didn't want to tell 
me, but she changed her mind and told me that Maude, who had gone to a different public 
school than me, got into a fight. Some Negro girl pushed Maude down four steps on the 
stairway. The next day we went to the Brooklyn Ethical Culture School. I didn't speak to 
Maude about her fight with the Negro girl. I didn't talk to Maude very much about anything. 
Whenever I did, she just said that all boys were stupid, and that I was the stupidest of them 
all. 

1 /20/53-Age 9 

I liked Ethical Culture. For one thing, there were no grades. They didn't believe in 
putting pressure on kids. We had tests, but we didn't get report cards. Instead, the teacher 
wrote a letter evaluating the kid. Mom read me the first letter. It said I was a good kid who got 
along well with the other kids, and that I needed to work on my spelling. 

The school was housed in a three story mansion which had about 20 rooms. It had ivy 
growing on the outside walls. We had recess in a playground area at the back of the school. 
There were ten boys and five girls in the fourth grade. I liked the kids. They were different 
from the kids at PS 92. For one thing, I thought that they were all rich. They were all very 
smart. 

Once a week a man named Mitch would take the boys to the park, which was just 
across the street from the school. Mitch lived at a YMCA. I didn't know what he did when he 
wasn't with us. He was old, really old, maybe in his 40's, and he usually needed a shave, and 
looked like maybe he drank to much. He was always nice to us, though. He taught us how to 
play American Ball. This was a great game. It was part soccer, part football, and part 
basketball. It had only a few rules, and involved a lot of running. Once the game started, it 
could go on for a half hour without stopping. 

I liked art, and rhythm, which was sort of like dance, but different. I got along well with 
all the other kids, but I was afraid that one day they would all decide that they didn't like me. I 
tried not to think about this too much. 

I started to meet the parents of my classmates. I never met the parents of the kids at 
PS 92. I liked Sam Samuel's parents. They were both doctors. They both had metal braces on 
their legs. I thought maybe they had Polio, like Uncle Mershie. Uncle Mershie didn't have a 
brace. Sam's parents owned a brownstone. I know because I went to play with Sam at his 
home sometimes. It was big. I though it would be nice to live in a big house like he did. I didn't 
understand why they lived in that house, though. To go inside, they had to climb 17 steps. But 
both his parents could hardly walk. I wanted to ask Mrs. Samuel about this, but was afraid I 
would hurt her feelings if I did, so I didn't. 

I liked Jeffery Simonson. I didn't like his mother. One day a bunch of kids were over at 
his house and his dad came out and joined in a game of touch football. He fell down and 
broke his arm. We ran in to tell Mrs. Simonson, and she came out and helped Jeffrey's dad 
inside. Then she called the doctor. She didn't seem to be as much concerned about her 
husband as she was about this being an inconvenience to her. Sort of like it was going to be 
a nuisance and maybe they would have to change some of their plans, and wasn't he stupid 
for going out and playing with his son and the other kids. Mr. Simonson looked as if he was 
going to cry, but he didn't. All the kids said good-bye and went home. 

The only thing I missed about PS 92 was eating at the luncheonette. I had started liking 
food, and I started gaining weight. I began getting a little bit fat. The food at Brooklyn Ethical 
Culture School was okay, but not as good as at the luncheonette. 
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2/27/53-Age 9 

There was one Negro girl at school. Her name was Carol Law, and she was in the 
second grade. Miss Hunter, our 4th grade teacher, said something about Carol being David 
Law's cousin. David Law was in my class. He had red hair and freckles and looked like he 
had a sun tan. I didn't think Carol and David were related. How could a Negro girl be David's 
cousin, I thought. 

3/5/53-Age 9 

We were out playing in the playground during recess. Jimmy Carpenter was hanging 
by his knees from a bar on the Jungle Jim. Miss Hunter walked by and gave Jimmy a light 
spank on his ass. When I saw her do that, I got a boner. I spent the rest of the recess and 
most of the afternoon thinking about giving Miss Hunter a spank on her ass. I had a hard time 
listening to our history lesson. I didn't have a crush on Miss Hunter, but I though she was nice, 
and maybe a little sexy. I knew that she was old, somewhere in her early twenties, but not as 
old as the teachers I had at PS 92. She was slim, didn't have big tits, and kind of looked like a 
tomboy. 

4/15/53-Age 9 

I did the worst thing that I ever did in my life today. We were at lunch at school. We all 
ate together in the basement cafeteria. I was sitting at a table with Miss Hunter and some 
other kids. I don't know why, but I got real mad about something. It was like when I got mad at 
home. I just got mad. Miss Hunter told me to stop acting bad. I looked at her and said, 

"You're ugly. Nobody will every want to marry you." Miss Hunter burst into tears. She got up 
and left the room. The other kids looked at me funny. I didn't know what to do. I liked Miss 
Hunter. I didn't want to make her cry. I didn't know why I did it. I didn't know if I should go out 
into the hallway and say I was sorry, or just sit and finish my lunch. I started to panic. Miss 
Hunter came back into the room a little later. I could tell that she had been crying. I started to 
say that I was sorry, but she said that it was okay and I should forget it. 

I didn't mean to make her cry. When Maude was mean to Mom or me, she would say 
things like that. She said things that hurt. Maude could spot your sensitive parts, your fears, 
and then use them against you. Dad just cursed and told me that I was never going to amount 
to anything, but Maude hurt differently. I did to Miss Hunter what Maude did to me. I didn't 
know how I did it, and I didn't know why, and I was very sorry that it happened. 

4/19/53-Age 9 

Dad was so drunk he had to take a cab home. I know, because the cab driver brought 
him up to our fifth floor apartment. Mom gave the cab driver some money. The driver saw me 
looking at dad with disgust. He tried to make me feel better by saying, "Hey, so your dad had 
a little to much to drink, it's no big thing." This didn't make me feel any better. I had the feeling 
that the cab driver thought I was bad for being mad at dad, that I should be more 
understanding. 

Dad didn't go to bed right away. He reached into his pocket and gave me five dollars. I 
told myself I wouldn't let him make me mad, so I wouldn't give the money back to him. But he 
did, and I did. 
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5/30/53-Age 10 

Mom told me I'd be going back to camp in two weeks. I had a tantrum. She started 
yelling at me and I ran out of the house. I didn't know why she was making me go back. If we 
were so poor, why was she spending the money? 

6/15/53-Age 10 

This year I was in Bunk 11, a Middie, and David Jackal was in Bunk 12, a Cadet. 

Thank god for little blessings. Today was the first day of camp. At dinner David Waterman 
started to cry, and he went with the counselor to the parent's lounge. They returned a little 
later, smiling. 

7/25/53-Age 10 

Camp was hell. Even though David Jackal was in another group, he still picked on me, 
and the other kids followed his lead. So did the counselors. When other kids dropped the ball 
or made another error, the kids usually said something like, "Better luck next time." When I 
made an error, my teammates shoved and punched me, and the other team said things like 
"You should be on the girl's campus." 

Tonight we had boxing matches. In all my years at camp, I'd never seen any boxing. 
The boxing matches were like the swimming competition when I was in Bunk 2. The 
counselors decided who would fight who, by matching the kid's age, height and weight with 
one another. They didn't ask the kids if they wanted to box, but just signed them up. I was 
sitting on the grass, waiting for the next match to begin. Nobody was sitting too close to me. 
They called my name. I was scared. I didn't like fighting. Then they called William Straws. He 
was a year older than me, about five inches taller, and about 25 pounds heavier. This was not 
going to be a fair fight. After they put the boxing gloves and head protectors on us, the kids, 
and some of the counselors, started yelling, "Kill him, Willie." 

I got really mad. A counselor banged a tin plate with a pocket knife to start the fight. I 
started hitting Willie. I just kept hitting him. He fell down. A counselor picked him up and told 
him to go get me. I started hitting Willie again. He started to cry. The kids started to boo him. A 
counselor stepped in and stopped the fight. He took Willie off to the side to comfort him. I just 
stood there, looking at all the kids. I started to cry. 

A counselor asked me why I was crying. I lied and told him Willie hurt one of my teeth. 

It was the only thing I could think to say. He believed me, even though Willie never hit me. I 
said I was going back to the bunk to put water on my tooth. I threw off the head protector and 
gloves and ran to my bunk. 

The real reason I started crying was that I realized how much all the kids, and 
counselors, hated me. The only thing I did wrong was to be small enough for a bully like 
David Jackal to pick on. Before he started camp, all the kids who were yelling, "Kill him, 

Willie" were my friends. Willie was my friend. When I got to the bunk I felt better, but then I 
started worrying about Willie. I was afraid the other kids were going to be mean to him, 
because he let them down. I also wondered whether the boxing match, as a whole, had been 
a set-up. Did they stage the entire boxing event so they could see me beaten up? 


8/12/53-Age 10 


Page 31 of 637 


Tonight David Jackal won the jacket for the second time in two years. I won nothing. 
9/6/53-Age 10 

Mom said that she and Maude had talked and decided that it might be a good idea if I 
joined a "boys club." She said that I played almost all the time in my room by myself, because 
the other kids from school lived too far away for me to see after school very often, and 
because I didn't seem to get along with the kids who lived on my block. Wouldn't I like to go to 
a club and play with other kids my own age? NO! I told her I didn't want to, and she couldn't 
make me. I started throwing some stuff and ran into my room. I knew what would happen if I 
went to a club. All the kids would be mean to me, and make my life miserable, and beat me 
up and get me into trouble. I wanted to play by myself. 

10/9/53-Age 10 

Mom told Maude and me that she was going to start to work with dad. This meant that 
she might not be home at night to make supper. She showed us where there would be money 
for Maude and me to go out to dinner with when she wasn't home to cook. 

10/21/53-Age 10 

I had been eating dinner out a lot since Mom started working. I thought I would be 
going out to eat with Maude, but she said that she didn't want to be seen with me. Sometimes 
she went out by herself, but usually she told me to bring her something. When I did, she'd find 
fault with it. I either got her the wrong thing, or it had mayonnaise on it, or it was too cold, or it 
was soggy. Sometimes she ate it anyway, but she usually threw it out. I really did try to get her 
what she wanted. 

11/9/53-Age 10 

Since Mom started working with dad, she had changed a little. When I used to ask her 
a question that she didn't want to answer, she'd just say, "You wouldn't understand." But now 
it was different. 

Tonight she came home earlier than him. I had been thinking about being poor. If we 
were really poor, how come Maude and I went to private school, and how could she afford to 
send us to camp and pay for a maid? And how come we had a house full of furniture, with 
new furniture arriving all the time? I asked her this tonight. Instead of just saying that I 
wouldn't understand, she said, "You stupid idiot, we borrow money from the bank. That's how. 
And if we can't pay the bank, they are going to come and take all the furniture away! And I 
don't know how we are going to pay them the money back." I asked her if the bank paid for 
camp, and she yelled at me and said that Mrs. Von Rien let her pay for camp over time. Then 
she threw a loaf of bread she was holding against the wall. I ran out of the kitchen. 

I had been thinking that we weren't poor, but if we owed money to the bank, and if they 
were going to come and take away the furniture, then I supposed we were. I was a little less 
confused about our financial situation, but only a little. 

11/20/53-Age 10 

Dad came home really drunk. He started in on me right away. He cursed, yelled and 
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threatened me. I had been thinking that something might be wrong with our family. I 
wondered if Sam Samuel's parents treated Sam the way Mom and dad treated Maude and 
me. Sam's parents seemed like nice people, but Mom and dad seemed like nice people to 
everyone but Maude and me. If all families were like ours, then we were normal. But then why 
were there TV programs like The Life of Riley? If our family was typical, then why didn't they 
show a family like ours on television? I decided that our family was not normal. I decided this 
because I didn't want to believe that the way we were was considered normal. 

11/21 /53-Age 10 

I was wrong. My family was normal. Tonight we went over to Uncle Henry's and Aunt 
Ethel's house for Thanksgiving dinner. They are real relatives. Aunt Ethel is my dad's sister, a 
small woman with a tight smile etched into her face. Uncle Henry is a big man with a big belly 
and a big laugh. Their children, Lois and Jake, are my cousins. 

They always had a lot of people over for holiday dinners. A lot of relatives who I got to 
see once or twice a year at most. Uncle Herb and Uncle David, who were dad's brothers, 
among others. I decided to ask Uncle Henry to speak to dad about being nicer to me. But I 
got tongue tied and everything blurted out all at once. I said that dad was drunk all the time 
and cursed at me and frightened me and yelled at Maude and at Mom and me. 

I wanted Uncle Henry to protect me. Uncle Henry looked down at me and said that I 
was a bad boy who had no respect for his dad. How could I say such terrible things about a 
man as good as him? Why would I make up such lies? I looked over at dad and he just 
smiled. Uncle Henry finally stopped, but then it was Aunt Ethel's turn. She told me how dad 
was supporting his parents, and sending Maude and me to private school, and to summer 
camp, and "how good we had it," all because of his hard work, and I should be ashamed of 
myself for saying such terrible things about my dad. When Aunt Ethel finished, Uncle Henry 
started up again. He kept telling me that I had no respect, and that a son should respect his 
dad, and because I didn't, I wasn't a good son. 

Sometimes another relative would walk by and give an approving nod to what Uncle 
Henry or Aunt Ethel was saying. This seemed to go on for hours. Actually, it did. We arrived at 
their house by taxi at 6:30, and Uncle Henry took us home in his car after 11:00. For most of 
that time I got told how wrong I had gotten everything. Dad was good, and I was bad. 

When I was at camp I sometimes thought that I must be bad to have everyone hate 
me. But other times I thought it was because David Jackal was the best athlete and a bully. 
Now I was told that my dad was a good dad, a better than average dad, and that I was bad. 

This was hard for me to understand. I could accept that I was bad, but I didn't know 
exactly what it was that I did wrong. I really was confused. I knew that grown-ups liked my 
dad. Uncle Henry came over to our house last month and stayed for a long time and he and 
dad and Mom and Aunt Ethel all laughed a lot and when they left dad gave Uncle Henry a 
check, and he gave checks to a lot of our relatives, and he supports his parents, and he sent 
Maude and me to camp and private school, so he must be nice because he probably didn't 
have to do these things. Maybe he didn't yell and curse at me. Maybe I just thought he did. 
Maybe I was wrong. I decided that I must be. But all my fears and all his curses seemed so 
real to me. 

11/22/53-Age 10 

I decided that I would pretend that last night never happened. Mom and dad and 
Maude hadn't mentioned it, and acted as if nothing happened. So, I just pretended that 
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nothing happened. I decided to forget about it. I thought that there were other things I told 
myself to forget, and since I couldn't remember them, I must have been successful. 

4/23/54-Age 10 

School had been uneventful. Sometimes I got into arguments with some of the other 
kids, but we always made up. Academically, I wasn't doing too well. My evaluation, which 
arrived in the mail today, said that I got along well with others, but it said I need to work 
harder. I started staying late at school one day a week to work on my spelling. I wasn't doing 
too much better in math. I liked history, and did better in that than in my other courses. 

Mom and dad didn't seem to care very much about my poor evaluations. They had let 
me know, one way or another, that I wasn't very bright, and so they didn't expect very much 
from me. 

6/15/54-Age 11 

Today was the first day of camp. I was in bunk 14, a Cadet, and David Jackal was in 
bunk 15, a Junior. David Waterman was in my bunk. At dinner, he started to cry, and left with 
the counselor for the bathroom in the parent's lounge. 

8/10/54-Age 11 

Camp had been only a minor hell so far. Maybe I had just gotten used to it. I decided 
that the bad situation was probably my fault, or at least a large part of it was. When the kids 
made fun of me, I'd join in, and make fun of myself. When I did this, I didn't get hit as often. I 
also decided that what I had to do was learn to be good. I needed to learn to follow the rules. 
Do what was expected of me. Maybe then, at least, the counselors would be nicer to me. 

Camp had an honorary society, called WYHOSO. I had no idea what WYHOSO was 
supposed to mean. To get into WYHOSO a kid had to accumulate 120 points within six 
weeks. A kid got points for making his bed on time, keeping his cubbie neat, and things like 
that. A kid lost points for talking back to a counselor, or not doing what he was told. There was 
a list of chores and their point value, and a list with each kid's name and how many points he 
had accumulated. Once the kid had accumulated the needed number of points, one of the 
kid's counselors had to nominate him for WYHOSO, which was always done. 

I decided to see if I could get into WYHOSO. All I would have to do was follow the 
rules. The only benefit that I could see from getting into WYHOSO was that its members got 
to go to a special campfire and roast marshmallows. This didn't interest me very much, since I 
had been to a lot of campfires. But following the structure of the point system seemed like a 
good way for me to become good. 

It was difficult for only the first few days. I would forget to do something, and lose out 
on getting points. But in a short time I got point getting down to a science. In five weeks I had 
accumulated 132 points, 12 more than was necessary to get into WYHOSO. It wasn't difficult 
to do, and the counselors stopped finding fault with me. How could they? I was first up in the 
morning, did extra chores around the bunk without being asked, and the first in bed at night. 
Tonight they announced the WYHOSO members for this year. David Waterman got in for the 
third time. I didn't get in. I felt the emotion, numb. 


8/12/54-Age 11 
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David Jackal won the jacket for the third year in a row. 


3/4/55-Age 11 

The only thing that was different in school were subtle changes in the relationships 
between the boys and girls. Most of the girls had started to wear bras, and they didn't like to 
be touched by the boys in the same ways as before. We all used to playfully push and shove 
each other when we were in a line, but now when we shoved a girl she looked at us funny 
and said we should keep our hands to ourselves. The boys were careful not to touch any girl 
on her tits, crotch or ass. It was also different talking with the girls. I sometimes didn't know 
what to say. Today I told Georgia Weiss that one of her buttons on her shirt was opened, and 
her bra was showing. She got mad at me. All I wanted to do was to see to it that she wasn't 
embarrassed by having the boys see her bra. Later I spoke to her again and tried to tell her 
that I didn't mean to make her mad. She said that a girl should have told her, not a boy. I told 
myself that I should have known that. 

6/15/55-Age 12 

Today was the first day of camp. When Mother told me I was going back again, I had a 
tantrum, but since I had one almost every day now, it didn't impress her. This year I was a 
Junior in bunk 17, and David Jackal was a Senior in bunk 18. At dinner tonight David 
Waterman started to cry, and he and a counselor went to the parent's lounge. They both 
returned smiling. 

6/16/55-Age 12 

Every morning before we went to the mess hall for breakfast, the entire camp stood in 
front of their bunks and listened to any messages Ed Bain wanted to give, and then the flag 
was raised. This morning Ed Bain made an announcement about WYHOSO. He said that 
there would not be an honor society anymore, because some kids who should have gotten in 
didn't, and it was decided that the only way to ensure fairness was to do away with WYHOSO 
altogether. I didn't know whether my situation with WYHOSO was the cause of its being 
disbanded, but I liked to think so. It meant that at least some of the counselors knew that I 
should have gotten in, and were angry enough to do something about it. It made me feel a 
little bit better. But not much. 

7/6/55-Age 12 

I got a letter today from Mother. She told me that Pie got sick, and she took him to the 
vet, but there wasn't anything the vet could do, and Pie died. I lay down on the bed and 
started to cry, but softly so the other kids wouldn't see me. I didn't love Pie like I see other kids 
in movies love their dogs, but I didn't want him to die. I came to believe that keeping a dog in 
an apartment wasn't all that good, neither for the dog or for the people. I thought of Pie more 
as a bother than as a friend, but I was still sad that he had died. 

Even though Pie was a bother, I never hit him, and tried to protect him from our maid 
who did. I never treated Pie like Herbie Gotlieb, who lived in our building, treated his dog. He 
used to take the leash and WHIP his dog, and for no reason. He only had the dog for a few 
days. His parents took it away from him. 
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7/20/55-Age 12 

In all the years I had been going to camp, I had never been on an overnight hike. Each 
year one bunk in each group was chosen to go on one, but my bunk had never been chosen. 

I told this to Ed Bain, and he said he would see what he could do about it. This year my bunk 
was chosen to go. 

The site for our overnight was the peninsula, which jutted out into the lake about a 
thousand feet from the island. The island was about a mile from the raft area. Last year the 
swimming coach let all the kids in the raft area who wanted, swim to the island. Counselors in 
row boats went along in case a kid got tired. I swam all the way, rested on the island for a 
while, and then swam back. 

We loaded up three rowboats and rowed to the peninsula, and then we took out the 
tents and set up camp. It was still light when Ted, a counselor, arrived in another rowboat. He 
had brought steaks and other food for us to cook on a campfire. He was standing in the 
rowboat. He handed me the steaks and told me to put them down on a large rock and then 
come back and help him secure the boat. I was in too much of a hurry, and put the steaks 
down fast and started back when the steaks fell off the rock. One of the steaks got dirt all over 
it. Ted started yelling at me. He said that I was really stupid. He said I had ruined the food for 
everyone. He said I'd have to eat the dirty steak. Something happened in my head. For a 
moment, I thought it was my dad yelling at me. Or my Mother. Or my Sister. Or maybe all of 
them. I started to panic. I froze. He kept yelling at me, this time to help him secure the boat. I 
just stood there. 

The other kids started in on me. This was nothing new, but something was different 
inside me. I just couldn't take it any longer. Bobby Andrews was about five inches taller than 
me, and a few years ago one of my best friends, but he was the closest, so I hit him. Not the 
way most kids hit other kids. Not in the arm or leg. I hit him smack in the mouth. He fell back, 
and didn't know what to do. The other kids told him to kill me. He got up and started to come 
toward me. I met him half way, and we wrestled to the ground. We rolled around a bit, and I 
got on top of him. I straddled his chest, and I was about to hit him in the face when Walter, 
one of my counselors, grabbed me. He just picked me up and set me down a few feet away. 
He said no fighting. He said I'd be the last to eat, if there was anything left to eat since I 
ruined some of the food. 

I started to cry. This just encouraged the other kids, who started in on me again. I 
wanted to run away. I went to the farthest section of the camp ground, and tried to block out 
the kids making fun of me. I wasn't looking in their direction, but I heard something and turned 
around fast and there was Bobby coming at me. I knocked him down and sat on his chest and 
started hitting him in the face. Walter started coming over to pull me off and I decided I didn't 
want to be around any of them and that I didn't want Walter to touch me. I got up off Bobby 
and started running. I ran into the woods, and I knew that they would never find me. 

I had been going to Camp With-A-Dew for eight years, and I knew it and the 
surrounding area fairly well. I knew which direction the highway was in. It was a long walk, but 
I got there before it was completely dark. I didn't know what to do next. I wanted to just run 
away, but I didn't have any money. I decided that the best thing to do was go back to camp, 
find Ed Bain, and turn myself in. I started walking in the direction of the main entrance to the 
camp, but after what seemed like a long time I became scared that I was lost. I saw a couple 
sitting on the front porch of a house near the road and asked them if I was walking in the right 
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direction to get to camp. I had to shout because they weren't all that close to the road. They 
said yes, and asked me if everything was all right. I waved and said yes, and kept on walking. 
About an hour later I arrived at the main entrance, and walked to the boy's campus and to Ed 
Bain's bunk. 

He didn't seem surprised to see me. It seems that there was a small search party out 
looking for me. Small, because Ed Bain knew that I knew the area, and if I wanted to come 
back, I would, and if I didn't, they would have a very hard time finding me. They did send a 
rowboat to the island, because they thought I might have swum there. Girls were camping 
there, and said that they hadn't seen me, so the search was being limited to the peninsula 
area. The kids in my bunk were doing the searching. I was told they were going around the 
area shouting, "Come back, Eliot. We forgive you." 

Ed Bain sent a rowboat to the peninsula to tell them they could call off the search. He 
was pretty mad at me, but he didn't yell. I told him I hated camp and wanted to go home. He 
said I could go any time I wanted, as long as it was okay with my parents. He said that I 
wasn't a prisoner. Funny, I sure felt like one. Ed Bain asked me if I had eaten, and I said no, 
and that I was hungry. He took me to the mess hall, which was closed, but he saw to it that I 
was fed. He was nice to me, but I think he thought that I was the cause of the trouble. I told 
myself I was since I dropped the steaks. 

At night, in my bunk all by myself, I thought a bit about my beating up Bobby twice, and 
about the boxing match last year. I'm shorter than average, I'm not a good athlete, and I'm not 
very strong. I decided that the reason I won the fights was that I was afraid if I didn't, I'd really 
get hurt. I tended to fight all or nothing. But I didn't fight very hard when the kids pushed me or 
hit me. I thought that I had to get really mad. Sort of like a light switch. Either on or off. Then I 
thought that the times I got really mad was when grown-ups were involved. That's when I got 
really mad. When it was just kids, I didn't get crazy mad. 

8/12/55-Age 12 

David Jackal won the jacket for the fourth straight year. I won nothing, as usual. 
8/17/55-Age 12 

We were on the bus, waiting for it to leave for the train station for the trip back to New 
York. I noticed that my counselors didn't look normal. They looked worried. They kept looking 
out the windows of the bus, and at their watches. A car drove up, and David Waterman's dad 
got out. Some parents picked up their kids at camp, but most let them come into the city by 
train. When Mr. Waterman started looking in the windows of the different buses, Ted and 
Walter spotted him, smiled, and got off the bus. The other kids on the bus didn't take any 
notice, but I did. I kept my eyes on them. Mr. Waterman reached into his pocket and took out 
some money. It was not unusual for parents to give a tip to the counselors. But Mr. Waterman 
gave each of them a torn in half $100 bill. 

It all made sense to me. Mr. Waterman had been bribing David Waterman's counselors 
to be lenient with him, even to the point of having him elected to WYHOSO. The crying act 
was to get a counselor away from all the kids and other counselors long enough to make the 
bribe. And it worked every time. I thought that I should have figured this out a long time ago. I 
really was stupid. 


10/5/55-Age 12 
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The first girl I had a strong like for was Georgia Weiss, who was in my class at school. 
Of course, everything went wrong. I was too shy to approach her and tell her about my new 
found interest in her, but I would look at her a lot. She was about two inches taller than me, 
and had red hair and freckles. She was nice. I think that's what I liked about her. She was just 
a nice girl. She wasn't mean like Maude. 

Today Georgia came over to me in school and said that she and Judy Silvers knew that 
I was interested in one of them, and that they had talked it over and decided that it was Judy 
who I liked. I looked to Georgia's side and there, standing back a few feet, was Judy. She was 
almost blushing. How could I tell her they were wrong. Judy's feelings would have been 
terribly hurt. It was obvious to me that Judy was waiting for me to go over to her and proclaim 
my like. I did. Judy became my first girlfriend. But it was Georgia who I was in like with. 

2/18/56-Age 12 

I still thought a lot about Georgia, but Judy and Georgia were best friends. I didn't want 
to cause any trouble between them, and I didn't want to hurt Judy's feelings. Besides, Judy 
liked me. She didn't love me, and I didn't love her. We just liked each other. It was good to be 
with someone who wanted to be with me. As is the case with kids, the girls in our class were 
more mature than the boys were. I had to learn not to show my like for her by pushing and 
shoving her, but by talking with her. 

She lived in Manhattan, and every few weeks, always on a Saturday, I would take the 
subway to see her. We would go out to lunch and then do something grown-up, like go to a 
museum. Mom gave me the money for my dates. She also suggested places I could take 
Judy. 

A catastrophe happened today. We lost track of time, and I got her back to her 
apartment around eight o'clock. The doorman told Judy that her parents were very upset, and 
had called down a few times to see if she was talking to me in the lobby. They had tickets for 
the opera, but couldn't go until they were sure that Judy had gotten home safely. They were 
missing the first act. Judy's face showed that she knew that she was in real trouble. I was 
scared. I didn't want to go upstairs with her, but I thought that the grown-up thing to do was to 
help Judy face her parents. Judy told me not to go up with her, and I jumped at the chance to 
let her suffer the consequences alone. Angry parents scared me. All grown-ups scared me. 

2/20/56-Age 12 

I spoke to Judy at school today and asked her if she was in trouble with her parents. 
She said she was glad that I didn't go upstairs with her, that they were real angry, but calmed 
down and everything was all right now. 

4/8/56-Age 12 

I can't go back to camp again. I told Mom that I really couldn't go back. She asked me 
what else I could do during the summer. New York in the summer is not all that pleasant, she 
pointed out. 

I had been buying photography magazines. I didn't understand much of what was in 
them, but I bought them anyway. I had seen ads for the New York School of Photography, 
which had two month classes that would make you into a professional photographer. I told 
Mom that I would like to go to a photography school. She asked me if I knew of any, and I told 
her about NYS, which was how they spelled their name in ads. She said she would think 
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about it. 


5/15/56-Age 12 

I had found that there are some safer times to talk to Mom and dad than others. Dad 
usually wasn't drunk until two or three in the afternoon, and Mom usually didn't call me a 
stupid idiot until around then. So, I tried to do any important talking before mid afternoon. 

This was difficult since both went into the place almost every day, but sometimes Mom went in 
later than dad, after Maude and I left for school. Mom usually stayed home on Saturdays, 
and both were usually home on Sundays, so I did have some times before the afternoon that I 
could use to talk to them. And sometimes, if I didn't have school, I'd go into the city. If it was 
early enough I would go to the place and if it was near lunch time, they'd feed me. 

This morning I asked Mom to explain why everyone called her Barbara, but her checks 
said Esther Barbara, and some just said Esther. It turned out that Barbara wasn't her real 
name. When she was a teenager she liked the name "Bunny," and wanted people to call her 
that. But she said that "Bunny" wasn't a good name for a girl to have, and so she decided to 
call herself Barbara. The name stuck. Most people called her Barbara, and thought that was 
her real name. 

She also told me that Ben wasn't my dads real name. Most grown-ups called him Ben, 
and he signed his name Benjamin, and some relatives called him Barney. But Mom said that 
his birth certificate said "Baby," because his parents didn't know what to name him. Because 
they were immigrants they didn't know how to officially change his name from Baby, and so 
left it Baby. Mom didn't say that he changed it when he got older, and said that Ben wasn't his 
real name, so I guessed his real name was still Baby. 

6/18/56-Age 13 

I'm not in camp this year. Today was my first day of an eight week course at NYS. Mom 
brought me there for an interview last week. She asked if I was too young to go to a 
professional school. They said no. They said that they had classes starting every week, on 
Mondays. Mom and the sales man from NYS discussed price, and then Mom signed me up. I 
thought that maybe dad's business was getting better because we could afford to send me to 
NYS. But Mom kept telling me how poor we were, and I decided that NYS was probably less 
expensive than sending me to camp. 

The other beginning students were all older than me. Some were in their early 
twenties, and some were a lot older than my parents. One was a Rabbi. Some who were 
Negroes said they just got out of the army. One of them called me "short round." I didn't know 
exactly what that meant, but he said it in a nice tone of voice and with a smile on his face, so I 
guessed it was okay. 

6/29/56-Age 13 

NYS was a lot more fun than camp. I had some problems learning some stuff at the 
very beginning, but after a few days I was doing as well as the others. Most of what we 
learned was valuable, but everything was set up so it was very difficult to do it wrong. I 
decided that was the reason everyone was doing well. 


7/17/56-Age 13 
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I went out to lunch with some guys from NYS. They started a few weeks after me. They 
were in their early twenties. We were eating in a cafeteria. One of the guys said that he 
wouldn't be caught dead eating with a Jew. The other guy said, "How can you tell one?" The 
first guy said, "I can smell them," and tapped his nose with his finger, and smiled. The second 
guy began to grin. I knew that what he said was anti-Semitic, and it was the first anti-Semitic 
statement made in my presence that I could remember. But I didn't want to get into an 
argument with them. On the other hand, I wanted to say something. 

It occurred to me that there was something wrong with the first guy's logic. The error in 
the logic, as I then saw it, was that he was alive and eating with a Jew and he couldn't smell 
me with his nose. I summoned up some courage and said, in a cheerful voice, "I'm a Jew." 
They both just stared at me. Then they got up and went to the bathroom. When they came 
back, they finished eating without talking to me. When it was time to go back to school, they 
said that I should go on and they would see me later. 

7/19/56-Age 13 

The two guys haven't talked to me since lunch two days ago. I call them "two guys" 
because I can't remember their names. I had noticed that I can't remember most people's 
names. People I knew for a long time were no problem, but when I meet someone new, I 
forget their name almost as soon as I hear it. I decided that I had to learn to concentrate 
harder. 

8/6/56-Age 13 

There was one student at NYS who was really good. He was considered this by all the 
other students, and by the teachers. He took pictures at home, and then developed the film 
and made the prints at NYS. They looked better than the "setups" NYS used to insure that the 
student's pictures would come out looking good. Today he was talking to Judy, a girl in her 
early twenties who started in my group. They were giggling together. She said something like 
"show me," and he removed a towel that was covering a tray he was holding in his hands. 
Inside the tray was a close up picture of a girl's vagina. Judy looked for just a second, and 
then looked at the guy, and sort of just walked away. He just smiled. I quickly moved closer for 
a better look. He let me look for just a few seconds, and then covered up the tray with the 
towel so he wouldn't get into trouble with the teachers. 

That was the first vagina I saw, except for my sister and girls like Nancy Bain, but that 
didn't count because that was when we were kids. This one looked different. And it looked 
kind of ugly. But I was sorry when the tray was covered up. I was feeling the emotion of being 
fascinated and repulsed, vaguely mixed with sex, all at one time. I was a bit confused. I 
decided that my confusion would be cleared up if only I could look at the picture a little longer. 
But he wouldn't let me. 

8/19/93-Age 13 

I finished NYS today. I didn't feel like a professional photographer, but I did have a 
better understanding of the articles in photography magazines. 


10/2/56-Age 13 
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When I was going to sleep tonight, I started thinking about what I could do to gain my 
dad's love. I had accepted the fact that he didn't love me, although Mom told me that he did. I 
decided that he didn't love me because I wasn't a man. I was about two or three inches 
shorter than my classmates, and since I discovered luncheonettes, and then started eating 
almost every supper out, I had gained a lot of weight. I was a short fat kid. I started thinking 
that if I went to a gym and started lifting weights, I'd look better, and more like a man instead 
of like a fat little kid. Dad would be proud of me, and then he would love me. The problem 
was that I didn't have any money to go to a gym. I thought that I might go to one and ask if I 
could use the equipment, and sweep the place up instead of paying money. 

11/16/56-Age 13 

I met David Law's parents today at school. Mr. Law was a Negro. He was very tall and 
a little bit fat. He was a fireman. Mrs. Law was white. She was small and thin, like David. I 
now understood how Carol Law could be David's cousin. 

I asked Mom about mixed marriages. She said it wasn't good. I asked why. She said 
that the children wouldn't be accepted by anyone. They weren't Negroes, so Negroes wouldn't 
accept them, and they weren't white, so white people wouldn't accept them. I thought that 
David would be in for trouble later in life. Right now, none of the kids in class give it any 
thought. 

1/19/57-Age 13 

Tonight there was a party at Betty Saunders' house. Her dad was a surgeon. They lived 
in a huge two story house on a tree lined street in Brooklyn. There weren't many 
neighborhoods like theirs in Brooklyn. 

All the kids in my class went to the party. We listened and danced to Rock and Roll. 

The other kids liked the music. I didn't. It seemed to me that there were only two tunes. Fast 
and slow. All the fast records sounded the same to me, as did the slow ones. But the other 
kids didn't see it that way. They were very involved in knowing all the words, knowing about 
the singers, knowing about "in" things. I began to feel like an outsider. I didn't know about 
these "in" things, and I really didn't care. I just wasn't interested. I knew that if I didn't get 
interested in what everyone else was interested in, I'd become isolated. I realized all this, and 
felt funny. It wasn't the same as when the kids at camp stopped being my friends. But in 
some ways there were similarities. The kids at camp isolated me. If I didn't develop popular 
interests, I would succeed in isolating myself. The kids in my class were maturing, and 
becoming teenagers with a very normal "herd" mentality. They wanted to create a world of 
their own, separate from the world their parents knew. But just as I wasn't athletic, I wasn't 
musical. I just didn't feel the beat. On some level I knew that I was not metamorphosing in the 
same way as my friends. 

Judy was at the party. She was lying on her stomach listening to the records. I 
straddled her back and played with her hair for a while. Then I reached back and gave her 
backside a gentle swat. I got a hard-on, and Judy got a little upset. Boys aren't supposed to 
touch girls there. I learned that a boner was called a hard-on in camp. The first time I heard 
the word, I thought it was hard-iron. 

3/19/57-Age 13 

This morning when I was leaving for school Mom stopped me. She said that dad had 
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been using the Federal Withholding Tax money from the factory workers to pay the rent on 
the factory. If he didn't come up with $7,800 by three o'clock this afternoon the IRS was going 
to put a big padlock on the door to the factory and take all our bank accounts and put him in 
jail. This did upset me a little. I took this as proof that we really were poor, and that dad had 
been using other peoples money to pay the bills. I really didn't know what I could do about the 
situation, and started walking toward the door to go to school. Before I got to the door, Mom 
said, "Don't go out and play when you get home from school today. I'm expecting a 
chandelier to be delivered, and the maid doesn't come in today, and somebody has to be here 
to let the delivery man in." The chandelier was delivered about 4:45. Dad came home drunk 
around 9:30. 

4/9/57-Age 13 

Most of the kids had already decided where they were going to go to high school. 

Some were going to exclusive private schools, and some were going to less exclusive ones. 
Maude was already going to Oracle Academy, a less exclusive one. Two friends of mine from 
school were going to go to Oracle, so I decided that was where I wanted to go. 

When I told Mother that I wanted to go to Oracle, she told me that we were too poor, 
and that I'd have to go to Erasmus Hall High School, which was located about six blocks from 
were we lived. Erasmus had about 6,000 students. The thought of going to a school that big, 
when I had just spent four years in a class with only 15 other kids, panicked me. I 
remembered the change from PS 92 to Ethical Culture. There seemed to be different types of 
kids at each school. I suppose I was being a snob, but I preferred being around the kids who 
went to private schools than to those who went to public schools. 

I had a tantrum. I told Mom that if she could afford to send Maude to Oracle, she 
damned well could dig up the money to send me. I threw a few chairs around, and some 
statuettes, and then ran from the house. 

5/13/57-Age 13 

David Law found out that he had been accepted at Stuyvesant High School. 

Stuyvesant was a public school that specialized in science. Admission was by exam, and only 
a few of the kids who took the exam got good enough scores to be accepted. 

David was the brightest kid in our class, and since most of the kids were bright, this 
was saying a lot. I wasn't very bright, but I could appreciate the bright kids and not be jealous 
of them. As an example of how smart David was, when the other kids were wrestling with 
fractions, David was sitting at our teachers desk trying to teach her calculus. 

I was glad that David was going to Stuyvesant. I thought that if he was going to have a 
difficult life because he was from a mixed marriage, at least he was bright and could go to 
good schools. 

6/1/57-Age 14 

Today was my first workout at Vic Tanney's. Last week I told Mom that I knew we were 
poor but that I was tired of being a fat kid and wanted to go to a gym. Yesterday she enrolled 
me at Vic Tanney's, which was located in a hotel on Lexington Avenue and 54th street in 
Manhattan. She bought me a lifetime membership for $700. 

Today I showed up at two o'clock and changed into shorts and sneakers. An instructor 
took my measurements and showed me a warm-up exercise, and how to use some of the 
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equipment. I lifted weights for about fifteen minutes, and I got really tired. I then went to the 
swimming pool and swam for a half hour. Then I took the subway home, and I went to bed 
and took a long nap. 

7/11/57-Age 14 

I had been going to Vic Tanney every day. The instructor told me that I should 
"alternate." One day I should work on my upper body, and the next on my lower body. He 
said it took a day for the muscles to grow from the workout, and straining the same muscles 
every day kept them from growing. I now lifted weights about 45 minutes every day and then 
swam for a half hour. 

I finally worked up enough courage to go into the steam room, something I had to think 
about doing for a while. I was afraid to try it, because I didn't know what it would be like, and 
it looked like it would be too hot for me. But I did try it, and I loved it. I began to spend about 
half an hour in it after my workout, although I took a five minute shower first. 

Sometimes I'd be the only person in the steam room, and sometimes not. When other 
men were with me we usually talked. Just small talk, but it was nice. Some men wore a towel 
around them, but most didn't. I didn't. The only thing I didn't like about the steam room was 
the cold water. Every once in a while I was supposed to cool myself off by pulling on a chain, 
which released a shower of cold water. When it first hit me, it really woke me up. I tried not to 
do it too often, but I had been told by a number of men that I really should, to help keep my 
brain from frying. After the steam bath I took a swim, then a final shower, and then I'd get 
dressed. There was a table with all sorts of grooming products on it in the locker room. Hair 
creams, combs in paper wrappings, razor blades, after shave lotion, and more. I would try out 
different hair creams and after shave lotions, and really felt good about myself when I left. 

Today Rudy called me over to have a little talk. Rudy was the locker room attendant. 

He had always been nice to me. He told me that all the hair creams and other stuff were his. 
He bought them and put them out for the members to use, but the members were supposed 
to put some money into a tin can. This was how he made extra money. I felt embarrassed. I 
thought I should have known all that stuff wasn't free. I apologized. I asked him how much I 
should put in. He said fifty cents for the hair cream and after shaves I used. I decided that if I 
had fifty cents, I'd use the grooming stuff, and if not, I wouldn't. 

8/25/57-Age 14 

I was still on summer vacation, and worked out every day. I started to lose weight, but I 
was still fat. I decided that I would try to work out during the week after school. I found out that 
Oracle let out at four o'clock, and so I could take the train to Manhattan after school, work out, 
and then go home. I decided that I would do my homework on the subway to and from the 
gym. 

8/28/57-Age 14 

I had an almost normal conversation with dad at breakfast today. He told me about how 
he got into business. I asked how he learned to design women's belts. Dad told me that he 
met Norman Norell, the famous fashion designer, when dad was working in the shipping 
department of Hattie Carnegie, which was a big department store. He said he made deliveries 
to Norell's studio. Norman Norell's real name was Norman Eliot. Hence the name Nor Ell. He 
was my godfather. I was named after him. I hated the name Eliot, and I wished I had a normal 
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name, like Jim, or Bob, or John. Dad said he learned to design by going to Norell's studio 
every night for five years and watching him. He said he wasn't allowed to talk. All he did was 
sit and watch Norell design. 

8/29/57-Age 14 

It was getting close to when I was to start my new highschool, Oracle. I was scared. I 
knew I was not very bright, and I worried that I would flunk out. I didn't think I had learned 
anything at Ethical Culture. And I didn't think I'd fit in all that well with other kids. Things that 
mattered to other kids didn't matter to me. And I felt awkward, and fat, and ugly, and unloved, 
and unlovable. And I got angry very fast. And for some reason, I didn't think people believed 
me when I told them things. I knew adults didn't. Life didn't seem to be much fun. 

Not only did I still get angry, but I still had tantrums. Sometimes I'd have tantrums to get 
my way, but sometimes I had tantrums for no reason at all. I had noticed that when I heard my 
parents put their key in the door when they came home from work, my mood changed 
instantly. I might be watching television, like I was tonight, and feeling good, but when I heard 
the key in the lock, I would get angry. I mean furious angry. I didn't know why. 

9/17/57-Age 14 

Oracle Academy was located in a bad section of Brooklyn. I had to take two buses and 
then walk about five blocks to get to it. The last part of the trip was a bit scary, and arriving at 
Oracle was like reaching a sanctuary. Oracle was housed in a large and crumbling building 
that took up half a square block. It was four stories high and had a gym in the basement. 
Because of the neighborhood, the students were not allowed to leave the building during the 
day, and had to either bring their lunch or buy one at the school cafeteria. Because it was a 
college prep school, the girl's were expected to wear dresses or skirts, and the boys had to 
wear jackets and ties. 

On the first day of school I was wandering around the second floor, looking for my 
assigned locker where I would keep my books and a jacket and tie. A man passed me and 
casually said, "Hello Eliot," and kept going on his way. I had no idea who he was or how he 
knew my name. I decided that I had been pegged as a trouble maker, someone who had to 
be watched, and this man was letting me know that he had his eye on me. It didn't make me 
feel very good. 

10/21/57-Age 14 

My usual schedule was to leave for Oracle at around eight o'clock in the morning, 
leave for Vic Tanney's at four in the afternoon, leave Vic Tanney's around eight-thirty at night, 
get home around nine thirty and go to sleep around ten-thirty. I wasn't particularly interested in 
doing homework, but tried to do it on the bus ride to school, or the subway rides to and from 
the gym. I knew that I wasn't all that bright, because dad and Mom and Maude kept telling me 
I was stupid, so I saw little point in studying. Nothing at school interested me. Very little in life 
interested me. I wasn't very happy. Just as I still got angry for no good reason, and I still had 
tantrums, dad still had to drink. We were still poor. Nothing much had changed in my life. 
Except for working out at the Gym. Lifting weights made me happy, and it kept me away from 
home. 

My schedule took a major change tonight. I got home about 9:30. I was in my room, 
trying to keep out of sight so I wouldn't have a fight with Mom and dad when they got home, 
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when the telephone rang. It was Mom. She said that dad was very drunk, and that I should 
leave the house. She didn't say Maude should go, just me. She told me to take some food 
money and go out for a while. I asked her how long I should stay out, and she just said, 

"Late.” 

I put on my clothes and took some money and left. I didn't know where to go so I 
headed down Flatbush Avenue. There was a six block strip on Flatbush Avenue near 
Erasmus Hall High School where almost every store was geared to kids. Restaurants and ice 
cream parlors, clothing stores, five movie theaters, three bowling alleys, record stores, sports 
equipment stores, and more. Most of these stores closed around eight or nine on school 
nights, but some didn't. There were restaurants that stayed open until 2 AM, the three bowling 
alleys stayed open all night, and two of the movie theaters had late shows that usually let out 
after 1 AM. It seemed like the logical direction to walk in. I had been in that area a lot, but 
never after nine o'clock on a school night. 

I walked around aimlessly for a while. I decided that I was hungry and went into a 
restaurant. I had their combo platter, which consisted of a hamburger with grilled onions, a 
huge hot dog, and a platter of French fries. And I had a cherry Coke. Then I went to one of the 
nearby bowling alleys, and bowled a few games. I thought it interesting that no one asked 
what I was doing out at that hour. I supposed they were just happy to have my business. The 
restaurant wasn't crowded, as it was during the day, and neither was the bowling alley. But 
both had customers. Not teenagers. Older people. Some of them looked creepy. 

Those times when Mom and dad got home around ten, dad usually had a drink or two 
before going to bed. He was usually in his bedroom by around 11:00 or 11:30. Sometimes he 
would come into my bedroom and wake me up and start a fight. So I thought it would be safe 
to go home after 11:30. To make sure, I waited until midnight. I got back home before 
midnight, so I sat out in front smoking cigarettes until I felt it was safe to go upstairs. I had 
recently started smoking. It made me feel more grown up. 

11/20/57-Age 14 

When I got up this morning, I was a little tired. Mom had to come in and yell at me 
twice before I got out of bed. She kept telling me that I would be late for school. She didn't say 
anything about last night. She didn't ask what I had done. Dad had already gone to work. I got 
some money from her and went to school. I didn't have my homework done, but I can't really 
blame that on being out late at night. After school I went to Vic Tanney's and worked out, and I 
was back home by nine thirty, and went right to sleep. I usually ate by getting hot dogs and 
pizza at stands on the way to the Gym, and on the way from the gym. I didn't have to worry 
about gaining more weight, since I burnt off the calories during my workout. 

1/13/58-Age 14 

For the past few months, life was fairly routine. I would go to school, where I was 
getting C's, D's and F's, and then go to the gym for a few hour's workout. Sometimes I would 
be so tired on the way home that I would fall asleep on the subway. Often this meant that I 
would miss my stop, and I would have to get off and go to the other side of the tracks and wait 
for a train going back in the other direction. Sometimes I'd wake up at the end of the line. 
These times I'd have to sit in the train and wait for the conductor and motorman to start it up 
for its next run in the other direction. The problem with all this was that I might get home and 
find my dad was already there. If this happened, I'd try to get into my room as fast as possible 
and hope that he wouldn't follow me in. When he did, he started off friendly, and would give 
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me five dollars, and sometimes ten. I began to believe that he felt that since he had given me 
money, he had literally bought the right to torture me. Within a few minutes he would be 
yelling and cursing at me, and I would either throw the money at him, or open the door to my 
parents room later and put the money on a dresser near the door, where he would find it in 
the morning. 

Since I was getting home late, and I was eating on the way home, I didn't know what 
Maude was doing for food. I knew she wasn't cooking. Maybe she decided to go out to eat by 
herself, or maybe she just didn't eat. 

I don't remember speaking to Maude much during this time. She didn't seem to like me 
any better than dad did. She still hit me. And scratched me. And she bit me. She would have 
tantrums and get angry over nothing, just as I did. I guessed it ran in our family. I was, by now, 
stronger than she was, but I didn't hit her back. I just couldn't. All I could do was defend 
myself, and usually I would run out of the apartment and wait a while for her to cool down. We 
didn't have physical fights all the time, just a few times a week. 

My life was routine in other ways. Mom never asked me what I did after she called and 
told me to get out of the house, which happened once or twice a week now. She kept telling 
me how poor we were. Today she repeated the "Don't go out...IRS...chandelier" story, only 
this time it was a $1,400 chaise lounge, instead of a chandler. She said she bought it because 
it was on sale. I couldn't go to the gym today because I had to stay home and wait for the 
delivery. It really put me in a bad mood. 

3/14/58-Age 14 

We were at Dinty Moore's for dinner and saw Aunt Thelma sitting at a table on the 
other side of the restaurant. Dad and Mom sort of nodded in her direction and she sort of 
nodded back, but no one went over to talk. 

4/24/58-Age 14 

I had been going to Vic Tanney's for about a year. I now lifted weights for two hours, 
then took a long shower, hit the steam room for half an hour, swam for forty-five minutes, then 
took a final shower and, if I had some extra money, I did some grooming. My body was in 
pretty good shape. My biceps were 16 inches, my chest measured 40 inches, and my waist 
was 22 inches. I didn't have an ounce of fat on me. For a while I was disappointed that my 
biceps were only 16 inches, because the really well built guys had 18 inch or larger biceps. 

But then I realized that I was only 5'4", and they, for the most part, were 5'10" or taller. I 
decided that my arms must have looked huge in proportion to the rest of my body. 

I was also disappointed that I would never be Mr. America. For one thing, I was too 
short. For another, once my fat disappeared and was replaced with muscle, I discovered that 
my rib cage was slightly rotated. Not by much, probably no more than half an inch. But it did 
break up the symmetry. And, I had to give up on developing tits. No matter how much time I 
devoted to doing all the right exercises, I just couldn't get any. My chest was big, but I didn't 
have tits. Most of the other body builders did. I studied the other men for a while. I decided 
that men who were hairy didn't seem to develop tits, or more formally, develop their pectoral 
muscles, while the men without body hair did. I was hairy. Very hairy. 

The realization that I wouldn't be a contender in the Mr. America contest shifted my 
workout schedule. Instead of concentrating on bulking my body up, I worked on "definition." 
This meant that I wouldn't try to increase the amount of weight I lifted, but instead I'd use 
lighter weights and lift them many times. This resulted in definition, as it was called. I didn't 
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look like the typical body builder shown in magazines. I just looked like I had a solid muscular 
body, from the tip of my toes to the top of my head. And I never thought of myself as being 
strong. I suppose that I was always comparing myself to the other men who were older and 
taller and were lifting weights to gain bulk. Some could lift twice their body weight, while I 
could hardly lift my own. 

Today I began to realize that many of the men who came to the gym were fags. I was 
in the locker room and a guy came in and said hello to someone he knew. The second guy 
was naked and the first said, "You're looking good," which sounded normal enough. But I was 
looking at his eyes when he spoke, and his eyes were focused on the naked guys cock. 

I gave this some thought. I had heard about fags. I didn't like them, but I didn't want to 
beat them up like some other guys I knew. I just thought they were weird. The thought of a 
man touching me gave me the creeps. That's why I never had a massage, which were given 
at the gym by appointment. The thought of some man rubbing my naked body disturbed me. 
But I also thought that maybe I should be a bit insulted that none of these guys ever tried to 
get me. I thought that it might be a comment on how I looked. But then I figured that they 
could probably tell I wouldn't be interested, and so they decided not to bother. 

My dad, unlike me, liked massages. Sometimes he would call and tell Mom that he 
was too drunk to come home. He would say that he and some business associates were 
going to some Turkish Bath to get a massage and then sleep there for the night. 

Although I now had a solid body, I didn't gain my dad's love. He couldn't have cared 
less about my transformation. I kept working out anyway. 

5/1 /58-Age 14 

Mom had been calling and telling me to get out of the house almost every night for the 
past few weeks. I would make the rounds of restaurants and bowling alleys. There weren't too 
many people in any of these places, so I wasn't making friends doing this. I was just keeping 
away from dad. I had been getting home shortly after midnight. Last night when I got home 
dad was still up. He starting cursing at me the second I opened the door. I shut the door and 
went back downstairs and smoked about ten cigarettes and then went back upstairs. Tonight I 
got home after one, and I decided that would be my earliest time to return home from now on. 



Self portrait of Eliot at about 15. 


5/22/58-Age 15 

School was just about over for the first year. I was flunking or nearly flunking 
everything. Today, in French, Mr. Fleming asked me how to say quarter. I just looked at him. 

At first I wasn't sure he was talking to me, because I had been daydreaming. He repeated the 
word, quarter, and I just continued to stare. Then he asked someone else, who said "quatre." I 
thought, gee, that sounds almost like quarter. He gave me an easy one. I wondered whether 
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he gave me an easy one to help me out, or to show me and everyone else how stupid I was. 

I had been in high school long enough to understand the caste system the students 
had set up. At the top, for the boys, were the best athletes, followed by the boys who had 
great personalities, followed by those who were rich enough to be of value to the athletes and 
those with great personalities, followed by the bright kids, followed by those normal-average 
kids, followed by the socially inept. My cast was none of the above. I was in the out-out-out- 
out-out group. There were about five of us in it. We were so far out of it that we didn't even 
like each other. But we were forced to be with each other because no one else would have 
us. 

I was in the lowest caste because I was totally inept, both socially and academically. I 
didn't know how to talk to the other kids. I wasn't interested in the normal "in" things, like 
music and movie and sports stars. And when I started Oracle, I was still a short, fat, kid. I 
wasn't smart. Although my parents were in the high fashion business, I didn't wear "in" 
clothes, and I looked like an unmade bed. Even when I tried to look neat and clean, it didn't 
work, or last. After grooming at the gym I might look all right for a while, but soon I'd notice 
that I started looking disheveled. I had nothing going for me, and the other kids knew that right 
away and assigned me to the lowest cast. I was an untouchable. 

There was one other outgroup. The handicapped. Something that made me feel very 
uncomfortable happened today, but I didn't know what I should have done differently. Simon 
Gotleib stopped me in the hallway and started to talk to me. Simon stuttered. He stuttered 
very badly. I didn't understand a word he said. I just smiled. After about two minutes he 
stopped and I shook my head in what I hoped was a noncommittal manner and walked off. 
About ten seconds later he grabbed my arm from behind and said, very haltingly, that I should 
never do that again. Never walk away when he was in the middle of a sentence. I said I was 
sorry, which I was. But I could tell that I had hurt his feelings. I didn't mean too. Honest. 

Life is funny in some ways. While Simon was in an outgroup populated solely by 
himself, his cousin Charles Gotleib was in the second caste. He was not an athlete, but he 
had "personality" and he was rich. I wondered how Simon felt about Charles. I wondered how 
Charles felt about Simon. 

Girls had their own caste system, but I didn't understand how it went. All I knew was 
that the girls with the biggest tits seemed to be the most popular, regardless of whether they 
were good at sports, had or didn't have brains, had or didn't have pretty faces, or had or didn't 
have good personalities. 

7/27/58-Age 15 

Today someone told me a riddle. Well, it was supposed to have something to do with 
Buddhism. It went, "You know the sound of two hands clapping, but what is the sound of one 
hand clapping?" I tried to figure this out in a logical way. I took my hand and swung it in front 
of my face as if I were clapping. I heard nothing. I thought that the answer was "Nothing," but 
that couldn't be it. It must be more difficult than that. So, I swung my hand past my ear. At first 
I didn't hear anything, but after doing it a few times and listening very hard, I thought I heard a 
faint "wooosh." I didn't think the answer was wooosh. I decided to give it some more thought. 

8/20/58-Age 15 

Mother said we were poor and she didn't know if we would have enough money to 
send me back to Oracle after summer vacation. I got angry. It wasn't that I liked Oracle that 
much. It was that I felt that I had been given something, and now it was being taken away 
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from me. Somehow it was like dad giving me money and then goading me into giving it back. I 
had a tantrum. I threw just about everything I could get my hands on, and I ran from the 
house. 

At least one thing that confused me had been cleared up. Mom used to say that we 
were poor because people kept stealing from dad. I used to think that people would go up to 
his place and stick a gun in his face and hold him up. But now I understood what she really 
meant. Buyers would come up and look at his designs. Then they went to someone else and 
showed sketches of dad's designs, and they would be copied and sold for less money than 
dad charged. That's what she meant. 

I didn't know anything about making belts, which was the major part of their business, 
but I did know that his factory didn't seem to have very much machinery. Everything was done 
by hand, with the exception of a few ancient sewing machines. Mother said that the only way 
to make quality belts was by hand. She said that people are now making belts out of plastic, 
and that they are inexpensive to make, but they are also "cheap." I asked her if there were 
any machines to help make belts out of leather, and she said no. I didn't really believe her. 

8/28/58-Age 15 

This afternoon Mother took me to see Dr. Leiberman. He's a psychiatrist. She thinks 
I'm crazy. Maybe she's right. I sat in the waiting room, and she went into his office. About 
fifteen minutes later they came out and I was told to go into the office. 

Dr. Leiberman is about fifty years old, balding, and he wore a jacket and tie. His face 
was gray, and vaguely Jewish. His office wasn't like other doctor's offices. It had no medical 
equipment, but just a desk and two chairs and a couch. 

Dr. Leiberman asked me to tell him how I was feeling. I started to cry. I mean sob. He 
looked a little uncomfortable, and handed me some Kleenex. I kept sobbing. I kept saying, 

"All I want is someone to talk to, all I want is someone to talk to..." 

Eventually I stopped crying and we spoke for a few more minutes. I told him I felt lonely 
and had no one to talk to. He asked me if I could talk to my father. I said that he was always 
drunk because he had to drink. Dr. Leiberman asked me what I meant by, "He had to drink." I 
said that he needed to drink, because Mother said that was why he drank. Dr. Leiberman 
looked at me, and then asked if I would like to come and see him once a week. I asked for 
how long. He said he didn't know. I said okay. He walked me to the door and told me to have 
a seat in his waiting room. Mother went into his office, they spoke for a while, and then they 
came out. We left and Mother told me that I would go back to see Dr. Leiberman on 
Wednesday's at four o'clock. I told her that I was in school until four. She said she would 
arrange for me to leave a half hour early on Wednesdays. 

I felt good about having someone to talk to, but I didn't feel good about being crazy. 

9/3/58-Age 15 

My first session with Dr. Leiberman was uneventful. I sat and listened for fifty minutes 
as he gave me a course in Freudian psychoanalysis. He lectured on the concepts of the id, 
ego, superego, libido, catharses, cathexis, and numerous other concepts I knew nothing 
about, either before the lecture or after. He pointed out that he would be using a modified 
form of analysis because of my age. He said that he would "lead" me to a much greater 
extent than he would an older patient. He also said that nothing I said in his office would be 
told to my parents. True, they were paying, but I was his patient, and he would treat 
everything I said as confidential. However, from time to time he would talk with my Mother 
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about my progress, but only in very general terms. When he finished the lecture, he said 
goodbye, and I left. 


9/4/58-Age 15 

All Maude said when she found out that I was starting to see a psychiatrist was "Eliot is 
crazy, Eliot is crazy," in a sing-song voice. 

9/10/58-Age 15 

This was my first real session. We talked about how I felt about my dad. Dr. Leiberman 
asked me about dad's drinking, and what I thought about it. I told him that dad seemed to be 
drunk every day, but had to drink. He said that no one had to drink. I said that my father did. 
He said dad didn't. I said he did. Dr. Leiberman began to get a bit agitated, and I began to get 
a little afraid of him. But Dr. Leiberman regained his composure and he changed the subject. 
He asked me if I remembered my dreams. I said sometimes. He asked me to tell him one. 
This was the beginning of my dream analysis. 

4/18/59-Age 15 

Until today, my schedule remained pretty much as it had been. I was off to school by 
eight, then to the gym after school, then back home, then out of the house, usually at around 
ten, and then back home to sleep by one or two. On Wednesdays I went to see Dr. Leiberman 
before going to the gym. 

Today a Vic Tanney gym opened on Flatbush Avenue about a block and a half from 
Erasmus Hall High School. This made my life much easier. I could stop going to the gym in 
Manhattan, and save myself about two hours of traveling time. The Brooklyn gym differed 
from the one in New York in a number of ways. First, it was coed, unlike the gym in 
Manhattan, which was only for men. The womens' gym was on the second floor, and the 
mens' gym was on the third floor. On the ground floor was a two lane bowling alley, three 
offices to sign up new members, and a movie theater that sat about fifty. In the basement was 
the swimming pool. 

Not only could I work out, take my steambath and swim, but I could also bowl without 
charge and see free movies. Vic Tanney's was open until eleven, so I had a new place to stay 
at night, at least until eleven. 

There weren't many people enrolled at the Brooklyn gym at first. I wasn't the only 
person there, but it wasn't crowded, so I didn't meet many people. 

8/12/59-Age 16 

It had been about a year since I started seeing Dr. Leiberman. It took this long for me 
to understand that my father didn't have to drink. It wasn't that he had a strange metabolism 
that needed alcohol to keep going. He was just an alcoholic. My understanding of this rather 
elementary point pleased Dr. Leiberman. 

By this time I had analyzed about seventy-five dreams. I was getting pretty good at it. 
They seemed to have an internal logic, and they really didn't seem mysterious at all. 

Today Dr. Leiberman asked me what I thought about girls. I said "Nothing." He said that 
I must think something about them. I said that I didn't. He asked what I though when a girl 
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walked into a class. I said "Nothing." He became frustrated with me, like he was a year ago 
when I insisted that dad had to drink. But this time I didn't get scared of him. I didn't see Dr. 
Leiberman as a threat. 

I did lie to him though. I did think about girls. I thought about spanking them. But I was 
too embarrassed to tell this to him, so I thought I'd just keep it to myself. Dr. Leiberman asked 
me if I masturbated. I said no, which was the truth, and in truth I was a bit shocked that Dr. 
Leiberman would ask me such a question. I was even more shocked when he suggested that 
I begin to masturbate. He said that lifting weights might keep my mind off girls, but that 
masturbation would release pressures building up in me, and make me feel more relaxed. 

9/18/59-Age 16 

Maude had gone off to college in Michigan. I had the room, partition and all, to myself. I 
had the apartment pretty much to myself also, since Mother and dad didn't get home until ten 
or so, and we hadn't had a maid for a few years. 

I didn't know why I hadn't masturbated. Although I had many, many, many erections, I 
never touched myself, and except for wet dreams, had never come. Maybe knowing my sister 
was about six feet away inhibited me. Now that I was alone, and had Dr. Leiberman's 
permission, I thought I'd give it a try. I got undressed and laid down on the bed and started to 
stroke my cock. It got hard immediately. I started thinking about what it would be like to see a 
naked girl, and I came almost instantly. I had two thoughts that occurred almost 
simultaneously, within a millisecond of my first conscious come. The first was, "Oh GOD! that 
felt GOOD," and the second was, "Do you mean that I have been wasting all this time not 
doing this?" From that moment I knew I would become the stereotypical teenage jerkoff artist. 

I wouldn't be able to stop doing it. It was pleasure, and possibly the only pleasure that I had in 
years. And I really did regret having wasted a few years that I could have been masturbating. 

9/29/59-Age 16 

I was wearing my favorite shirt. It was a dark blue short sleeved pullover, with a collar, 
and two buttons that allowed the shirt to open a few inches below the neck. The shirt was so 
tight it took me about a minute to force myself into it. I was walking past Erasmus and nearing 
two girls sitting on the grass near the main entrance. As I got within a few feet of them, they 
started singing, in unison, "There he goes, Mr. America." God I felt good. I kept walking, but 
told myself that I should go back and start talking to them. I didn't. I was too shy. 

10/15/59-Age 16 

I was feeling better about myself. I had been seeing Dr. Leiberman for over a year. I 
didn't know whether masturbating was releasing pressure or not, but it sure felt good. I had 
been trying to move from my out-out-out-out-out cast to a higher one, but discovered a truth. 
Once people have you pegged, you stay pegged. I tried to ease into other groups by doing 
things like becoming the manager of the baseball team. I had the time, since I could work out 
at the Brooklyn gym in the evening. But I didn't gain any friends, and I wasn't invited to any 
parties. Everyone knew that I was an outcast, and try as I might, I was pegged. That was the 
difference between class and caste. Class allows for mobility, either upward or downward, but 
caste doesn't. I knew that for as long as I was at Oracle, I would be an untouchable. 

I had to do something. Being an outcast wasn't good for my mental health. I decided 
that if I couldn't be accepted by the few hundred kids at Oracle, I could start out fresh with the 
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six thousand kids at Erasmus. They didn't know me. I had no past with them. I didn't want to 
transfer to Erasmus. I just wanted to make friends with the kids there. My "friendship zone" 
would be the six block area on Flatbush Ave. around Erasmus. 

I felt that I needed a "hook." Since I didn't go to Erasmus, I needed a way for kids to 
remember me, because I wouldn't see them in class. I decided that my hook would be an 
unusual name. I tried to think of one that was easy to remember, but odd enough to make me 
stand out. I hated the name Eliot. My Mother changed her name, and my father picked his 
own, so why couldn't I. I chose Hugo. It was short, and I figured that there probably wasn't 
another kid at Erasmus with that name, so I'd stand out. When it was time to have our Oracle 
baseball team jackets made, the coach quiet naturally was going to have Eliot put on mine. I 
told him to make it Hugo. He thought I was crazy. He asked me on three occasions whether I 
was sure I wanted the jacket to say Hugo. I said yes each time. The jacket arrived, and there 
was my new name. Hugo. 

I didn't wear the jacket for a while because New York in the summer was much too hot 
to wear a baseball jacket, but as soon as it started becoming nippy I put it on. Today I wore it 
to the gym, but it stayed in my locker most of the time I was there. Vic Tanney was filling up 
with new members, and many of them were kids my own age. This evening I was in the 
bowling alley on the first floor and a girl came in. She was new. I said, "Hi, did you just join 
up?" She said she did. I asked her what her name was. She said Pat. She was about my age, 
about 10 pounds overweight but still pretty, with long brown hair and big tits and a nice smile 
with thick lips. She asked me what my name was. I said Hugo. 

10/19/59-Age 16 

I was standing outside the gym talking to a guy I knew casually, when a very attractive 
girl instructor came out. She was wearing tight leotards and a snug white shirt. She was about 
20 years old. As she walked down the block I noticed an old man staring at her. I started to 
giggle and elbowed the guy I was with to take a look at the old geaser ogling the young girl. 
The man, who must have been at least 60, came over to us. I started to get a little scared. He 
knew that I was making fun of him. "You think I'm a dirty old man, don't you," he said, as he 
took the soggy end of a half smoked cigar out of his mouth. "Uhhh," I mumbled. "Don't you?" 
he pushed. "Wellll," I said. He said, "Listen, I'll tell you boys why I was staring at her." I 
thought I knew why he was, but he continued, "You won't understand this now, boys, 
because you're both too young, but you'll understand it when you're older. I was looking at her 
because she is tight. When they get older, they aren't tight. She is tight!" 

11/21/59-Age 16 

Artie Jackson was the current manager of the gym. The managers seemed to come 
and go about every three months. Artie was about fifty years old. He still had the physique of 
a bodybuilder, although an aging one. His job was to sign people up. He got a commission on 
the amount of money he brought in. He was a very good salesman. His technique with men 
was to imply that they, too, could look like him. And they could if they wanted to lift weights 
for two hours a day, seven days a week. His technique with women was very different. This 
afternoon two women in their thirties came in to look the gym over. He greeted them and 
suggested that they go into his office so he could tell them about the advantages they would 
get if they became members. They all turned to walk to his office. He was between them, and 
their backs were facing me. Without any apparent hesitation on his part, he casually put his 
hands on the womens' backsides as they walked to his office. Neither woman flinched or 
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objected, and I was sure that neither knew that he was doing the same thing to the other 
one's ass. Artie made many $700 lifetime membership sales. 


1 /22/60-Age 16 

While I was beginning to make friends at Vic Tanney's, I was also trying to become 
more social at school. I realized that the caste system ranked girls according to tit size, with 
those with the biggest one's at the top. Since these girls were in the most demand, they 
wouldn't even acknowledge my existence, least they be censured by their friends for talking to 
a low caste person. I decided to approach the flat chested girls. Although these lower caste 
girls may not have been thrilled with the thought that the best they could do was to talk to an 
outcaste, on some level they still were flattered that someone, even me, was taking an 
interest in them. I learned that these girls had to make it on personality. They always seemed 
more real, more genuine, than the upper caste girls who were learning to get what they 
wanted by flirting or letting the right boys know that they were available for heavy make-out 
sessions. 

There was one strategy which girls used that the boys didn't. It seemed that a number 
of the less attractive, that is flat chested, girls managed to be accepted as upper caste, 
because they paired themselves with the most developed girls. For example, Elaine Stuber 
had to have a 40 inch bust, and her best girlfriend was Sophie, who was as flat as a board. 
The way I saw it, Elaine liked having Sophie next to her, because the contrast between the 
two made Elaine look that much better. And Sophie, the foil, got to go to the "A" parties. Sort 
of a symbiotic relationship. 

Today I spent some time talking to Phyllis. She was a lower caste girl, flat as a board, 
but as bright as can be, and with a good personality. While I thought my caste was too low to 
actually allow me to date even the low caste girls, I could enjoy talking to them. 

There was no caste system at Vic Tanney's, which was filling up with teenagers and 
adults. None of the kids were interested in body building. The gym was, for them, a club 
house, a place to go swimming and see a free movie and bowl some free lines, and meet 
other kids about their age. The kids kept to themselves as much as possible, but there was a 
certain amount of interaction among different age groups. 

There was a group made up mainly of slightly older people that aligned themselves 
with the teenagers. These people made up a rather motley crew of, for the most part, 
emotionally deficient, low IQ adults. They were just strange. Since they were emotionally on 
the level of the teenagers, they fit in and were accepted, to some extent, as part of that group. 
Members of this group included the entire Dangler family. They consisted of Laura, a fourteen 
year old girl who was pretty but had a low-normal IQ; her brother Richie, who was borderline 
retarded; her other brother Anthony, who was retarded and always had a shortwave radio 
held to his ear; her Mother Emma, a practical nurse, who seemed borderline retarded; and 
her aunt Betty, who seemed the most intelligent of them all, but who was an alcoholic lesbian 
who literally went wild if a man or boy touched Laura in any way. Even accidental contact 
getting into the elevator could be cause for Betty to start to growl. Fortunately, Betty was 
obedient, like a well trained guard dog, and the sharp command from Laura, "It's all right," 
would be enough to get Betty to back off. 

I talked and played with these and other members of the motley crew. I wondered how 
they could afford to pay the membership dues, since it was obvious that none of them had 
good jobs, if they had jobs at all. I didn't think they were intellectually challenging but as an 
outcast at school, I didn't want to act toward them as others had been acting toward me. 
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But there was a whole different group. Alexis Peters was a bright, pretty 16 year old, 
with jet black hair and a nice set of tits. As was Pat Hohn, the first person who I told my name 
was Hugo, except her hair was brown. And there was Leon and Mark and Andy and a lot of 
very normal teenage kids who would show up at the gym from time to time. 

What I was learning was that I could talk to any of these people, on almost any level, 
and feel comfortable. I was beginning to live two distinct social lives. Before the existence of 
the Vic Tanney in Brooklyn, I was practically friendless, with no one to talk with, no one to 
share ideas with, and only getting negative responses when I tried to join in with the kids at 
school. While Eliot was still shunned at Oracle, Hugo was beginning to emerge as a normal 
social being at the gym. 

Dr. Leiberman had a talk with me today. He said that it was important that I write my 
father off. He said that he was a sick person who was incapable of giving love. My attempts to 
gain his love were exercises in futility. I wouldn't make progress until I accepted the fact that I 
would never gain his love. He also suggested that the game of my taking and then giving 
back money should also end. He suggested that I take the money, and keep it. 

2/4/60-Age 16 

I had been making a lot of friends at Vic Tanney's. I noticed that I had a very hard time 
remembering their names, and their faces. I had to come up with a ploy, a means to help me 
out of embarrassing situations. I had decided to call men whose names I couldn't remember, 
"old buddy," or something like that, and the girls I'd call "love," or something like that. So far, 
so good. 

2/9/60-Age 16 

A group of the more normal kids from the gym had been going to Alexis' apartment 
about once a week for make-out sessions. Alexis' father died when she was an infant, and 
she was an only child. Her Mother worked and visited friends after work, and so the 
apartment was often available. Of all the people I had been meeting, I liked Alexis the best. I 
began to think of her as the sister I wished I had. We would talk for hours. We had what we 
thought of as grown-up conversations. We discussed our views on whether John Kennedy, if 
elected President, would be a tool of the Pope. This was an issue that the news media had 
decided was important. We talked about growing up, about whether we wanted to be parents, 
and other serious matters. Somehow I had convinced her that I was intelligent, and I thought 
she was as sharp as a tack. Alexis and I had never made out with each other. Ours was a 
completely platonic relationship. 

The kids who went to the make-out sessions ranged in age from fifteen to seventeen. 
Everyone who went to these parties were friends, but no one was exclusively dating. It was all 
very casual. Sometimes a boy and girl would arrive together, but more often than not the kids 
would show up by themselves. Very casually, and without any pressure, the kids would pair 
up for a few hours. The only unwritten rule was that couples stayed together for the afternoon 
or evening. No swapping, although the next week the pairing might be completely different. I 
think this unwritten rule was adopted to help reduce the fear of rejection. I think we knew that 
it would be devastating for our developing sense of selves and sexuality if someone said, in 
effect, "I'd rather be with someone else." So who you started with was who you finished with. 

These were just make-out sessions. Heavy petting that went on for hours. No nudity, 
no group sex games like strip poker. However, it was group sex in the sense that everyone 
made out in the living room, and everyone watched everyone else doing it. Sex involved very 
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long kisses, ranging from the slightly more erotic than platonic at first, to tongue-down-throat 
by the end. The boys would feel the girls up, and always get their hands under the girls 
blouse, and usually inside her bra. The girls didn't touch the boy's cocks with their hands, but 
there was always a lot of bodies entwined by the end, with some dry humping ending it all. No 
one had an orgasm. When Alexis called time, we would reluctantly untangle and talk for about 
ten minutes and then go home. Sometimes a boy would take the girl he was making out with 
home, sometimes the kids would find their own way home, and sometimes we'd all go out for 
hamburgers or a movie, or both. It was all very innocent, and very stimulating, and non 
threatening, and always fun. 

Later, at night when I was in bed, I'd jerk off a few times reliving the experience. I didn't 
need an excuse to jerk off. I would do it every chance I got, just as I knew I would after the 
first time I masturbated. I had found out that the myth of "blue balls" was no myth. Once, after 
I had been at a make-out session, and because I had to stay out until after one at night to 
avoid my father, I was too tired to jerk off when I finally got into bed. The next morning my 
balls ached. Someone, possibly Dr. Leiberman, told me that my sperm was preparing to leave 
my body, but when that didn't happen, they tried to go back to where they had come from, and 
this was the pain I felt. Now, after a make-out session, I always jerked off a few times, even if 
I was tired. Like tonight. 

Pat Hohn and I had our own make-out parties, and sometimes she would host them for 
the entire group. Pat's father, like Alexis', died when she was an infant. She had an older 
brother, named Richard, who was in the Army in Korea. Pat's Mother, Esther, was a real 
estate rental agent. She was a short, pleasant looking woman of about the right weight for her 
height. She was "professional" looking. She provided well enough for herself and Pat, but it 
seemed to be feast or famine. Currently Esther was the sole agent for an 80 unit apartment 
house that had just been built, so she was making good money. She was usually home by 
eight thirty or nine, and this gave Pat and me plenty of time to play with each other. 

Although we went to Alexis' parties, we usually paired off with different people. After all, 
we played with each other at her house, so we decided, without talking to each other about it, 
that it would be fun to try other people. There was no jealousy on either of our parts. When we 
made out at her house, it was only a little different than when at Alexis'. After the first few 
times, I got her blouse and bra off, and a little later I also got my hand inside her panties. She 
didn't want me to see her pussy, but it was fun touching it. So instead of just feeling a girl up, I 
was now kissing and licking breasts, and she took my cock out of my pants and rubbed it. But 
I wouldn't let myself come. I held back. 

Tonight she was playing with my cock and she asked me if she was doing it wrong. I 
told her she was doing just great. She wanted to know why I didn't come if she was doing it 
right. I told her that I was holding back. She asked why. I trusted Pat completely, just as I 
trusted Alexis. They were both very nice to me. They weren't like my family. Although it was a 
little embarrassing, I decided to tell Pat the truth. I told her I never came with anyone but 
myself. She said "Great," and that she'd be the first to make me come, and she started to 
focus on jerking me off. I told her that there was a slight problem. I had a very hard time telling 
the difference between starting to pee and starting to come. I was afraid that I'd embarrass 
myself and pee instead of come, and then what would she think of me. She said she thought I 
was being silly, that I would come, and that if I peed she would get a towel and clean it up. I 
came about 25 seconds later. It felt really good to come with someone else. It felt really good 
to be with someone who didn't laugh at me and put me down and make me feel small. I was 
ready for another come after a rest of about a minute. I never even got soft. 


2/19/60-Age 16 
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While my social life was getting better out of school, my problems at home, and at 
school, continued. I was completely lost in chemistry, and running a C- average overall. I did 
not study. I didn't see much point in it. I didn't know what I wanted to do with my life, I saw 
myself as a nothing who would never amount to anything; I still stayed out until one, and 
sometimes two in the morning; I still went to school tired; I still ate almost all my meals out; 
and I still wasn't a very happy person. And I wondered why I was considered such a shithead 
and loser at school, when bright and interesting people out of school, like Pat and Alexis, liked 
to be with me. 

After Dr. Leiberman pointed out that my father was incapable of giving me love, I spent 
a good deal of mental time learning to let go of him. For all practical purposes, I began to live 
as if my father had died when I was a child, as was the case with Alexis and Pat. I thought 
that I had, for some unknown reason, been made to live with a beast who was totally 
unrelated to me. Since Mother was not particularly good at protecting me, I did not feel close 
to her, either. 

On some level, Alexis became the sister I wished I had, Pat a great friend and 
sometimes my girl friend, and her Mother, Esther, a surrogate for my Mother. Esther was the 
adult I was spending most of my time with. Since her son, Richard, was off in the army, I 
suppose she enjoyed having me around as a temporary replacement. Dr. Leiberman was 
standing in for my father. 

Pat and I would make-out in the late afternoon or early evening, and at night, Pat, 
Esther and I would watch television, talk, have dinner, and often, Esther and I would play 
Canasta. Esther let me know early on that she had been the North Carolina State Canasta 
champion a number of years ago, but this didn't intimidate me. We played a few times a 
week, and I won regularly. 

Tonight was typical. We played to see who could get 300 points first. After a while I 
won. Esther got angry. She always did. "You don't know how to play!" she snarled. "I won," I 
said. "You don't know how to play!" she repeated. "But I won," I said. "That doesn't mean 
anything. You don't know how to play," she insisted. "But I won," I insisted. "Listen Hugo, 
you're supposed to try to get as many points in your hand as possible before going out. That's 
the point. But you go out as soon as you can." "But Esther," I said, "I thought the point was to 
win. I won. I don't see that it makes any difference how I won, just that I won." 

We had had this conversation before. Esther played against me as she would play 
against another champion level player. I just played to win. If she was holding all sorts of 
cards, hoping to form a big winning hand, it seemed only logical to me to take advantage of 
that, go out as soon as possible, and have all her points count toward my score. She didn't 
see the logic in this. 

Even though I drove Esther batty with my approach to Canasta, she was good to me. A 
few times she started to ask about my family, and whether my Mother worried that I was 
always out late at night. I let her know that I really didn't want to talk about it, and she always 
backed off. 

3/10/60-Age 16 

I just realize today that Esther's name was the same as my Mother's. Funny, I never 
thought of that before. Compared to my Mother, Esther was perfect. Her most annoying habit 
was really a compulsion. She was a cleaning nut. She would pick up our coffee cups, take 
them to the kitchen, wash them, dry them, and refill them. But before bringing them back into 
the living room, she would bring some cleaning materials and clean the table, and then she 
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would bring the fresh coffee. When I got up from the couch to go to the bathroom, she would 
fluff the couch, and possibly she'd do a little dusting until I got back. 

Esther had a problem with sex. When she married, it was for always, and, "Until death 
do us part" did not apply in her case. After her husband died she refused to even date other 
men. She decided to dedicate her life to her children. She became the quintessential Jewish 
Mother. But she was also human, and from time to time she would get horny. Her solution 
was to go to the gynecologist, which for some reason seemed to satisfy her. Recently her 
interest in seeing the gynecologist had increased. Today, Pat told me that we would have a 
little longer to put our clothes back on because Esther was at the doctor's again. I asked Pat if 
Esther was all right. After finding a good Mother substitute, I was worried that I would lose her. 
Pat just looked at me and said that Esther needed someone to play with, and then she took 
my hand and we went into her room to make-out. 

3/25/60-Age 16 

Today I met my first sexual masochist. I had recently heard about sadism and 
masochism, but I didn't know anyone who did the things I heard about. I had been told that 
there were books written a hundred years ago by someone called the Marquis De Sade, and I 
had found some of them at a book store. But I never met anyone who did those things, I just 
read about them. 

George was one of the motley crew. He was about 20, of dull normal IQ, was a high 
school dropout, and I had no idea of how he paid the membership fee, because he didn't 
work. His clothes were of no known style, and he rarely said anything of interest. He was kind 
of like me when I was at Oracle. He almost never worked out, but used the gym as a 
clubhouse. He saw me in the bowling alley at Vic Tanney's and asked if I had met Dena. I 
said no, or at least I didn't think so since I was getting really bad at remembering names and 
faces, and asked who Dena was. George handed me a large brown paper bag, which was the 
type used to hold groceries. There was something in it, but it wasn't heavy. He had a towel 
with him. He told me to follow him to the movie theater, but not to go in. 

The movie theater at Vic Tanney's had a small glass window in its door. I suppose this 
was to make it easy for the sales people to see if the movie was running, or if it was time to 
go in and change the reel. The theater had ten rows of seats, with five seats in each row. The 
first row was about ten feet back from the screen. Adults sat in the first few rows, and the kids 
sat in the back. The kids would either watch the movie, make-out, or do both simultaneously. 
George went into the theater and walked to the back row. There were seven adults sitting in 
the first four rows. When George got to the last row I saw him gesture with his hand, and a 
good looking girl with long brown hair, who looked about seventeen, stood up. She didn't look 
like she was wearing anything. At least not on top. I couldn't see below her waist because the 
seats were in the way, damn it. George motioned with his hand and the girl turned around, 
allowing George to look at her. He then handed her the towel and she wrapped it around 
herself and casually walked toward the door. When she stepped out, she smiled a smile that 
was closer to a grin, took the bag I was holding, and nonchalantly walked toward the elevator 
to go up to the women's gym. As she got into the elevator, she looked at me and winked. No 
one on the elevator thought there was anything unusual about her wearing only a towel. 

George came out and I asked him what that was all about. He told me he went into the 
theater earlier and she came in after him. She sat down and started to kiss him. He didn't 
know her, but he didn't mind at all. After a while he started to undo her blouse. She didn't 
object, and soon it was completely open. She took it off and put it on the seat next to her. He 
got really turned on and undid her bra. She didn't mind. She took it off and put it on the seat 
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with her blouse. George decided to see how far this would go, and eventually he had her 
completely naked. She didn't object. She just smiled and kissed him and let him touch her 
wherever he wanted. He knew he couldn't have sex with her because this was, after all, a 
public place, so he decided to have some fun. He picked up her clothes and started to leave. 
He thought she would make a dive to stop him, but he said she just watched. She didn't 
gesture or plead with him to bring back her clothes, or anything. She just sat there. George 
said that he left her that way for about fifteen minutes, and then decided it would be best to 
get her out of there before someone discovered her. He got a towel, and put her clothes in a 
bag, and then he ran into me. 

I had trouble sorting out my feelings, since I was feeling three different emotions at the 
same time. First, I was incredibly turned on, and was worried that my hard-on was showing. 
Second, I was a little angry with George, because I didn't think he should have left her like 
that. Third, I was incredibly turned on, and kept replaying in my head everything I just saw 
and was told, because I knew that I was going to think about it later when I jerked off. I asked 
George if maybe he went a little too far, and he asked if I saw the look on her face. I did. She 
didn't seem to mind what happened at all. She seemed to be happy when she left the theater. 

I knew that different people got sexually excited from different things. Fags got excited by 
being with fags, and lezzies, like Laura's aunt Betty, got excited being with other lezzies, and 
some guys liked girls with big tits, and some guys liked girls with big asses, and so I wasn't 
too shocked by Dena's getting excited being naked in a room full of strangers, who didn't 
know she was naked. But I also found this confusing. 

3/30/60-Age 16 

Dr. Leiberman had been telling me that I had to learn to face my fears. I had to stop 
hiding from things that scared me, and go out and deal with them. Although I had made 
friends at the gym, I was still shy. Some of the people I knew were fine to pass the time with, 
such as members of the motley crew, but there was absolutely no intellectual stimulation. 
Hanging out with them was better than being by myself, but just barely. 

Other friends, such as Pat and Alexis, and some of the other kids I'd go to make-out 
parties with, were bright and much more fun to be with. But I knew that there were about 
6,000 kids walking down Flatbush Avenue, and I was avoiding getting to know them because I 
was scared. I was afraid nobody would like me. I decided to force myself to try to make new 
friends. 

Today I walked out of the gym and along Flatbush Avenue. I saw a guy I had seen a 
number of times before, and decided to say something to him. I was so scared I was shaking. 

I didn't know what to expect. What if he rejected me, and told me he thought I was stupid, like 
dad said to me when we talked? I said, "Hi, I see you around a lot. What's your name?" That's 
all it took. We started talking. He asked me my name, and I said Hugo. He said that was an 
unusual name, and I said yes it was, and then we just started bullshitting, like we had known 
each other for a long time. 

4/6/60-Age 16 

It must have been a snowball effect. Since the first day I forced myself to say hello to 
that kid, I started meeting other kids. One would introduce me to some others, who would 
introduce me to some others. At first I didn't know what to say to these people, so I just looked 
interested in what they were talking about. They seemed to like that, so I kept it up. 

Eventually, when I started to get bored, I would say I'd see them around, and then go on my 
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way. 

Now, when I walk down the street, people stop me to say hello. The first time this 
happened I was on my way to the gym when a guy stepped out of a doorway on Flatbush 
Avenue and said, "Hi Hugo." I didn't know who this guy was, although he looked vaguely 
familiar. I was trying to make friends, so I smiled and said, "Hi old buddy, got a match?" I took 
out a cigarette, the guy took out a match, and we began to talk. I still didn't know what to say, 
so I just let him lead, and I looked interested in what he was talking about. After a while I 
thought it was time to move on. I said I'd see him around, and started walking. About half a 
block later another guy shouted, "Hi Hugo," and I said, "Hi old buddy, got a match?" This guy 
said to some people he was with, "This is him, Hugo, the guy I was telling you about." Some 
guys thrust their hands out to shake mine, and two girls looked at me with big smiles. I spoke 
to them for about fifteen minutes. Actually, I let them speak and I nodded a lot. 

I finally got to the gym and started to work out. I gave some thought to my budding 
popularity. I decided that two and a half years with Dr. Leiberman had taught me how to play 
Dr. Leiberman. I could look with interest, and say, "Then what happened," or, "How did you 
ever think to do that," or anything else which was appropriate and which would keep the 
person talking. 

It wasn't too long before I was very well known. On a Friday or Saturday night, it would 
take me three hours to walk the six block stretch. I didn't know who most of the people I talked 
to were, but it was fun. It was fun being popular. I still got the others to talk, but I also added 
flattery to my repertoire. I'd tell guys that I liked their shoes, or pants, or shirt, or haircut. I'd tell 
girls I liked their clothes, or that they looked pretty, or that the color of their sweater went great 
with their hair, or I asked what the name of their perfume was, because it smelled great. 
Among other things. 

I became even more popular. Kids grouped around me, and were disappointed when 
I'd tell them I had to leave. Girls, pretty girls with big tits, would come up and hug me. The 
high caste people were becoming my friends. I didn't know this until today, when a girl said to 
me, "I saw you talking with Jimmy Thompson, I didn't know you knew him." "Oh, yeah, I know 
Jimmy. Why are you so surprised?" I answered. "Oh nothing, but I didn't know that you were 
friends with the starters on the basketball team," she gushed. Until she said that, I didn't know 
I was friendly with the starters on the basketball team. And Hugo thought about Eliot at 
Oracle. 

4/15/60-Age 16 

I had a sudden thought. What was the sound of one hand clapping? I rapidly moved 
my right hand past my ear. I heard nothing. 

4/16/60-Age 16 

I was bowling at the gym with George and some other people from the motley crew. 

The two bowling lanes were raised about two feet above the ground and were right next to 
each other. There was a wall along the side of one lane, and the other lane had about five 
feet of open space at its side where people could stand and watch the bowlers. Dena came in 
and watched for a minute, and then started acting like a child. When George threw the ball, 
Dena, who was standing at the side of the lane George just bowled on, gave his ball a shove 
as it rolled by, knocking it into the gutter. George got angry and shouted at Dena, "Sit Down!" 
Dena fell to the floor on her knees and lowered her head. George must have enjoyed the 
authority he had, or wanted to show off, or wanted to see what he could make her do, 
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because he told Dena to crawl to the far wall and kneel in the corner and keep her mouth 
shut. Dena did. I got a hard-on, which threw off my game. I glanced down at George to see if 
he looked hard. He didn't. 

5/11 /60-Age 16 

Today I learned an unpleasant lesson. When things are going well, watch out. Today 
started off bad, got worse, and I fear, will haunt me. It started off bad because every school 
day started off bad. Eliot went off to school where he relearned, through subtle and not so 
subtle means, that he was a looser. Today he learned that he had flunked Chemistry, and 
would have to go to summer school. Eliot managed to shrug that bad news off relatively 
easily, since he was prepared for it. Normally, things got brighter when the school day ended, 
because Hugo could emerge. 

Today I was still home when I heard my Mother put the key in the door. It was only six 
o'clock, but there they were. Dad was so drunk that Mom had to take him home early, and he 
just let me have it. He didn't even go through the, "lets be friends, here's some money" 
routine. He just started in, and it seemed like a few years of therapy and dream analysis went 
down the drain. Maybe finding out that I would have to go to summer school had something to 
do with my vulnerability. I left with a tantrum going on in my head. I didn't go to the gym or to 
Pat and Esther's or even to Flatbush Avenue. I walked to the subway and went to Manhattan. 

I walked around Times Square, and walked to where I used to go to Vic Tanney's. I walked 
and walked and walked. I stopped and got a hamburger, and then walked some more. About 
one o'clock in the morning I was walked out. I went to the subway for the ride home. 

I still felt miserable. I was tired and sweaty and grubby looking. The train pulled into the 
station. I got on and sat down, and looked at my feet. I knew that there were a few other 
people on the same car. I looked up at the girl sitting across from me. She looked as if she 
had had my day. She was a bit grubby, and looked tired and miserable. She needed to comb 
her hair. So did I. There was something about her. I looked at her face. She looked at mine. It 
was Georgia, my red haired freckled classmate from Ethical Culture. We just looked at each 
other. Neither of us made any other attempt at contact. The train pulled into the 34th street 
station and she got up and walked off. I didn't know if she just didn't want to be on the same 
car as me, or if she needed to change to a different line. 

At first I kept telling myself that I should have said something, or gotten off with her. It 
was obvious that she was in deep pain. Then it really hit me. What happened to that 
wonderful girl I had my first strong like for. What happened to my Georgia. My first "like". After 
some more thought, I wondered whether she had the same type of family that I did. She 
looked like a normal enough kid when we were together at Ethical Culture. I supposed that I 
did, too. 

5/12/60-Age 16 

I decided to try to forget about seeing Georgia last night. This didn't seem to be very 
therapeutic, since therapy involves remembering, but I couldn't see how carrying around that 
image of my Georgia could do me any good. I vaguely remembered that I had decided to 
forget other things, and since I couldn't remember what they were, I assumed that I had been 
successful. 


5/14/60-Age 16 
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I never spoke to Dena, the masochist, although I wanted to. There was something that 
kept me from doing it. I was around her from time to time, but always with other people, and I 
never got to know her. She had a girlfriend, also about seventeen, who I did speak to 
occasionally. I could never remember her name, although I had been told it a number of 
times. She wasn't a masochist, or at least she didn't advertise it if she was. She just liked to 
fuck older guys. Today I asked her why Dena was the way she was. The girl told me that she 
didn't know, but that Dena's dad was a night club comic who traveled a lot and was never 
home, and that Dena had an older brother who died, and Dena's mother told Dena that it 
should have been her, and not her brother. Maybe all that had something to do with it. 

6/11 /60-Age 17 

I had noticed a number of other guys who were regularly out on the street late at night, 
so I guessed I wasn't the only one with family problems. I'd speak to them at midnight the 
same as I'd speak to other guys in the evening on Flatbush Avenue. It was just a way to pass 
the time before I felt it was safe enough to go home. 

Tonight I was speaking to Big Buddy. I couldn't remember his name, and I usually 
called guys "old buddy," but this guy was huge. He was at least 6'4", compared to my 5' 4 
1/2." He had a good build, but not that of a body builder. He had blond hair and blue eyes, 
and looked as if he had everything going for him. We were sitting on the church steps. This 
church, which was on the corner of Flatbush and Church avenues, had a plaque on its wall 
saying it was the oldest Presbyterian church in Brooklyn. I liked it as a building, although I 
never went into it. 

Big Buddy was lovesick. He kept telling me about a girl named Nadine, who he would 
die for. She was, according to him, the most popular girl at Erasmus. Everyone wanted to 
date her. He had no chance. She wouldn't spit on him. She was a goddess, and he was a 
slob. I listened, as was my practice, but I started feeling vaguely threatened. I realized that 
this guy had to be having problems, or I wouldn't have seen him on the streets at midnight for 
the past few months. And he seemed angry. Not angry at the girl, just angry. And he was 
really big. I had the feeling that he might snap, and squash me like a bug. 

I decided to try to give Big Buddy some practical advice on how he could meet Nadine. 
I asked if he had any classes with her. Yes, they were in math together. I asked if she was 
smart. Yes, she was brilliant. I suggested that he approach her, and tell her that he could tell 
that she was really bright and understood all the stuff being taught, and that he was having 
problems with some of it, and could she take some time to explain how to do some of the 
homework. No, this wouldn't work, he told me, because he would have to talk to her, and he 
couldn't do that. I asked if they had any mutual friends. If he could arrange to be around her, 
eventually he might feel comfortable enough to start talking. He said that everyone knew 
Nadine, that she was the most popular girl at Erasmus... As we spoke, he seemed to be 
getting angrier, and I saw I wasn't getting anywhere, and I was spending a good deal of my 
energy monitoring him for any sudden aggressive behavior. It wasn't that I thought he was a 
raving lunatic, but just a guy having problems at home and feeling insecure and being in love 
and, I thought, unpredictable. And maybe I was worried because he kept slamming his huge 
fist into his huge hand as we talked. 

No one ever messed with me. Even other teenagers who still did a certain amount of 
shoving and pushing of friends didn't act that way with me. It took me a while to realize that I 
looked intimidating. I never thought of myself as strong. I suppose everything is relative, and I 
always compared myself to the bodybuilders who were into bulking themselves up, and who 
could lift twice their own body weight. 
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Comparing myself to them, I was weak. And that's how I thought of myself. A short 
weak kid. But other kids saw me differently. They saw my arms and chest and waist and 
decided not to mess with me. But Big Buddy was different. He was just too big to be 
intimidated by me. I started praying for a miracle. I thought of saying it was time for me to go 
home, but I was afraid that if he thought I was rejecting him, I might be the straw that broke 
the camels back. Only it was my back I was worried about. 

Just what kind of miracle I wanted I didn't know, but any would do. I looked across the 
street and noticed that the last show at the Astor movie theater had just let out. The Astor 
showed foreign films. It was busy on weekends, but not many people went there on week 
nights. I spotted three girls who had come out of the theater and were walking down Flatbush 
Avenue toward Church, and they looked vaguely familiar. I thought that this might be my 
chance. They were across the street. I told Big Buddy that I had to speak to one of the girls, 
and started to cross the street. I didn't think Big Buddy would feel rejected if I left him to talk to 
a girl. The only problem now was engaging the girls in conversation so it would look to Big 
Buddy that I knew them. Miracle of miracles, one of the girls not only knew me, but ran 
towards me and threw her arms around me and hugged me. Some days the Lord is good to 
me. 

6/12/60-Age 17 

I walked past the church about midnight, and there was Big Buddy. It was unusual for 
me to see him two days in a row. I usually saw him every week or so. I really didn't want to 
stop and talk, so I thought I'd just wave and keep walking. He called out, "Hugo," and 
gestured to me. So I walked over. "Hugo, how could you do that to me?" I thought he was 
angry because of my hasty departure last night. "How could you embarrass me like that. 
There I was, pouring out my heart about Nadine. Why did you make a fool out of me? Why 
didn't you tell me you knew Nadine?" I told him I didn't know Nadine. "What do you mean? 

You walked across the street and she almost raped you!" "Oh God," I thought. "That was 
Nadine?" I stammered. "I didn't know that was Nadine. Honest. Look, you want me to 
introduce you to Nadine? I'll do it tomorrow. Honest. I didn't know that was Nadine," I babbled. 
Apparently Big Buddy believed me, because he didn't squash me like a bug. I repeated my 
offer to introduce him, but he said no, she probably wouldn't like him anyway... I started 
walking backwards, telling him I had to meet some people, and told him that anytime he 
wanted an introduction, he should let me know. 

I decided to go to the Diplomat bowling alley. It was managed at night by Basal. Basal 
dressed like the head waiters at the fancy restaurants dad would occasionally take us to. And 
he spoke like them, too. He was completely out of place in a bowling alley. He must have 
done something else during the day. 

There were a few people bowling. Sitting at one of the tables behind the lanes was the 
child molester and two teenage boys. The child molester was about fifty, small, wiry, and 
vaguely seedy looking, and he always had a few teenage boys with him. Basal didn't like him 
to be in there, but it was a public place and the molester didn't cause trouble or do anything to 
the kids while he was there, so he was tolerated. The molester once sent one of his young 
friends over to me, to see if I was interested in guys. I let the kid, who was about my age, 
know that I wasn't interested and that I didn't want him to ever talk to me again. I felt that if the 
kid wanted to be a fag that was his business, but I didn't like fags, and I didn't want to talk to 
them. It might have been my physique, because neither he, nor any of the rest of them, ever 
spoke to me again. 
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6/14/60-Age 17 

Maude had returned from College. I heard her telling Mother that she didn't want to go 
back. She said that the people at school were anti-Semitic, that they made fun of Jews and 
even asked her were her horns were. She said she wanted to stay in New York and get a job. 
Mother rented a one bedroom apartment for her on East 73rd street and Second Avenue. 
Mother said that although we were very poor, we would be saving tuition money that could be 
used to pay the rent. Maude was expected to get a job and eventually start paying the rent 
and living expenses herself. Maude moved into the apartment today, which Mother is still in 
the process of furnishing. 

6/25/60-Age 17 

I ran into Nadine tonight. After my discussion with Big Buddy, I managed to remember 
her name. I walked her home and went up to her apartment with her. She invited me in, and 
introduced me to her parents and younger sister. I stayed for a few minutes and then said 
goodbye. She walked me out of the apartment, and then we started talking. We talked for 
about three hours. I had the idea she wanted me to kiss her, but I wasn't sure. I was afraid of 
misreading her. I was still shy. I had girls I would make-out with, but it was always difficult for 
me to make the first move. What if I touched a girl and she didn't want me to. No matter how 
obvious she was, it wasn't obvious enough for me. I needed a girl to tell me, unambiguously, 
that she wanted to make out. The makeout parties were no pressure events, since I knew all 
the girls, and they showed up to make out. But with a girl I didn't know, like Nadine, I was 
terminally unsure of myself. It was like I couldn't trust my perceptions. It was like I didn't trust 
girls. 

Nadine was doing the socially correct thing. She was flirting and gesturing and showing 
off her great body and talking about how she liked sex with a guy she really liked, and I 
thought she was interested in me. But I wasn't certain. Maybe she was just leading me on, 
and then would get angry with me if I tried something, or make fun of me. Finally we said 
good night and I left. Hard-on and all. 

7/2/60-Age 17 

Between going to summer school to make up the Chemistry course I flunked, and 
working out, and seeing the motley crew at the gym, and seeing Pat and Esther, and going to 
make-out parties at Alexis', or sometimes at Marsha's or Elaine's or Karen's or some other 
member of the make-out group, my days and nights were full. Occasionally I'd see Nadine on 
Flatbush Avenue, where I was still holding court. I'd walk her home, we'd talk for a long time, 
and nothing would happen. 

I wanted to have a girlfriend. Pat was a girlfriend, but it was more like she was a friend I 
had sex with, although we had never fucked. I was still a virgin, as was Pat. I wanted a 
girlfriend and romance. Not just a girl who was a friend. I had plenty of them. 

I was speaking to some guys on the street and they invited me to a party on the 
weekend. I was invited to many parties, but I rarely went, since I really didn't need to meet 
new people, and I had plenty of places to go and people to see as it was. But this time I 
accepted. 

Tonight, at the party, I met Pam. I didn't fall in love, but this was a very heavy like. She 
was 16, an inch or two shorter than me, and she had reddish-auburn hair and freckles and 
was slightly flat chested. I thought she looked great. I took her home, and she gave me her 
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phone number, and told me to call her soon. Then she pressed up against me and kissed me. 
That was obvious enough for me. 


7/9/60-Age 17 

I was in the pool at the gym with some of the motley crew. Dena came in and dove into 
the pool. She got on her back and started kicking water into George's face. George grabbed 
Dena's foot and pulled her toward him. He rolled her over and picked her up and partially out 
of the water, by putting his left hand under her stomach and lifting. Then he started spanking 
her with his right hand. It was probably a combination of his wet hand and her wet bathing suit 
and the echo of the enclosed pool, but it sounded as if he was spanking her very hard. I 
looked at her face and she was smiling. Not trashing about. Not yelling. Not saying "Ouch!" or 
"Stop That!" Not crying or pleading. Just smiling. Avery relaxed, peaceful, blissful smile. 
George also noticed her face and started shouting, "Just look at her, just look at her face." I 
didn't know what to do. She didn't seem to need a knight in shining armor to step in and save 
her from the evil knight George. She seemed quite happy to be in his clutches. While I was 
trying to analyze the situation, and while George continued to spank Dena, Laura's lezzbo 
aunt Betty was screaming, "Let that girl go, let that girl go." Betty didn't swim well, and as 
George continued to spank, Betty started to dog paddle over to him. Apparently she wanted to 
be the good knight. I just stood in the shallow area of the pool and tried to make sense out of 
the bizarre scene I was watching. 

Dena and George weren't lovers. They didn't see each other outside the gym. I 
assume that she decided to coax him, if not outright manipulate him, into mistreating her in 
front of others, because he was the only person who gave her what she wanted. The only 
other guys I knew who played with Dena were the various managers at the gym, but they 
used her in a more traditional way. 

9/19/60-Age 17 

Today was the first day of school, and the first day of my senior year. We got a new 
transfer student in our class. Nancy Bain, the daughter of Ed Bain, and the girl who 
discovered how to get undressed without showing anyone her underpants. When I saw her I 
went over to say hello. She was a little distant, if not cold to me. She knew some of the high 
caste students before transferring to Oracle, and she knew I wasn't in with that group. I 
thought she didn't want to let too many people know that she knew me, since it might make 
her look bad. I understood her position, but I felt hurt. 

9/22/60-Age 17 

I was taking senior History, which was taught by Mr. Polanski. He was the teacher who 
said hello to me by name my first day at Oracle. He was the most popular teacher at school. 
He got popular by memorizing each entering students name, and saying hello to them when 
they first started school. This really impressed the students, although it scared me because I 
thought it meant that I was being watched because I was suspected of being a troublemaker. 

After class today, as the kids were filing out, he called me over to his desk. I thought I 
was in some kind of trouble. He asked me if I noticed what happened in class today. I didn't 
know what he was talking about. He said that he asked many questions, but nobody raised a 
hand to offer an answer. "How do you think that made me feel. It's not pleasant asking 
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questions and looking around and not seeing anybody with an answer. Eliot, I want you to do 
me a favor. Read the assignment for tomorrow. Then, when I ask a question, I'll know that at 
least one person will have an answer." This seemed reasonable to me. I thought that if 
reading the book, as a favor, would help the guy, why not do it. So last night I made some 
time and read the ten assigned pages. Today, every time he asked a question, I raised my 
hand. It was easy. All the answers were right there in the book. There was nothing to it. 

10/17/60-Age 17 

I had been seeing Pam regularly. I had stopped seeing Pat and Esther, and stopped 
going to the make-out parties, and stopped going to the gym. I spoke to Pat on the phone 
from time to time, and she didn't seem jealous that I was spending my time with someone 
else. Pat and I liked each other and enjoyed playing with each other, but we weren't in love 
with each other. 

Pam and I went to parties, movies, and did whatever teenage kids do for fun. She was 
a virgin, as was I, and she wanted to stay that way. But she did like to make out. We really 
didn't have a good place to make out. We couldn't use my place, since my parents were 
unpredictable as far as the time they got home. Her parents were usually home. This meant 
that after a date we'd go up to the top floor of her apartment house and make out on the 
stairwell, near the locked door to the roof. It was inhibiting, but we were horny and so took the 
chance that we might get caught. 

Today her parents were out, and we had her apartment to ourselves for a few hours. 
This allowed us to get naked. It was fun being naked on a bed with a girl I was emotionally 
close with. She made me come by first using her mouth on me, and then finishing me off with 
her hand. I used my finger in her, but she didn't come. I had never made a girl come. My 
knowledge of the female orgasm was limited to bullshitting with guys, and with Pat's telling me 
that she discovered she could come in just a few seconds by lying on the bathroom floor and 
using her electric toothbrush to make vibrators near her clit. 

After playing for a while, Pam got up and took my hand and asked me to follow her out 
to the living room. She took a wooden chair from the dining table and moved it so it was in the 
center of the living room. She said she wanted me to sit on the chair, and give her a spanking. 

I didn't understand, and she repeated herself, looking at me as if I was a bit dense. I didn't 
want to spank Pam. I had no reason to spank Pam. I couldn't understand why Pam wanted 
me to spank her. But I sat down anyway, and she smiled and lay herself across my knees. 

She said, "Well?" and I gave her a pat, which was about as hard as the pats I gave Irma 
years ago. She said I was doing it all wrong. She said she wanted me to really spank her. I 
lifted my hand high but couldn't hit her hard. I involuntarily pulled my hand up just before it 
made contact, so the spank was very mild. She said, "Really, is that the best you can do?" I 
realized that I was being inadequate, but I couldn't understand why she wanted me to spank 
her, and I didn't really want to. And I was really afraid of hurting her. After a few minutes she 
got up and looked disappointed, but we went back to the bedroom and played some more 
and soon she was acting like the Pam I knew. 

10/25/60-Age 17 

Mr. Wagner, the headmaster at Oracle, called each senior into his office to have a chat 
about college. Oracle was a college preparatory school, and almost all the students went to 
college. Those who had already spoken with Mr. Wagner had been told their rank in the class. 

I knew that when I went to his office, I'd find out that I was dead last. 
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When it was my turn I nervously entered his office. He looked grim. He said hello and 
motioned for me to take a seat by his desk. "Well, Eliot, let's see what your rank in the class 
is." He looked through a long list of names, flipped the page over and kept looking for my 
name, and finally found it. He grinned. He became excited. "You're not last," he said, almost 
shouting. "You're 53rd out of 61. Well, you're tied for 53rd." This meant that there were seven 
people who had worse grades than me. I was amazed. So was Mr. Wagner. He asked me if I 
was planning to go to college. I said no, at least not right away. He didn't say anything to try to 
change my mind. He did say that if I decided to go in the future, I should let him know. 

1/11/61-Age 17 

Pam's parents were away for a day about three weeks ago. I went over to her place 
and we again had the luxury of getting naked and lying on her bed. At one point I rolled on top 
of her, something I had done before. She expected me to put my cock on her pussy hair, and 
so did I. But I misjudged and the tip of my cock came to rest on the outer lips of her puss. Her 
eyes opened wide and she said no. I knew that only a slight pressure would get me inside 
her, and I really wanted to get inside her. But she said no, and I couldn't force myself on her. I 
remained frozen for a few seconds as I talked my body into moving backwards, not forward. It 
took all my self control, but I did it. 

A week later Pam called and told me that she had missed her period. She said that she 
knew she wasn't pregnant, but she had never missed a period before, and she was scared. 
She mentioned that seminal fluid, which seeps out of the penis before ejaculation, might 
contain sperm, and maybe some of my fluid got into her and made her pregnant. She was 
scared, although she put on a brave face. I was scared, too. 

I mentioned my possible predicament to Dr. Leiberman. I asked him about seminal 
fluid. He said he really didn't know its chemical make-up, but if she was pregnant 
arraignments could be made. "What arraignments?" I asked. "Marriage," he replied. I almost 
jumped out of the chair I was sitting on. The thought of marriage was one that had never 
crossed my mind. 

In a perverse sort of way, Dr. Leiberman was happy about my predicament. It showed 
him that I was acting in a relatively normal way. I was trying to get laid. I went from a boy who 
didn't masturbate and had no girlfriends, to one who had girlfriends and was approaching 
loosing his virginity. 

I never mentioned my interest in spanking to Dr. Leiberman. At first it was because I 
was too embarrassed, but now it was because I apparently wished to confine these interests 
to fantasy, and not actually engage in them. After all, I had Pam over my knees, something 
that may have been a masturbation fantasy in the past, but I didn't take the opportunity to live 
out my fantasy. And I never approached Dena, although it was obvious that it would not be 
too difficult to spank her, if I had really wanted too. 

Today Pam called and said that she had started her period. That made me feel great. 
She then gently suggested that we stop seeing each other for a while. I didn't know whether it 
was the pregnancy scare, or my inability to give her an orgasm, or my inability to spank her, 
or all of these which caused her to lose interest in me. I was hurt, and I felt rejected. I tried to 
be understanding, but I couldn't. I got angry. 

2/11/61-Age 17 

When I stared seeing Pam, I stopped working out. Girls were so much more fun than 
lifting weights. A few months later I noticed that I was getting fat. I had two rolls of fat, one on 
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each side of my waist. Each roll was about the diameter of a pencil. I knew that I should go to 
the gym and start working out again, but I decided to put it off. This afternoon I passed by Vic 
Tanney's to see what was going on, and I saw a sign in the window that said they were 
permanently closed. Vic Tanney, someone told me, had gone bankrupt. 

3/3/61-Age 17 

I was talking to some guys on Flatbush Avenue and mentioned that I had broken up 
with my girlfriend a few months earlier, and I was getting horny. They said that I knew a lot of 
girls, so I shouldn't have a problem finding a replacement. I said I knew a lot of girls, but I 
didn't know any who were available. 

The truth was that I knew many girls, but I was afraid of rejection. This was the problem 
I had with Nadine. She kept throwing herself at me, but I was afraid that I was misreading her 
intentions. If I had taken the initiative and kissed her, and if she pushed me away, I knew I'd 
be devastated. I also realized that I didn't fully trust women. I was a little afraid of them. I 
thought they were dangerous and wanted to hurt me. I was afraid that maybe Nadine was just 
pretending to like me, and if I tried to kiss her, she'd push me away, and laugh in my face. I 
needed a girl to be very obvious, if not very forward. Pat and Pam let me know that they liked 
me and wanted to make-out with me. Nadine was more sophisticated. She sent out the right 
signals, and she waited for me to take the initiative. She was a well socialized, not too 
forward girl, but I needed an assertive girl, who would say, "Take me, I'm yours." 

One guy said, "I know a girl whose available. She just broke up with her boyfriend." I 
said that I didn't go in for blind dates. He said, "She fucks." I said I'd like to meet her. 

4/1/61-Age 17 

The girl's name was Opal. She was tall and good looking, but had more of an athletic 
build than the more common "frail and dainty" look most girls had. She was fun to be with. 

She was finishing high school, and seemed like an ordinary, well-adjusted kid. She put me at 
ease by telling me things, like she really liked me a lot, and that I turned her on, and she said 
she wanted to see me on a steady basis. This is what I needed. Unambiguous directness on 
her part, with no chance for me to misread her intentions. 

We didn't fuck right off, but limited ourselves to heavy make-out sessions. But she let 
me know that she wanted to. She asked me if I had any condoms during one of our times 
together, and I said no. She said no screwing without condoms. Again, it was directness like 
this that I needed to feel secure. 

Today my parents were to go to a charity event, and unless dad got too drunk, they 
would be home late. I would have the apartment free, and I had an opportunity to fuck with 
Opal. I went to a pharmacy and summoned up my courage and walked over to the counter 
and waited for a pharmacist to come, so I could get a box of condoms. I didn't know which 
brand to get, but some guys carried rubbers in their wallets, and I'd seen them, and so I knew 
the names of some different brands. One was Sheik, another Ramsey, and another Four X. 

As fate would have it, a woman pharmacist came out from the back room and asked what I 
needed. I wanted to run, but I also wanted to get laid and stop being a virgin, and without 
condoms that wouldn't happen, at least not tonight. So I said in a very quiet voice, "A box of 
Ramsey's, please." I was so embarrassed, I wanted to find a place to hide. The pharmacist 
just looked at me, for what seemed like forever, and then disappeared into the back room. 
About thirty seconds later a man came out, reached down below the counter that was 
separating us, and took out two boxes of Ramsey's. One was a three pack, and the other a 
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twelve pack. He asked which I wanted. I said the three pack. He put them in a brown paper 
bag, and I paid and left. 

Opal came over to the apartment after she had finished school, and we started making- 
out right away. As we both got hotter, she asked if I had gotten them, and I reached under the 
pillow and pulled out the small box. I had never put one on before, but it wasn't difficult. Opal 
watched. When it was on, we started kissing, and then I got on top of her. She had to put her 
hand between our legs and guide my cock to her opening. I gently started pressing, and in no 
time at all I was inside her. I thought, "Now I'm a man." A bit melodramatic, but that's what I 
thought. 

I came in about twenty seconds, and Opal wasn't thrilled. I got up and went to the 
bathroom and took the condom off. I ran some water into it and then held it up. I wanted to 
see if there was a leak. I didn't see one. I used a towel and wiped myself up, and then went 
back to the bedroom, thinking about doing it again. It was fun. Opal was getting dressed. She 
was pulling up her panties. I noticed that she didn't have a cock. Something was wrong. 

Where was her cock? It took about two or three seconds for me to remember that she was a 
girl and didn't have a cock. I felt stupid for my lapse of memory of the basic physical 
differences between men and women. But for a few seconds I was totally baffled. 

Opal didn't seem angry about not coming, and about my coming so fast. She just didn't 
want to play anymore. We went out to dinner together, and then I took her home. We kissed 
for a long time in front of her apartment door. 

4/5/61-Age 17 

I told Dr. Leiberman about my new experience. We usually spent most of the time 
analyzing my dreams, but he also wanted to know what was happening to me on a day to day 
basis. I thought of Dr. Leiberman as sort of a chiropractor for the mind. He pointed out that 
during my early development, things went wrong, and we had to try to make them right. 

Although he was pleased that I was now sexually experienced, he pointed out that he 
felt there were some reasons for concern. On the most basic level, I was mistrustful of others. 
While I had many friends, these friendships were based on my ability to manipulate people. I 
told them what they wanted to hear, and they liked me. I didn't trust adults, and saw them as 
evil people who played mean mind games. They were dangerous and not to be trusted. And 
this carried over to my relationships with girls. I needed Nadine to be bold enough to say that 
she wanted to make-out with me. When she didn't, but waited for me to make the first move, 
as I was expected to do, I was paralyzed. My fear was that she was setting me up, and that 
she was going to say something like: "You, make-out with you? Don't be silly. What ever gave 
you the idea that I wanted to make-out with you," followed by some giggles. 

Dr. Leiberman pointed out that the whole world wasn't made up of people like my 
Mother and dad and sister. But I didn't believe him. True, I had some good relationships, with 
people like Alexis and Pat and even Esther. But I thought that these were the exceptions, and 
that the world was a dangerous place and people would hurt me if I gave them the slightest 
chance. There is sometimes a fine line between paranoia and fact. The world I knew was 
populated by people who did hurt me, and hurt other kids. I wasn't singled out. I knew that I 
didn't trust adults. I knew, deep down inside, that anything I said to a grown-up wouldn't be 
believed. I didn't know exactly why I thought adults didn't believe what I said to them, but I did. 
Dr. Leiberman was the only adult I fully trusted. He was the only one who took what I said 
seriously. Dr. Leiberman thought we needed to pursue these issues, and he said he was 
happy that I had decided not to go off to college. 

I still saw Pat and Esther from time to time. Pat's brother Richard came home from 
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Korea with a Korean wife, named Kim. This didn't thrill Esther, who would have preferred a 
nice Jewish daughter-in-law. But Esther was thrilled that Kim was pregnant. Richard and I got 
along well. He was only a few years older than me. He started introducing me to some of his 
friends, and I got along well with them, too. Richard told me that he was amazed how well I 
got along with different types of people. He said it didn't matter what their age was, or whether 
they were Beatniks or accountants, I was able to talk to all of them and get them to like me. 
This made me feel good. It was as if he pointed out a unique ability, something that made me 
special. My ability to talk to all sorts of people was real. The technique was just an extension 
of the Flatbush Avenue technique. I flattered, I let the other person do all the talking, and 
when I did say something, I adjusted my vocabulary level to meet theirs. If I was talking to a 
college educated person, I used formal speech and big words. I had a good vocabulary. If I 
was talking to a Beatnik, I'd use their language. I began to see myself as a chameleon. I 
would change to become whatever the other person wanted me to be. I found this very easy 
to do. 

I had been fucking with Opal at every opportunity. She once had an orgasm, and said 
out loud, but to herself, "That's the way I wanted it to feel." I knew nothing about satisfying 
girls, and they didn't seem to be of much help in teaching me. Either they didn't know 
themselves, or they were too shy to discuss it with me. When I played with Pat, I'd put my 
hand between her legs, but she didn't come. She had told me about the electric tooth brush, 
so I knew that she knew how to come, but she didn't help me make her come. Either had 
Pam. She made me come, but I didn't know how to make her come, and she didn't tell me 
what to do. But I didn't ask, either. 

And I don't know how I would have reacted if a girl did start to give me instructions. It 
probably would have bruised my ego so much that I wouldn't have been able to handle it. I 
didn't give this much thought. I just knew that making-out and fucking was fun, and I seemed 
to have partners, and that was all that counted. 

6/1/61-Age 18 

A few weeks ago Mother told me that dad told her that he thought I should get a car. 
This was the way I now communicated with my dad. I didn't speak to him directly, and he 
didn't speak to me. Mother acted as a go-between. No one in our family drove, and his 
decision that someone should be able to drive and have a car didn't seem outlandish. I told 
Mother that I needed to learn to drive before we got a car, and she suggested that I call my 
Uncle Jack, who was a real uncle married to Mother's sister, Aunt Daisy. 

Uncle Jack said he'd be happy to teach me to drive. This might be what he said, but 
after a few lessons I could tell that he was under some strain. He taught me on his Rambler 
that had a push button transmission. I thought it was neat. Today Uncle Jack took me for my 
driving test. I was nervous but he said I'd do just fine, and I did. 

6/10/61-Age 18 

Uncle Jack had been taking me around to car showrooms. My dad couldn't, because 
he knew nothing about cars. I think dad belonged to a different century. He didn't understand 
anything mechanical. He didn't even know how to operate the television set. Besides, we 
wouldn't have lasted more than thirty seconds before starting to yell and scream at each 
other. Because we were poor, I was looking at inexpensive cars. Uncle Jack helped me select 
a Mercury Comet S-22. I told Mother about the car and how much it cost. Today she gave me 
a check to use as a down payment. I went with Uncle Jack to the dealer, and I gave them the 
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down payment, and signed some papers after Uncle Jack had read them first, and I was told 
that the car would be ready in about two weeks. 

6/12/61-Age 18 

Mother told me that dad said that we were too poor to afford a car. I hadn't had a 
tantrum for a long time, but I regressed, and wrecked the apartment. It was like all these 
years of going to Dr. Leiberman were for nothing. I stormed out of the apartment. 

6/22/61-Age 18 

I picked up the car today. After my tantrum, Mother never mentioned my not getting the 
car again. I had a sense of freedom with the car that I didn't know existed. I drove constantly. I 
took Pat and Opal places. I was an 18 year old adult with a car. And the car was great for sex. 
It was a little cramped, but where there was a will, there was a way. I had sex with Opal in the 
car, but I didn't have sex with Pat. Opal and I discovered that the best, and probably only way 
to have sex in a subcompact was for me to sit on the back seat and for her to get on her 
knees with her legs on either side of me. She would settle down on my cock, and then would 
lift herself up and down slightly, as would I. It was hot and sweaty and fun. I enjoyed taking off 
all her clothes in the car, so she was completely naked. It was the thought of having a naked 
girl in my car on a city street that excited me more than seeing her body, although that also 
excited me. And Opal liked being naked and taking a chance on being caught. 

Saturday Opal's parents were away for the entire day, and we had the run of her 
apartment. She was naked, and had to go to the bathroom. She got up off the bed and went. 

A little while later I decided to go to the kitchen and get some water. I walked past the 
bathroom and saw that the door was wide open. There she was, in full view, sitting on the 
toilet. I got embarrassed. I wasn't supposed to see this. I started to turn my back but she said, 
"It's all right, I don't mind you looking." I turned around and watched her as she made. And 
she watched me as I watched her. 

7/19/61-Age 18 

This morning Mother stopped me as I was leaving to meet some friends and said that 
she wanted to tell me something. She said she wanted me to know why she never divorced 
dad. I stood looking at her. She told me that she had wanted to many times, but she thought 
that Maude and I needed a father, so she didn't get a divorce. I just looked at her for a few 
seconds, and turned and walked out the door. I thought that she had pulled off a neat trick. I 
was forced to live with a beast because it was best for me, and at the same time it was my 
fault that she couldn't get a divorce. She had to sacrifice herself and stay with him for me. I 
felt very angry. Very, very angry 

8/25/61-Age 18 

I graduated from Oracle with only a C average, but that was good enough to do the job. 
I didn't know what I wanted to do in life. I was sort of drifting. Since I was out of school, I 
thought it was time to get a job. I didn't want to. I was scared. Other kids I knew looked 
forward to working, to making money, to getting out of the house and being on their own. I 
had very mixed feelings. I wanted to be out of the house and be on my own, but I felt, deep 
down, that I was incapable of taking care of myself. I was that "nothing" my father told me I 


Page 70 of 637 


was. I always would be. I mistrusted adults, and working would force me to be around them 
all day. I saw all adults as my parents, and was afraid that if I said or did something they didn't 
like, they'd start to yell and curse at me. And I could never figure out what it was that I did 
that made adults angry with me. That's why I spent my efforts manipulating those adults I 
found myself around. I'd say what they wanted to hear, and I flattered them. But it was boring, 
and I didn't enjoy most of the conversations. I didn't participate, I orchestrated. It was a totally 
defensive position. Keep the beasts happy and they won't bite. And I felt the same way about 
kids my own age. If I continued to manipulate them, they couldn't hurt me either. They'd like 
me. And I liked being liked. So I was a chameleon. I became whatever they wanted me to be. 

I didn't think of it as if I were "selling myself out," but as if it were a game. And it was a game 
that I was good at. To be more precise, it was a game that Hugo was good at. Eliot wasn't 
good at it at all. But keeping the beasts happy was a full time job in itself, and I didn't look 
forward to spending all day scared of adults, and trying to keep them from being mean to me. 

Another reason I was afraid of working was that I had a very bad image of what 
working was like. I had spent my whole life watching dad leave for work early in the morning 
and getting home late at night, drunk. He complained about the abuse he took from his 
customers, and from the government, and how he was being robbed of his designs by the 
store buyers. All in all, work just didn't seem very appealing to me. And I thought my dad was 
right, I was a nothing and would never amount to anything. 

But I knew that sooner or later I'd have to work. I didn't know how to go about getting a 
job, and I had no real interests that I wanted to pursue. Although I was scared, I got a 
newspaper and looked at the "help wanted" ads. I saw one for baby photographers. I had 
gone to NYS, so I thought that I might qualify. The interviews were in a small room on the strip 
of Flatbush Avenue I still felt I owned. I decided to go. Tonight I found myself in a room with 
fifteen folding chairs with about ten older men sitting in them. The room was shabby, with no 
other furniture. A man came in and introduced himself as the sales manager for Happy Time 
Baby Pictures. He said that although the ad was for photographers, their current need was for 
baby picture salesmen. One of the ten men in the room got up and noisily walked out, 
mumbling to himself about this being a waste of time. The others stayed. The sales manager 
went on to describe the job, which involved showing the baby pictures that had been taken by 
someone else to the mother and getting her to buy as many pictures as possible. The 
salesmen got paid on commission. 

Although I didn't want a sales job, and I knew I wouldn't be able to convince anyone to 
buy anything from me, because I knew that grown-ups didn't believe me, or at least I felt that 
was the case, I decided I would give it a try. 

8/28/61-Age 18 

Today I met the sales manager at a luncheonette at eight o'clock in the morning. He 
introduced me to the other salesmen, and assigned me to one for a day long, no pay, no 
commission training period. The salesman, who I think was named Mitch, took me in his car 
to one of the seedier sides of Brooklyn. Our first stop was on the third floor of a walk-up. Mitch 
had told me that the trick was to memorize the sales price sheet, which no one but sales 
people were ever to see. This sheet had the absolute minimum that could be charged for a 
particular type of photograph, and for a particular quantity. Once all the numbers were 
memorized, it was simply a matter of starting off high, and slowly lowering the price until the 
sale was made. 

Mitch found the apartment and knocked on the door. A young girl, somewhere around 
my age, opened it and Mitch smiled and announced that he had come to show her the 
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pictures of her baby, Doreen, which had been taken the week before. Mitch had told me to 
always know the name of the baby, and to say it often. The girl let us in. She seemed 
reluctant. She had been told that if she chose a particular diaper company, they would 
arrange to have baby pictures made, and she could choose any two for a special low price of 
only $8.95. A hefty price in 1961. 

1961-Age 18 

Mitch explained that I was new on the job, and was just tagging along. He then opened 
an expensive looking attache case and removed a set of "proofs." These proofs were of baby 
Doreen, but they weren't mounted on cardboard or in frames. Mitch spread the pictures out 
on the girl's kitchen table. The table only had two chairs, and the apartment was, putting it 
charitably, a dump. It reminded me of the apartment of Ralph Cramden, on the Jackie 
Gleason Honeymooner's television show. Mitch started ooing and ahing about how cute 
Doreen looked, and that certain of these pictures, if arranged and printed on the same piece 
of paper, and framed in the gold appearing frame he had also removed from the attache case, 
would be a joy and treasure she would value forever. Mitch got a $22 order from her, 
although she kept telling him that she was poor and really didn't have that kind of money. 

Mitch told her that she would treasure these pictures, and spending a little money now for all 
the pleasure she would get in the future, would be a wise investment. 

Mitch then asked for the money, but the girl didn't have $22. He didn't seem phased. A 
down payment would do. Terms could even be arranged, and they could be discussed next 
week when the framed pictures were delivered. He said that he trusted her, but his boss 
insisted that he get at least something down. If he didn't, he would get in trouble, and might 
even lose his job. The girl said that she would look and see what she had. She opened a 
cupboard and took out a large jar with coins in it. She asked what the minimum amount she 
would have to give him was. He said at least $10. She spilled the coins out onto the table, 
and started counting. She had about $6.50. Mitch said that he knew he was going to get into 
trouble, but he would make an exception in her case and take only $6.50 as the down 
payment. "And remember," he said, "we can arrange terms for the balance." The girl said all 
right, and Mitch started scooping up the change and filling his pockets. He let her keep the jar. 

On our way out she said that she knew she was going to get into trouble with her 
husband, and when he got home and found the money gone, he'd probably beat her. She 
said this with a faint smile on her face, as if to make it seem that she was only kidding. But 
she really did expect to get beaten, and I assumed she would be. 

Mitch and I went to two other apartments today. When I got home tonight I felt dirty. 
Mitch was taking advantage of people, and he knew it, and didn't seem to care in the least. If 
anything, he felt good about it, since it proved to him that he was good at his job, which was 
to separate mainly young girls from the little bit of money they had. He told me, with a wink I 
must add, that occasionally he would fuck one of these new mothers as their down payment if 
they couldn't come up with any money. He would tell them that he would see to it that a down 
payment wasn't necessary, or something like that. Mitch thoroughly disgusted me. The 
thought of making a girl fuck for some bad baby pictures was repulsive. 

I recognized that Mitch was good at what he did, and what he did was manipulate 
people. I was also good at manipulating people. Or to be more precise, Hugo was good at 
manipulating people. Hugo could get people to like him, and get people to do things he 
wanted, by making them think that they wanted to do it, that it was their idea in the first place. 
But what took Hugo two hours or two weeks to do, Mitch could do in thirty minutes. And Eliot 
was totally incapable of manipulating anyone. Eliot walked around in a perpetual state of 
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insecurity. Because getting this job required filling out forms and putting down social security 
and drivers license numbers, Eliot was the one working. Sounds silly, but that was how 
Eliot/Hugo saw it. 

8/28/61-Age 18 

Today was my first day selling on my own. I had two calls to make. One name that I 
was given sounded familiar. When I called to make an appointment, I found out that I was 
speaking to Lou Green. He was one of the upper-caste kids at Oracle, by virtue of personality 
and money. He had gotten his girlfriend, Lena, pregnant. She was also an upper-caste kid, by 
virtue of having big tits and money. She was the only girl in my class, to the best of my 
knowledge, to get pregnant. They got married. His parents bought them a two story house in 
a better section of Brooklyn. Today I went over there to sell them pictures of their baby. 

I had read the name of the kid, but I had forgotten it by the time I rang the doorbell. Lou 
let me in, and he was fairly civil. I think he felt sorry for me. He saw that I was reduced to 
selling baby pictures, and wasn't going to go far in life. I never saw his wife. She was upstairs, 
and Lou took the pictures up to her, and returned and talked to me about price. I got flustered 
at this point. Manipulating all the prices to come up with the most money possible seemed 
much too complicated to do. I simply took out the price sheet, handed it to Lou, and said that 
the prices were the bottom line, I had to get at least that much for whatever he ordered, and I 
let him fill out his own order form. He bought $65 worth of pictures. I said goodbye and left. 

My second appointment was a disaster. I couldn't get the woman to buy anything. She 
said that the pictures looked terrible, and that she could take better ones with her own 
camera. I didn't know what to say because I agreed with her. Why would anyone pay for 
these things, I thought. 

I, that is Eliot, met the sales crew that night and handed in my one order form, and told 
them that I didn't make the second sale. They didn't seem to mind. They were more 
impressed with my $65 order, and the check for the total amount. I didn't tell them that I knew 
Lou, and that he was treating me like a charity case. 

8/31/61-Age 18 

I called the luncheonette yesterday morning around 8:15 and told them that I didn't 
want the job anymore. I was scared. I thought they would yell and curse at me. They didn't. 
They told me to call the office today to see about any money that was due me. The only sale I 
made was to Lou. When I called this afternoon they told me that Lou's wife had called 
yesterday afternoon and canceled the order. It turned out that I made no sales at all. Or 
maybe the order wasn't canceled. Maybe they just told me that to take advantage of me. 

9/1/61-Age 18 

I saw Opal for the last time tonight. She was going off to college, and although she said 
we'd still see each other when she was in town, I knew it was all over between us. I knew 
she'd find someone else, and I was hurt, but I didn't see what I could do about the situation. 
We had one last fuck in the car, I took her home, we kissed good night, and I left. 

9/11/61-Age 18 

I recognized that sex was the most important thing in my life. Sex was probably the 
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most important thing in any teenager's life. But with me it was different. Eliot was socially 
inept, a loser, whose greatest accomplishment seemed to be not graduating at the bottom of 
his class. Hugo, once he established that having sex was permitted, got all the pleasure that 
Eliot didn't. Hugo was liked, and was good at keeping his girlfriends happy, because he was 
good at manipulating them. And he could prove to himself that he was in some control over 
his life when fucking. 

Fucking, at least the way Hugo did it, meant that I was the one who decided what was 
done, and when. It was the equivalent of being the leader while dancing. Since I didn't dance, 

I fucked. I thought about sex all the time. I was obsessed with it. I knew that I wasn't the best 
lover, because the girls didn't seem to come very often, but I was good at putting this thought 
out of my mind almost as soon as it materialized. It was more satisfying to tell myself that I 
was a great lay. 

I was still finding that different people liked different things. I went for a haircut today, 
and met Paul, who went to camp with me. I would see Paul about once a year by chance at 
the barbers. He was one of the kids who was my friend, and then who turned his back on me. 
When we ran into each other, we never discussed camp. We were sitting waiting for our turns, 
and started talking about girls and sex. He told me that he knew a couple of girls who he 
played strip poker with. I got turned on, since it was always exciting to think about naked girls. 
But the part that really turned me on was thinking about winning, and watching as the girls, 
embarrassed, had to get undressed in front of me. I told Paul that I never played strip poker, 
but the thought of winning was a turn-on. He said that he liked to lose. It never occurred to me 
that someone would like to lose at strip poker. I assumed that he lost on purpose, and wanted 
to know why he liked to lose, but the barber motioned to him and he got up and sat in the 
chair. I didn't think that this conversation should be continued long distance. I was glad the 
barber didn't call on me to get up and get into the chair, since I had a huge hard-on from just 
talking about strip poker. 

9/29/61-Age 18 

Today was my first and last day as a Fuller Brush Salesman. I saw an ad in the 
newspaper, and decided to apply. This time there was no initial sales presentation by a sales 
manager. I called the number in the paper and was told to report to a luncheonette the next 
morning at eight o'clock. It seemed that a prerequisite for sales jobs was meeting at a 
luncheonette in the morning. After giving it a few seconds thought, I realized that a 
luncheonette was cheap rent. All that had to be done was spend enough money to keep the 
owner happy, and you could sit as long as you liked and fill out forms and talk about selling. I 
showed up at the appointed hour, and was assigned to a guy who was only about a year older 
than me. His name was Louie, I think. He was about an inch taller and fifty pounds heavier 
than me. He was disheveled. He did not look overly bright. He looked like the people in the 
motley crew. We drove in his car to a seedy side of town, and he chose an apartment house 
and we went to work. We climbed the stairs to the top floor and started ringing doorbells. 

When someone answered, "Whose there?" Louie would call out, "Fuller Brush." Almost no 
one opened the door. They usually shouted back, "Not interested" or "Come back next week." 
Louie carried a suitcase filled with sample brushes, to show if someone did open the door. He 
had a different brush for everything. Hairbrushes, toothbrushes, scrub brushes for floors, and 
for toilets, and brushes to clean lint off sweaters. He had a catalog with pictures of other 
brushes he did not carry with him. 

He didn't sell any brushes this morning. He told me that some days it went like this, 
and said it was time to go home for lunch. He said that he ate lunch at home to save money, 


Page 74 of 637 


and he drove us there. He lived in a run down two story apartment house, which had both a 
front and rear entrance to his apartment. We entered through the rear, which took us into the 
kitchen. On the kitchen counter were two live chickens in cages. I had never seen a live 
chicken in my life. I had never even seen a chicken with feathers. I was amazed that he had 
found live chickens in the middle of Brooklyn. I just looked at them. I looked at him as he 
started to make a sandwich. I really didn't believe the scene. He asked me if I wanted 
something to eat, and I said no. The chickens were jumping around in their cages, but he 
ignored them. I asked what he was going to do with the chickens. He looked at me like I came 
from a different planet. "Eat them," he said. I said that to eat them he would have to kill them. 
He just looked at me like I was the stupidest person he had ever met. Of course he would 
have to kill them, he told me. Did I think he was going to eat them alive? The conversation 
was slightly strange, but only because I never thought that in the middle of Brooklyn there 
were people who kept chickens, and actually killed their own food. 

Louie took his sandwich in his hand and walked into the combination living room, 
dining room and nursery. In the middle of the room was a child's playpen. In the playpen was 
his sleeping infant. And with the sleeping infant was his sleeping wife. From what I could tell, 
she was very pretty, which surprised me since he didn't seem to be the type to be with a 
pretty girl. She was wearing a babydoll nightie, and she was curled up, in the center of the 
playpen, with her baby. He looked at her for a moment and turned to me. He finished 
swallowing the last of his sandwich, and said it was time to go out and try to sell some 
brushes. He started toward the kitchen, but I just kept staring at the woman, partially exposed 
in her teeny nightie, sleeping in the center of the playpen. I wasn't really looking at her, but at 
the whole scene. He came back a few steps toward me and said, "Being married isn't all it's 
cracked up to be. You think you can get laid whenever you want, but you can't. They get 
headaches." He turned and started walking through the kitchen. I turned and walked after 
him. I wondered if she had really slept through our presence, or whether she was faking it, as 
I had done, or attempted to do, many times. I walked past the doomed chickens and followed 
Louie to his car. He didn't make any sales that afternoon either. 

10/8/61-Age 18 

I went on a job interview today. The ad said it was a clerk's job, with no experience 
needed. When I got to the address I thought I must be at the wrong place. The building was a 
warehouse, not an office building. The huge sliding door was open, and I saw about 150 
desks, spaced about a foot apart, arranged in many many rows, with guys my age sitting at 
them, doing something with papers. All the desks faced in the same direction. At the front of 
the room was a raised platform, with a desk sitting on it, facing all the other desks, and behind 
this desk sat a stern faced woman. I was a little scared, but went in and told the lady that I 
saw an ad for a clerks job, and did she know anything about it. She told me that I was in the 
right place, and that the company did contract work for an insurance company, and that the 
job involved looking over insurance forms and filling out additional forms. As she spoke to me 
I looked out at the 150 desks, and the guys working at them. No one talked. No one looked 
up. I don't think anyone even coughed. It was like a huge detention study hall in high school. I 
couldn't believe that anyone would take a job like this. Starving would be better. The woman 
asked me if I was interested in the job, and I summoned up my courage and said I'd have to 
think it over. I was afraid she'd yell at me or something if I told her no. I don't know why, but I 
did believe that. I left, but couldn't stop thinking of all those guys, like slaves, afraid of the 
woman sitting behind her desk. 
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10/22/61-Age 18 

I went on a job interview today. The job was for a supervisor in a garment factory. 
Although the ad said supervisor, it also said "no experience necessary." I found the factory, 
which was in the Bronx, a long train ride from Brooklyn, and went in. I found someone and 
asked where I applied for the supervisor's job, and she told me to go down the hall and into 
the main part of the factory and see the man there. I did. The factory was huge, with about 
100 women, ranging in age from teenager to old, sitting at sewing machines and making 
shirts and other stuff. There was one man in the room, so I went up to him and said I wanted 
to apply for the supervisors job. He took a look at me for a few seconds, and then said I 
looked like I'd do, and started telling me about the job. I was to sit in the front of the room and 
make sure the girls did their job. They got paid by the piece, so they didn't stand around 
talking too much, but I was to make sure that they kept busy. This was only part of the job. I 
was also to make sure that the work was done correctly. If the stitching was uneven, or if the 
shirt or whatever they made didn't look right, I was to reject it. Finally, I was to keep track of 
how many pieces each girl made every day. He told me that the girls would argue with me, 
and try to talk me into accepting bad work, since they wouldn't get paid for it otherwise. He 
told me some of the girls might try to flirt with me to get me to accept the bad work. So I had 
to be firm, and tell them the work wasn't good, and if they didn't do better in the future I'd have 
to fire them. 

As he spoke, I looked out at the girls. They didn't talk, but some of them lifted their 
eyes and looked at me. This was like the job doing paperwork in the warehouse, except that 
I'd be the one sitting on the raised stage making sure everyone did their work. The man said 
he was just filling in until someone was hired for the job, and he wanted to know if I was 
interested in taking it. I wasn't. I knew I couldn't be mean to the girls, and he seemed to want 
someone who would be, at least that's what I thought. I didn't want to tell him no, because I 
was afraid he might yell at me and call me stupid or something, so I told him I'd have to think 
about it. He told me, with a big wink, that I could make a lot of friends among the girls, and I 
just looked at him, and then I said I'd call and I left. I think he meant that I could have sex with 
them or something like that. I didn't like him. I didn't like the thought of sitting there while all 
those girls slaved away, probably for very little money. I didn't like the thought of being mean 
to a bunch of girls so whoever owned the factory could make a lot of money. Dad yelled at the 
people in his factory, and he yelled at me. Maybe I just didn't want to be like dad. I don't know, 
but I left feeling uncomfortable. 

11/15/61-Age 18 

I found an ad for an office job, applied, and I got it. I think they were impressed that I 
had graduated from a private school. Why this was important to them I don't know, since the 
job involved putting pieces of paper into filing cabinets. This only involved a passing 
knowledge of the alphabet. The job also required my going to customers and picking up 
money. 

This company was a "factor," which I found out was a form of legalized loanshark. This 
factor specialized in the fashion industry. Companies that were about to go out of business, 
and which couldn't get loans from banks or finance companies, turned to factors. Factors 
charged two to three times the going interest rates, used the inventory of the business as 
collateral, and based their decision on whether to loan money on the amount of accounts 
receivable the company had. 
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The factor had about ten employees. I worked under the office manager, whose name I 
kept forgetting. She was about 40, overweight, not particularly well dressed, or well made-up. 
At ten o'clock each day she would hand me a list of fifteen to twenty businesses I was to visit. 

I was to go to each company, pick up an envelope, and leave immediately. I wasn't 
supposed to wait if the envelope wasn't ready. All of these businesses seemed to be within a 
four square block area. This area was about 20 blocks from the office. It took a while to 
remember where all these businesses were, since the area was made up of businesses 
within businesses. New Made Scarves may have rented space from True Made Sweaters, 
which in turn rented space from Satin Touch Gloves. They all might share the same factory 
space, but they were all separate businesses, and I had to find the person with the envelope. 
This was more than a little traumatic, since I couldn't deny that I was now having serious 
problems recognizing faces as well as remembering names. 

But the major problem was keeping the office manager happy. She constantly 
complained that I was too slow doing my rounds. To try to keep her happy, I had to run 
through my rounds, and I ran to and from the office. I would arrive back red faced and sweaty 
in my jacket and tie, and she would look at her watch and frown and tell me that I took much 
too long. 

This afternoon she came over to me in a tizzy, complaining that I hadn't gone to a 
company that I should have. She was very upset. I told her that it wasn't on my list. She told 
me it was. She said she made up the list and she knew she put the business down. I took the 
list out of my pocket, looked at it, and then handed it to her. The business wasn't on it. She 
looked at the list and walked away. An hour later she came over to me and said that my 
services were no longer needed. 

I was fired. I didn't like the feeling. I was being punished for some reason I couldn't fully 
understand. I thought it had something to do with my proving that I did what I was supposed 
to do, and that it wasn't my fault that she gave me the wrong instructions. It occurred to me 
that she might not have liked me proving her wrong. But if I hadn't, she could have fired me 
for not going to the company. This was just another example of how arbitrary, mean and 
dangerous adults were. 

11/16/61-Age 18 

I told Mother about being fired. She didn't say anything mean, so I thought she might 
be in a good mood. I decided to take a chance and ask her to tell me just how poor we were. 
She kept telling me that dad was going to jail for misappropriating withholding tax, or for not 
paying his income tax on time, or for a host of other reasons. But we kept accumulating 
furniture. I was beginning to suspect that we really weren't poor at all. When I asked she got 
angry and told me that I wouldn't understand about the money problems, and then she went 
on to tell me that in addition to having ten different bank loans, she had seventeen credit 
cards, each one up to its limit, and she was taking money from one to pay another. She also 
said that things were getting worse, since Maude seemed to be unable to keep a job, or was 
uninterested in getting one, or both, and so Mother and dad had to pay her rent and give her 
money to live on. She said she was worried about Maude. 

11/19/61-Age 18 

Today Mother told me that dad told her to tell me that he could get me a job at the New 
York Stock Exchange. This was how dad and I still communicated. We wouldn't see each 
other for weeks at a time, since I still stayed out until one or two. When we did see each other, 
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we didn't speak. This was better than the way it had been. I decided to accept his offer and 
went down to the Exchange and told the woman in the personnel department the name of 
dad's contact. She looked through some papers on the counter that separated us, and then 
she smiled and ushered me to a less busy area and gave me some forms to fill out. I got the 
idea that the contact was a big wig. 

5/9/62-Age 18 

My dad seemed to know everyone. His acquaintance was a member of the New York 
Stock Exchange, which I learned meant that he was one of the few people involved in the 
securities industry who could actually buy and sell stocks. A stock broker took orders, but then 
transmitted them, either by teletype or telephone, to the exchange, where they eventually 
found their way to the floor, where a member of the exchange actually bought from, or sold to, 
another member. Since there were a few hundred members, the job was made easier by 
having a specific location where each stock was traded. When an order came in to buy or sell 
shares of a particular stock, the member walked over to where it was traded. Only members, 
by law, were permitted to make trades. 

My job was to take messages, usually buy or sell orders, from the clerk who received 
the order, to the member for execution. Since my memory of names and faces seemed to be 
getting worse, I would have lasted about twenty minutes before it was discovered that I 
couldn't do the job. Happily, every member, and every person on the floor, wore a number. I 
was always told the number of the member, and since each member tended to inhabit a 
particular area of the floor, the job wasn't too difficult. Soon I found that many of the members 
got tired easily, since the floor was the size of two football fields. Instead of taking the orders 
to the trading area as they were supposed to do, I was sometimes told to take the orders over 
for them. Technically this was illegal, since only members could conduct trades, but I didn't 
want to make waves, so I did what I was told. I'd take the order to the "specialist" who 
specialized in that stock, and hand it to him, and a few seconds later I'd see the notice of the 
stock trade on the electronic ticker tape which surrounded the trading floor. 

The job was interesting only in that I could say that I bumped into millionaires all day 
long. Besides that, it was boring. I would try to fill my time by figuring out how many inches it 
was to the moon. I looked up facts in an almanac, and then tried to see how I could 
manipulate them in my head. Converting miles to inches in my head was time consuming, 
and that was just what I needed. Something, anything, to keep my mind occupied. 

Today I learned a lesson, although I'm not quite sure what it was. I walked onto the 
floor after my forty-five minute lunch break, and noticed the oldest man I had ever seen. He 
was ancient. He had to be ninety. He looked every day of it. He was emaciated. He was 
standing about twenty feet inside the main entrance to the floor. I noticed his number and saw 
he was a member by its color. He stood with his hands crossed in front of his chest, with each 
hand gripping a shoulder. He looked as if he were lying in a coffin. His head was tilted up, and 
he stared at the electronic ticker tape on the wall. Ordinarily, there were many members and 
employees brushing up against each other, since the floor was crowded and everyone 
seemed to be going in different directions. But around this man there was an island of calm, 
which extended a few feet in every direction. It was understood by everyone that he was too 
fragile to touch, and that just brushing against him might have been a fatal blow. I felt truly 
sorry for him. For all his money, he was pathetic. What kind of life could he be living? I went 
back to work. 

When I walked out of the building after work, I noticed the pathetic man, standing at the 
top of the stairs leading to the exchange. He was in the same pose as when he was on the 
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floor. Again I started to feel sorry for him, when the biggest, blackest, chauffeured driven Rolls 
Royce I had ever seen pulled up. Avery pretty girl of about 20 got out. She was dressed in a 
short skirted nurse's uniform. She jogged up the steps and gently took the old man by the 
arm, and helped him down to the car. The old man's face changed from an impassive stare to 
one with a broad grin. When they were by the car, a second pretty twenty year old "nurse" got 
out to assist getting him in. I stopped feeling sorry for the guy. 

6/18/62-Age 19 

As I was entering the barbershop Paul, the guy I knew from camp, was walking out. He 
asked if I had heard what happened to David Waterman, the kid whose father bribed the 
counselors. I said no. Paul said that David was trying to hop onto the back of a pick-up truck 
one of his friends was driving and he slipped and fell and knocked out most of his teeth. I 
thought, "Good". 

END OF PART 1 

abouteliot@aol.com 


Part 2 


Eliot’s Story by Hugo (An Autobiography) V 3.0.1 


7/1/62-Age 19 

Converting miles to inches in my head at the stock exchange was becoming routine, 
and as boring as everything else about the job. To try to break up the monotony, sometimes I 
try to solve problems. For example, I read in the newspaper about traffic congestion, and how 
things were bound to get worse in the future. I gave this some thought as I mindlessly did my 
job, and thought that the solution was simple. Why not put out free bicycles on the streets. 
That way, people could avoid driving some of the time. But then I thought that the bike would 
just get stolen, and probably sold to bike stores. Then I thought that if zillions of bikes were 
put out on streets, they wouldn't be worth stealing, because they wouldn't have any resale 
value. Who would buy one when you could get one free on any street. But then I thought that 
the bike stores that sold bikes wouldn't like being put out of business, and they'd probably pay 
someone to kill me for thinking up this idea, so I decided that there was a solution to the traffic 
problems, but solving the problem and then being dead wasn't worth the effort. I decided that 
converting light years to inches was safer to think about. 

7/22/62-Age 19 

Yesterday I was in a magazine store looking at girly magazines. I had noticed that all 
the girls had big tits. I wasn't particularly interested in big tits, preferring small, petite ones 
myself. But tit size was really not an issue, since my criteria was based first on the girl being 
non-vicious and non-malicious, followed by her being highly intelligent, and followed by what I 
considered to be a good personality. Looks were way down on my list. I definitely preferred 
slim girls to fat ones, though. I was thinking about this when my eye caught the photograph of 
a house on the cover of Home and Garden Magazine. I walked over to it and took a better 
look. I knew that house. I had spent weekends there. I had been beaten there. It was Aunt 
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Thelma's house in Connecticut. 

Tonight I asked Mother to tell me about Aunt Thelma. Who was she, anyway. Besides 
her being fat, and flushing the toilet twice, and having a great house in the country, I really 
didn't know anything about her. Mother wasn't reluctant at all. She told me that Thelma had a 
long running scam, which, due to her advancing age, was now less profitable. She would find 
a man who owned a business associated with the fashion world. She would flatter him. She 
would tell him that with her great fashion ideas, and his brains and money, they would get 
rich. She said that she would do the fashion designs, and he would pay the bills. And while 
they waited for the designs to go from drawing pad to finished material, and while they waited 
for the stores to start placing big orders, she would need $50,000 a year to keep herself 
going. Mother said that a relationship would last for about three years. The man would 
eventually go bankrupt, and Thelma would move on to someone else. Mother never said 
anything about Thelma sleeping with the man, but I assumed she left that part out on 
purpose. I remembered seeing Mother crying, and I knew it had something to do with Thelma. 
Maybe that's why I found overweight women unattractive. 

9/18/62-Age 19 

I decided that the floor of the New York Stock Exchange was just too boring. Trying to 
figure out how many seconds it would take to make a trip to Jupiter in my head was becoming 
boring. I decided to go to college, but not really. My grades were so low that it would have 
been difficult to get into one. I really didn't want to go back to school, but I thought that I 
should be doing something, and going to college seemed as good as anything else I could 
think of. I enrolled at the City College of New York as a nonmatriculated student. This meant 
that I wasn't getting credit for courses I took, but if I maintained a good grade point average, 
the courses would eventually count, and I would be a real college student. 

I got a part time job in the audio-visual department of the college, running movies for 
classes. I found going to college was okay, except for my grades, which were generally F's 
and D's. I had learned that reading the book helped get better grades from Mr. Polanski, but I 
suppose I was also waiting for one of the professors to ask me to help him out and read the 
assignment as a favor. None did. 

I did meet Tanya, though. She was a student in one of my classes. I saw her outside a 
classroom the first day of class, and told myself that she was a first rate slut. She was a little 
taller than me, with sharp, ferret-like features, bleached blond hair, and much to much 
makeup. I let Hugo out a bit and made fast friends with her. Eliot and Hugo were separate 
people. Eliot was the official me at school, since I had to fill out official forms and give my 
social security number and driver's license number and swear that the above information was 
true on numerous forms to sign up for classes. Eliot was the one going to college. And since 
Vic Tanney was no more, and since I was a little too old to be talking to fifteen and sixteen 
year old's on Flatbush Avenue, Hugo was almost totally inactive. He still existed as far as Pat 
and Esther went, but that was it. Hugo had lost contact with Alexis and the rest of the now 
defunct make-out group. People just wondered off and began new lives, which left Hugo just 
about friendless. 

I, that is Eliot, was interested in a slut because the initial sexual activity would be a 
given. I still didn't trust women, and I knew that some would just love to lead me on and then 
snatch themselves back and laugh at me for thinking that they were interested in me. But a 
slut was a different thing. Of course, a slut couldn't be depended on to be faithful, but that was 
a minor consideration. 

The first time Tanya and I had sex was in the back seat of my car at the same parking 
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spot where Opal and I used to fuck. It didn't take any effort to get her there. Tanya didn't have 
an orgasm, but she said I shouldn't take it personally, since she never did. I started thinking 
about girls coming, and how I usually didn't get a girl I was with to do that. All I knew about a 
girl's orgasm was that they took longer to come than men, and that some didn't come at all. I 
had realized that the longer a guy could last the longer the girl had to come, so I started doing 
mental exercises when fucking, like counting backwards from 211 by 3's, or calculating how 
many inches it is to Jupiter. This tended to cut down on my fun, but it did work, and I could go 
four or five minutes without coming. I though that Tanya might be a good person to 
experiment with. I could try to make her come. If I didn't succeed, I wouldn't feel inadequate, 
since she already told me that she didn't. If it took girls longer to come, then it seemed like not 
fucking, but rubbing her pussy and maybe even eating her might do the trick. I thought I'd 
spend time trying to make her feel good, and not worry about me. I could always jerk off, if I 
needed to. 

Tanya's parents worked, he in a factory and she as an office manager, and both were 
home about six. Tanya had a younger sister who got home from junior high around four, and 
my parents were too unpredictable as far as what time they got home, so we really didn't 
have too many places to go and fuck. And this fuck, or more accurately, this non-fuck, would 
require some time and relaxation. The back of a car wouldn't due. 

I ran into Bob Pole, one of the motley crew, on the street. He lived in a flop house. He 
was one of the borderline retards who, for some reason, were attracted to the gym. I don't 
know how he, or the other members of the motley crew, managed to pay for the gym. Maybe 
they got some sort of welfare or something, I thought. I offered him $5 for the rental of his 
room, and he was happy to take the money. 

Yesterday I took Tanya, on our second date, to Bob's room. It was a cubicle 
surrounded by other cubicles. There was a bathroom down the hall. Tanya was a bit scared 
as we walked around looking for his cubicle. So was I. We found it and went in. It had a bed, 
some clothes on hangers hanging on nails in the wall, and a small TV on the floor. That was 
about it. 

Tanya sat on the bed, which was more like a cot. I undressed her very slowly, kissing 
her often, and being as gentle as I could. When she was completely naked I kept rubbing her 
breasts and kissing her face and sucking gently on her nipples. I waited quite a while before I 
put my hand between her legs. I stayed dressed. We whispered, because the walls were thin 
and we didn't want to be heard. I rubbed the lips of her pussy, and slowly and gently finger 
fucked her. I didn't play with her clit, or at least I don't think I did, because I really didn't know 
where it was. I used my finger as a substitute cock, and gave her a long, gentle finger fucking. 
When I'd see that Tanya was getting steamy, I'd stop, and start kissing her and playing with 
her breasts. Then I'd start on her puss again, sometimes licking it, but mostly rubbing and 
fingering it. I noticed that each time she got hot, she seemed hotter than the time before. I 
decided that getting a girl really hot was a matter of taking the time to play with her, instead of 
just making sure I had a good fuck for myself. 

My teasing and time commitment paid off. Without much of a warning, Tanya started 
coming. And coming. She started screaming and moaning. When she finished, she just 
looked at me with very wide opened eyes. She was astonished. So was I. 

Today I saw Bob to give him back his spare key. He was not happy. He had taken a lot 
of heat from the other men who didn't appreciate having to hear me and Tanya go at it. He 
also complained that his room smelled like pussy. "Never again," he said, as he snatched 
back his key. 


9/20/62-Age 19 
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I saw Tanya tonight. We went to the parking spot, and we fucked in the car. She came 
and just looked at me again in amazement. 

9/27/62-Age 19 

Mother told me this morning that Maude was taking lessons to become a professional 
Belly Dancer. I thought, "Okay." 

10/6/62-Age 19 

I was walking down the street and saw Nadine about half a block away. At least I 
thought it was Nadine. I hadn't seen her for quite a while. She was with a girlfriend who 
apparently was a new mother. They were both standing by a baby carriage, and Nadine was 
bending over it cooing at the infant. As I got closer, I became fairly certain that it was Nadine. 
As I passed, I gave her a friendly slap on her ass, and kept walking. I glanced over my 
shoulder and saw Nadine's friend with a look of horror on her face. Her mouth and eyes were 
wide open, and she was staring at me. Nadine was laughing and trying to calm her friend 
down, trying to assure her that she knew me, and that I was an old friend. 

10/13/62-Age 19 

I took Tanya out to eat and then started to go to the parking spot. She said she didn't 
like the parking spot, and wanted to do it in the driveway of the house her parents rented. I 
asked her what if her parents heard. She said I shouldn't worry. I did worry, but I parked in her 
driveway and we fucked three times and it felt good, and I stopped worrying after the first 
time. 

10/20/62-Age 19 

I had been seeing Tanya four or five times a week. I thought that she would have found 
numerous other men by now, but she seemed to be faithful. It turned out that she had been 
fucking around, looking for the man with a golden cock, who would give her the big O. I turned 
out to be him. She came quite easily now, and she acted as if I were something special. She 
didn't worship me, but something akin to it. I felt very powerful with her. Whatever I wanted 
was okay. All this, just for having taken a little time to see to her needs. 

But I didn't understand about fucking in her driveway. I asked her again about her 
parents, and wasn't she worried about them finding out she fucked. She told me that they 
knew that she fucked, and that they probably did hear us, because it was her mother who 
suggested that we "do it" in the car in the driveway. And her parents bedroom window faced 
the driveway. I was intrigued that her parents were getting off hearing their daughter moan 
and groan and cry out when she came. I asked her if she ever heard her parents having sex. 
She said yes, and told me that her mother had actually described sex with her father. I was 
shocked. I never new anyone who talked about sex with their parents. 

Tanya's father, Mr. Seymour, was a very mild mannered man, sort of a Caspar 
Milquetoast type. Mrs. Seymour was bossy and loud and pushy. They had sex about once a 
week. When Mr. Seymour got horny, he raped his wife. No foreplay, no tenderness. He just 
ripped her pajamas off, forced her onto her back and fucked her. When it was over, he went to 
sleep. She would sew the buttons back on her pajama top the next day. I asked Tanya if her 
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mother like sex that way. Tanya said she did. 

11/15/62-Age 19 

One friend I made at college was Ray Romaro. He was a Puerto Rican, although he 
didn't look like the PR's I was used to seeing around New York. He was tall and good looking, 
and always immaculately dressed. He looked like he had the same tailor as Basal at the 
bowling alley. Today he was in a slight panic. It seemed that he got his girlfriend pregnant. He 
didn't know what to do. Coming from a middle class Jewish family, I told him to marry the girl, 
and give the kid a name. He said he'd think it over. 

11 /18/62-Age 19 

Maude got her first dancing job last night. It was in a bar in Jersey City, New Jersey. 

She told Mother that it was dark and noisy and the men were rude. She didn't like it. I thought, 
"Okay." 

12/2/62-Age 19 

When I'd go to dad's place, I'd often see the factory workers walking up and down the 
stairs between the 10th and 11th floors with armloads of half finished belts. This was because 
they did some things to the belts on the 10th floor, and other things on the 11th, and they'd 
have to go back and forth a number of times to get a belt finished and shipped. In one of my 
college courses I learned that a factory should be set up so that one process flowed into 
another. This was efficient. What my parents were doing wasn't. This morning at breakfast I 
told Mother and dad what I learned in school. They both yelled at me. They said they had 
been making belts for 25 years, and what did I know, and that I didn't know anything, and that 
I was stupid, and dad said I wouldn't amount to anything. I ran out of the house. 

1/17/63-Age 19 

Because I worked in the audio-visual department, I had access to the photo darkroom 
at college. The darkroom was almost never used, because almost no one knew it existed. 
Sometimes I would take the key and meet Tanya there, either before or after classes, and 
we'd have sex. Today it was before class. I had an idea for a new way to do it. It was just a 
spur of the moment idea. I moved two large tables to the center of the room, and then 
separated them by about 18 inches. I told Tanya to get completely undressed. She did, and 
waited for me to tell her what to do. I liked that, her standing there, naked, waiting for me to 
give her instructions. I told her to lay face down on the tables, with her pussy over the 18 inch 
gap. She just looked at me for a second, and then did what I told her to do. I crawled under 
the table and put my head up through the open space. I had to part Tanya's legs, which were 
together. I started to eat her. About a minute later she had a very loud and intense orgasm. It 
had something to do either with the newness of the situation, or with her inability to do much 
but lie there. She said that it was like having a disembodied tongue between her legs, with her 
body pressing against the cold hard wood of the table. She told me I should try it. 

I did. I got undressed and lay down on the table, with my cock hanging in the open 
space. I was a little uncomfortable at first. Not from the hard table, but from the feeling of 
being extremely vulnerable. If she wanted to hurt my cock, I'd be helpless to stop her, at least 
that's the way it seemed. But she didn't want to hurt me. She started sucking on me, and 
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rubbing my cock as she put it in and out of her mouth. I came in about 20 seconds. It was 
probably the most violent cum I had ever had. I felt like I came buckets. 

2/17/63-Age 19 

Mother mentioned that Maude was enrolling in a course to become a legal secretary. I 
thought, "Okay." My thoughts concerning my sister's life were rather simplistic Becsuse I 
really wasn't interested. 

I didn't know how much good seeing Dr. Leiberman was doing me, but I knew that I 
was a hell of a lot better off than I would have been if I hadn't seen him. I didn't know whether 
talking about my dreams and trying to understand the Oedipus complex would really make my 
life better, but I still felt that going was of value. Maude, on the other hand, didn't go to a 
shrink. She did have, more or less, the same upbringing as me. The major difference was that 
I was out of the house until one or two in the morning, and she stayed in her room. I thought 
that she was crazy, and probably crazier than me. But she let me know that I was the one 
who "had to" go to a shrink, while she didn't. But our lives had parallels, and she needed a 
shrink at least as much as I did. She couldn't hold a job, and she had no direction in life. I had 
a number of menial jobs, and had no direction in life. Neither of us was going to take over the 
world. When Mother told me something about Maude, I knew that what I was about to hear 
wasn't going to be good, and I decided the best thing to do was to give it no thought. 

4/2/63-Age 19 

Tanya and I still saw each other almost every night. Sex with her was great. Talking 
was all right, although I had been with brighter girls and had more interesting conversations. 
As best as I could tell, she had remained faithful. On nights when I didn't see her, I'd usually 
call to talk, and she was always home. 



Tonight I lived out a young man's sex fantasy. In bullshit sessions, guys would 
sometimes say that they wanted to fuck a girl until she couldn't walk, or that they had actually 
done it. Tonight I did it. My parents went to a charity event, and wouldn't be home until late. I 
picked Tanya up at her house. Instead of going to school, we went to my apartment. We 
started fucking about five o'clock, and stopped at nine. I had eleven cums. When we finished, 
she literally had trouble walking, and had to keep her legs apart as she did. I took her to a 
restaurant on Flatbush Avenue for hamburgers. Before leaving the house I told her not to put 
on her clothes, but to just put on her raincoat. She giggled and complied. When we sat down 
at our table in the restaurant, the waitress said to Tanya, "Honey, why not take off your coat, 
it's hot in here?" I just looked at Tanya as she squirmed, and she said, "No, it's all right, really." 
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When the waitress brought our food, she again suggested that Tanya take off her coat, and I 
again enjoyed the scene as Tanya squirmed in embarrassment. 

4/19/63-Age 19 

Today my mind was wondering and I thought of the riddle, "You know the sound of two 
hands clapping, what is the sound of one hand clapping?" "Nothing" was still the answer I 
came up with, and I still knew it was the wrong answer. I put it out of my mind. 

5/25/63-Age 20 

Ray Romaro got married, and his wife gave birth about two months ago. He invited 
Tanya and me to his apartment in the Bronx. He lived in a fairly ratty area, and it was a bit 
scary walking from the car into his apartment house. He was on the fourth floor, and the 
elevator didn't work, so we climbed the stairs. Pam had lived in public housing, but her place 
was a zillion times better than this. Garbage was in the halls, and the place smelled. It was 
creepy. We found the apartment and were glad to get inside. It was sparsely furnished, but it 
was neat and clean. His wife was a tall stringy Puerto Rican girl of about twenty. 

We sat around talking and having drinks. I didn't drink much, which was a very 
conscious decision on my part. I didn't want to become like my dad. But every few months, 
usually at a party, I'd have something to drink. I didn't like the taste of the stuff, not even beer. 

I discovered that mixing vodka with a soft drink or juice hid the taste of the alcohol, and that's 
what I'd drink. Usually just one, which I'd nurse, but if I was at a party for a long time, I'd mix 
myself a second. 

Everything was very civilized and going well when Tanya said to me, in a loud enough 
voice to be heard by our hosts, "Can I take my clothes off?" I just looked at her and didn't 
know what to say. Ray looked at his wife, Betty I think her name was, and said, "It's okay with 
me." Ray had no objection to seeing Tanya naked. So Tanya stood up and got undressed. 

She started to chicken out when she got to her panties, but then summoned up her courage 
and took it off. 

I decided that Tanya was probably drunk, although she didn't look it. Tanya sat curled 
up on the couch, naked. Ray and Betty and I sat around trying to talk, but we all kept looking 
at Tanya. Ray turned to Betty and told her that she should take off her clothes, too. Betty 
didn't want to, but Ray said that Tanya was obviously uncomfortable being the only naked 
person, and Betty could make Tanya feel more comfortable by getting undressed. I couldn't 
follow the logic of his argument, but it seemed to make sense to Betty. This, apparently, was 
one of the disadvantages of being the only sober person in the room. What made sense to 
them didn't make sense to me. 

Betty stood up and stripped. She, like Tanya, hesitated when she got to her panties, 
but she finally took it off. She sat down on the couch and curled herself up. This evening was 
becoming interesting. I had brought my camera to take pictures of Ray's kid as a favor. 
Unfortunately, I hadn't brought any film, thinking that I would pick up some in his 
neighborhood. Ray came over and asked me, quietly, to take pictures of the girls playing with 
each other. I told him I'd love to, but that I didn't have any film. He said that didn't matter. He 
then turned to the girls and told them that he knew a way to make some money. If they posed 
for some "lez" pictures, he knew where he could sell them. Tanya said she didn't want her 
face to be in those kinds of pictures, and Ray said it wouldn't be. Betty said she didn't want to 
pose for those kinds of pictures, but Ray stressed that they could make some money, which 
seemed to convince her. I was turned on by the scene, but I also felt like an observer, like 


Page 85 of 637 


someone watching a movie, and not a full participant. I didn't suggest to Tanya that she strip, I 
didn't suggest to Betty that she strip, I didn't suggest taking lez pictures. I was just there. 

Ray told the girls to hug and kiss each other, and told me, with a wink, to start taking 
pictures. It was a lot of fun, and a heavy turn-on, directing the girls. Either Ray or I would 
suggest poses, and Ray would assure them that their faces wouldn't show. Since there was 
no film in the camera, this was absolutely true. We had Tanya and Betty feel each other up, 
and suck on each other's tits. I noticed that Tanya had a great big smile on her face as she 
played with Betty. Tanya was enjoying herself as much as Ray and I were. But Betty seemed 
to be going through the motions to make some money. While Tanya, on some level, liked the 
idea of having sex with a girl, Betty didn't. The last picture I pretended to take was with the 
girls rubbing each other's pussy. Both sat on the couch, with their legs spread, and placed 
one of their hands between the other's legs. Tanya started rubbing Betty, trying to make her 
feel good, and it was obvious that Tanya was enjoying herself, but Betty didn't enjoy touching 
Tanya. As soon as I finished pretending to take the picture, Betty pulled her hand away, as if 
she were touching something hot and had burnt herself. Tanya kept rubbing Betty. Betty 
turned her head to Tanya and stared, possibly realizing for the first time that while she was 
just doing it for money, Tanya was doing it for pleasure. Tanya stopped when she saw the way 
Betty was looking at her. 

Tanya, Ray and I were really turned on. Betty was hot, but not as hot as we were. Ray 
asked me if it would be all right if he kissed Tanya. I realized that Tanya wanted to play, so I 
said it was all right with me. Ray and Tanya started making out. I went over to Betty and we 
started kissing. Ray and I took off our clothes, and we all lay down on the living room floor. 
This was like one of the make-out parties I used to go to, but a hell of a lot more advanced. 
Betty and I were getting really turned on with each other, and so were Ray and Tanya. I took 
some condoms from my wallet and started to put one on. Ray asked me for one and I gave it 
to him. He put it on and started making out with Tanya again. I started to get on top of Betty, 
and Ray started to get on top of Tanya. I looked at Tanya and she looked like she was 
enjoying herself. I started moving my cock toward Betty, but I couldn't fuck her. I didn't know 
why. I didn't want to hurt her feelings, but I realized that I was a monogamous type person. 
With the exception of a friendly kiss and feel with Pat or some other old girlfriend, like 
someone from the make-out group I might run into, I had never cheated on a girlfriend. Even 
though this would come under the category of consensual extra-premarital sex, I just couldn't 
do it. Betty seemed to understand. There was just a look in her eyes that said, "It's all right, 
I'm not offended, I understand." She noticed that Ray was about to enter Tanya, so she 
raised her leg and pushed Ray off Tanya with her foot. Ray was so drunk he didn't seem to 
mind. I'm not sure that he knew what happened. Tanya looked surprised, and disappointed. 
She was milliseconds from feeling Ray inside her, and now he was lying on the floor next to 
her. I gave Betty a friendly kiss and moved over to Tanya, and Ray crawled around us and 
mounted Betty. We all fucked together. I had never watched others fucking, except for some 
scratchy porno films we ran at the AV department at college. Betty watched me fucking Tanya, 
Tanya watched Betty's face and tits, Ray looked at Tanya, and I looked at all of them. We all 
came. It was a strange, but good, night. 

6/1/63-Age 20 

Tanya and I went to play with Ray and Betty again. The only thing different was that I 
brought film with me this time. 
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6/15/63-Age 20 

I got my grades from school today. I managed to flunk out of college. I flunked the 
same math course three times, which meant expulsion. Since I was a non-matriculated 
student, I flunked out of college without actually being in college. Someone told me that I 
could go to a counselor and get put on academic probation, and remain being an almost- 
college-student. But I really didn't want to be in this school. I had no major in mind, and what I 
really wanted to do was get away from my family. 

I ran into a guy I had some classes with a year ago. He was in as bad a shape as me 
back then. Now, he was all dressed up in a suit and tie. He had gotten a job in a Dean's office, 
and said he started getting A's. He asked, "What's the matter with you? Don't you want to 
make something of yourself? I do!" I didn't know what to say. 

I started thinking about studying photography. It was the only thing I had any interest in. 
In my senior year at Oracle, our class was given an aptitude test. My score indicated that I 
should be the photographic editor of a magazine or newspaper, which made me happy. I 
thought that being a photographer might not be so bad. I could work for myself, and probably 
make my own hours. I didn't romanticize it. I just thought that, from a practical view, it seemed 
like the thing to do. 

I went to the library and got a college guide. I looked up photography, and found five 
colleges listed. One was the University of Hawaii. That sounded good. It was about 6,000 
miles from New York, which seemed like an adequate distance. But when I read the 
information describing the school, I decided against applying. The college guide said that the 
school started out as a Catholic college. I felt uncomfortable going to a school, which in the 
past, if not still, was Catholic. I remember Maude saying that the kids at her college wanted to 
know where her horns were, and I remembered those guys at NYS who were anti-Semitic, 
and I thought I'd rather find another school. Temple University, in Philadelphia, offered 
photography as a major, and so did the Professional Artists College of Design in Los Angeles. 

I also knew that the Rochester Institute of Technology, backed by Eastman Kodak, taught 
photography. But Temple, which I knew wasn't a religious school, and Rochester, were too 
close to New York City. Los Angeles was 3,000 miles away, which was not as far as Hawaii, 
but far enough. I decided to send letters asking for application forms from all the schools I had 
found which taught photography, except from the University of Hawaii. 

7/7/63-Age 20 

I spoke to Mother about the possibility of my going off to college. I told her I knew we 
were poor, but I really wanted to get an education in photography. Neither Mother nor dad 
went to college. Dad didn't even finish high school, because he had to go out and help make 
money for his family. Mother had a degree in typing, or something like that, but not an 
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academic degree. Both had been raised on movies showing college life in the 1930's. These 
movies were of the "Rah Rah, Boola Boola, bonfires, the big football game, fraternities and 
sororities" type. Mother and dad wanted both Maude and me to go to college. I think it was to 
give them a vicarious thrill, or to be able to say that their children were moving up the 
socioeconomic ladder. In any event, Mother said she would find a way to pay if I could get into 
one. 

8/12/63-Age 20 

I heard from Temple a few days ago. They said that they no longer offered a degree 
program in photography, but had a lot of other courses that I might find of interest. The 
Professional Artists College of Design sent a packet of information, including a slick brochure 
showing the school, and application forms. I hadn't received anything from Rochester. The 
college guide indicated that The Professional Artists College of Design was highly 
competitive, which didn't make me feel confident that they would accept me. Especially not 
when they saw my high school transcript. In addition to transcripts, the college wanted me to 
send a portfolio of photographs for evaluation. I didn't have one. 

9/10/63-Age 20 

I had been thinking that I was twenty years old, and still hadn't grown up. I was still 
acting like a teenager. The job at college was a dead-ender, and I wasn't supposed to be 
working there anymore since I was no longer a student. Not that I ever really was one. My 
friends were all growing up and either halfway through college or getting jobs that had a 
future. Pat had gotten a job as the registrar of a private school for handicapped children. 

Ellen, a member of the now defunct make-out group, was a textile designer. I ran into her on a 
street in Manhattan, and noticed that she looked like an adult. She was dressed in what can 
best be described as high fashion business attire, and she was carrying a large portfolio case 
filled with her drawings. She said that she was on her way to a meeting, and I was duly 
impressed. Alexis had found a guy who just got out of the army, and they got married. I met 
him once. I didn't like his looks. I wondered if I didn't like him because he was going to marry 
my surrogate sister. 

I spoke to Dr. Leiberman today about my thoughts of leaving the city and going to 
college to study photography. He had some reservations. He didn't feel that we had 
accomplished all that needed to be done. But he also could see that getting away from my 
parents might force me to take on more responsibilities. All in all, he thought it would be okay. 

9/12/63-Age 20 

Tanya and I were drifting apart. We weren't seeing each other as often as we used to. 

I'd call some nights and she wouldn't be home, and sometimes when I'd tell her I wanted to 
see her, she would come up with an excuse for not getting together. I also knew that things 
were coming apart since I was no longer buying condoms in boxes of twelve, but in boxes of 
three, like I did when I first started fucking. Since I wasn't in love with Tanya, and since I 
assumed she was looking around for someone else, going off to college wouldn't make me 
feel that I was deserting her. 

I got Mother to pay for a darkroom rental from a photographer in Manhattan. I had gone 
around the city taking pictures, and now had to make prints to put together a portfolio for Pro 
Arts, as they sometimes called themselves in their manual. I eventually received information 
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from Rochester, but the school seemed to be very technically oriented, as if it were a trade 
school for Eastman Kodak. I had some reservations about Pro Arts, because its name didn't 
make it sound like a real college. Not like Harvard or Yale. The college guide, however, not 
only listed it as highly competitive, but also as accredited, so I though I'd put all my energy 
into getting into Pro Arts. 

I filled out the application form as best I could. I did put in that I had graduated from 
NYS. I went to Oracle and spoke to Mr. Wagner about sending transcripts. I assumed that Pro 
Arts wouldn't be too thrilled by my C average, complete with F's in French and Chemistry, but 
there was nothing I could do about that now. 

Pro Arts worked on a trimester system. Instead of having two terms, as most colleges, 
or four quarters, as some, Pro Arts had three fifteen week sessions, with two weeks off 
between them. Students could enter at the beginning of any of the trimesters, and could go 
continuously through the year, or take off any third they chose. Today I sent off my application, 
and if I was accepted, I could start in February, and not have to wait nine months as I would at 
most "normal" colleges. 

9/20/63-Age 20 

I still saw Pat and Esther and now, occasionally Pat's brother Richard and his wife and 
child. Pat and I would still make out, and we even fucked occasionally. We were good friends. 
There wasn't any jealously. If she found someone she wanted to date, it was fine with me, and 
when I was involved with someone, she didn't seem upset. I told her I might be going off to 
college, and she was excited for me. So was Esther. 

10/17/63-Age 20 

Miracle of miracles, Pro Arts accepted me. I must have impressed them with my 
portfolio, because it sure wasn't my high school grades that did the trick. I started thinking 
about going away from home seriously now. I was both happy and scared. I had never been 
on my own, and that part scared me, but getting away from my parents and sister thrilled me. 
Mother was happy I was accepted by a college, and said dad was, too. She said, somewhat 
ominously, that she'd find a way, somehow, to figure out how to pay for my education. 

10/19/63-Age 20 

I ran into Marty Abrams today. He was that cute kid at camp who everybody loved 
because of his cartoon face. He looked miserable. His face was still perfectly round, and still 
had that grin on it, but now he looked like a gargoyle. I think he was miserable because he 
knew that his looks were bizarre and that what used to bring him extra goodies in life, now 
ostracized him. I really felt sorry for him. 

1/28/64-Age 20 

I got off the plane in Los Angeles wearing my wool suit. When I left New York it was 19 
degrees, and it was 79 degrees in Los Angeles when I arrived. I collected my three suitcases 
and tried to get directions to Pro Arts. I stopped porters and other people who looked like they 
worked at the airport, but everyone seemed to be either disinterested in helping me, or unable 
to understand my question. I saw a booth with a sign that said "Travelers Aid," so I stopped 
and asked the woman behind the counter for directions. She just looked at me and then 
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asked me to repeat my question. By this time I had decided that everyone in Los Angeles was 
some type of idiot. I spoke to the woman in the tone of voice one reserved for small children. 
She said, "Pardon?" I took out the Pro Arts brochure that had its address printed on the cover, 
and showed it to the lady and pointed to the address. I was beginning to worry whether I was 
in the correct state, let alone city. She smiled and said, "Take a taxi." I did. 

I arrived at the college and stood outside for a minute or so taking it in. It didn't look like 
a college. It looked like a private school for very rich kids. The building looked like an 
oversized private house. Kinda like Brooklyn Ethical Culture looked. I went inside and walked 
over to the receptionist. I told her that I was an entering student, and had just arrived. She just 
looked at me. I told her that the brochure said that the school had lists of available housing in 
the area. She just looked at me for a few seconds, and then opened a drawer and handed me 
a list. I got angry, and asked her why people just looked at me when I asked them something. 
She said, "Maybe it has something to do with your accent." That was silly. No one in Brooklyn 
ever accused me of having an accent. If anything, it was the people in Los Angeles who 
spoke funny. 

I was overdressed and very hot. I asked the girl to point me in the direction of the 
nearest apartments on the list, and she pointed and said that they were about 25 blocks 
away. I walked with my three suitcases, with great difficulty, the twenty-five blocks, and I came 
across a boarding house run by a Mrs. Lovingood. I walked in and spoke to the woman, who 
was about ninety. She showed me the only room that she had available, and I took it. That 
night, as I lay in bed and looked up at the stars, I had the feeling that something was wrong. 
The room was very cold and breezy. I then realized that I shouldn't be able to see the stars, 
and that there was a huge hole in the ceiling. The next morning I spoke to Mrs. Lovingood 
about the problem. She said that it was the only room she had left to rent, and she said that 
she had reduced the rent on it compared to the other rooms she rented. I had paid cash for a 
month in advance, and was getting very worried. I didn't want to live in that room. I told her I 
thought it would be best if I found another place to live. She pointed out that she would have 
to change the sheets to re-rent the room to someone else, and that I had already spent one 
night there, and that she thought one week's rent seemed like a fair charge. I knew I was 
getting screwed, but I really didn't know what to do other than smile, say "That's fine," and 
wait for her to give me back the balance of the $60 months rent. I walked to a nearby 
apartment house not on the recommended list, which worried me, since I thought that meant 
that there must be something wrong with it, and that I might get into trouble with Pro Arts for 
living someplace not on the recommended list, but I rented a single apartment anyway, which 
had a very small kitchen and bath, for only $50 a month. So far, I thought, being on my own 
wasn't going all that well. 

2/1 /64-Age 20 

Today there was an orientation meeting for all the incoming students. There were about 
150 of us in an auditorium that could have held twice that number. The chairs in the 
auditorium were not fixed in place, but were the folding type that could be set up and taken 
away as the needs for the room changed. The orientation was led by Martha Carper. She 
seemed to be telling us the rules, more than telling us about the school. Men, for instance, 
were expected to be clean shaven. I had a small mustache, and the fellow sitting next to me 
had very long sideburns. We looked at each other and decided that the hair would stay. She 
also said that girl students would never, ever wear pants, slacks or shorts. Only dresses or 
skirts were to be worn, although when pressed she said that Kulots, which had the 
functionality of slacks but looked like a skirt, were also permitted. 
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We then got a tour of the school, which consisted of one three story main building with 
huge classrooms. These rooms were large enough to hold fifty students, complete with 
drawing boards, easels and boxes of paints and supplies, and still not be crowded. The 
building had no center, that is, the central area was an outdoor patio with picnic tables where 
students could eat lunch and have coffee breaks. There were a number of buildings located 
behind the main building, including the black and white lab for the photographers. After the 
tour we were handed a packet that contained our school ID, and our schedule of classes. 
Unlike other colleges, Pro Arts had a very rigid set of prescribed classes each student had to 
take. There was almost no room for electives. Each major had its own list of classes. The 
majors included advertising design and illustration, automotive and product design, fashion 
illustration, interior design and photography. 

I noticed that the students at orientation were older than most of the college students I 
had seen at City College. Pro Arts discouraged students from applying who had not had a 
few years of regular college. They routinely turned down eighteen and nineteen year-olds, 
and I found out that some of the people at the orientation had applied for admission three 
times before being accepted. I didn't know why they accepted me. Maybe they just made a 
mistake. 

2/9/64-Age 20 

Each class at Pro Arts ran an entire day, from nine in the morning to four in the 
afternoon. Mondays we would have one class, and Tuesdays another. Fridays were free days 
for photography students to do darkroom work. On Mondays, all the twenty-six entering 
photography students had a basic design class taught by Mr. Morris. Our class also included 
the entering automotive and product design students. There were about 75 students in all. 
Morris' class was the only one that was required of all entering students, regardless of their 
major. He, I learned, was a one man screening committee. With the exception of the 
photographers, a grade of C or lower was tantamount to being expelled. Photographers were 
given some slack, and were allowed to get C's. Rumor was that out of the hundreds of 
photography students who had gone through Morris' class, none had received a grade higher 
than C. This was because the class involved painting skills, and most photographers don't 
have any. 

Morris spent part of the first day explaining the philosophy of Pro Arts, which had its 
beginnings as a college oriented to teaching people the advertising business. He stressed 
that under no circumstances would a student miss an assignment. Each Monday we were 
expected to bring in our assigned work, and we were expected to have our assignments 
completed on time for our other classes as well. This was, after all, a professional college, 
and missing an assignment, for any reason, was the ultimate in unprofessional behavior. It 
would not be tolerated! 

Morris did a minimum of teaching. He gave extremely precise "specs" that we had to 
follow, and he left it up to the students how they would solve the design problem, and meet 
the specs. Our first assignment, which turned out to be typical, was dictated by Morris in a 
flawless stream of precisely chosen words: 

On a standard 11" X 18" drawing board you will construct four rectangles. Each 
rectangle will border the outer edge of the board by 5/16. inch. Each rectangle will be 
exactly 4 and 9/16 inch high and 7 and 13/16 inch wide. There will be a 1 and 4/16 inch 
internal border. In the upper left hand quadrant you will create a design using three 
geometric shapes, arranged in any order you wish. The hues of the shapes are to be 
chosen from the primary color system, and will represent a split complementary color 
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scheme. The upper right quadrant is to be a mirror image of the upper left quadrant, 
with the hues being the opposites of those used in the upper left. The lower left 
quadrant will be a duplicate of the design in the upper left quadrant, although the hues 
chosen will be from the secondary color system. The remaining quadrant will be a 
duplicate of the upper left, except it will be done in grays, with intensities and values 
matching the hues of those used for the upper left quadrant. All assignments will be 
placed on the crit rails bordering the room before 9:00 AM next Monday. 

Today our first assignment was due, and we had our first crit. This was the technique 
used to evaluate a student's work, and to let the student know what he did right, and what he 
did wrong. Students not only learned from their own crit, but from those of the other students. 
Along the walls of the classroom were what appeared to be narrow shelves for blackboard 
erasers, but these were for students to place their work on. These "crit rails" were filled with 
the first assignment. I noticed something right away. The non-photography student's 
assignments were beautiful, and far more intricately done than those of the photographers. 

Of those done by photographers, mine was the only one that looked as if a car had run over 
it. I knew I was in for trouble. Eliot just wasn't cut out for college, not even one that taught 
photography. 

Morris spent the entire day discussing the student's work. This first crit was to show us 
what a critique was. He occasionally would take a small ruler out of his coat pocket and 
measure to see if a particular work met the requirements as to the placement of the 
quadrants. Everyone seemed to be within Morris' tolerance. Well, almost everyone. When he 
got to mine in the early afternoon he took a very brief look, turned the art over to see the 
student's name on the back, and said, "Mr. Roth, this work does not meet the requirements of 
the assignment." That was it. That was my entire crit. I was thankful. My work was so bad, I 
had been living in dread of what he would say about it. I was getting off easy. I didn't meet 
the requirements, and so there was no use in continuing the crit. A number of students gave 
me knowing glances. I felt as I did when Mr. Flanders asked me the French word for quarter, 
and I didn't know it, and the class looked at me and knew that I was really stupid. 

2/12/64-Age 20 

All 26 photo majors were in a classroom, for a "let's get to know each other" meeting. 
The teacher, a Japanese American named Bob, asked each of us to tell something about 
ourselves and talk a little about what we wanted to do in the future. When it was my time, I 
told the group that, among other things, I wanted to be the first person to do something. I 
didn't think that this was to weird to say, but the others thought it was funny. Some laughed, 
and some gave each other what can best be described as knowing glances. I still don't know 
why wanting to be the first, to be unique, is so weird. 

My photography classes were going better than the design class. I was, however, 
running into difficulty with the current assignment, which was to shoot a white cup on a white 
saucer on a white background, and make a black and white print that didn't look like a white 
piece of paper. It was supposed to look like a white cup on a white saucer on a white 
background. Most of the students got it right by the third try. Each try took a few hours, since 
the set had to be constructed, the light readings made, the film exposed, developed and 
dried, and then a perfect print made. I was on my seventh try and getting nowhere. I was 
coming to the conclusion that I wasn't cut out for photography. 

The lab instructor, Bob, let me struggle without comment. After my seventh failure he 
decided that the problem had to be with my equipment. He took me and my large view 
camera, which I bought used, into a darkroom and shined a flashlight inside the bellows, and 
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showed me light coming through small holes that weren't supposed to be there. He told me 
that light coming through them had fogged my film, which was why my pictures didn't look 
right. He said I'd have to buy another bellows. I didn't have a car, and a bellows for my 
camera wasn't something the student store would carry, so I asked Perry, a guy in my class, 
who was from Canada, if he would give me a ride to a camera store. He did. Perry was about 
my age, and looked like a farm kid who was in the big city for the first time. I thought he 
should have some straw in his hair. He said he was from a small town which was 50 miles 
from nowhere, and that his father was a veterinarian. He wasn't like anyone I had ever met. 
Physically, he was normal enough, a big good looking babyfaced guy, but he talked and 
moved sooooo slow. He wouldn't survive an hour in New York. 

After buying a replacement bellows, we noticed a hot dog stand and decided to get 
something for lunch. There were three lines with people waiting their turn. Perry got on the 
end of one of the lines. I walked up to the front, got a chili dog with sauerkraut, onions, and 
mustard, and walked back to talk to Perry. I didn't understand why he was waiting in line. I 
noticed that the other people, as well as Perry, were looking at me funny, but I didn't care. 
After I finished my chili dog, I went up to the counter and got another, and then I went back 
and continued to talk to Perry. Then it struck me that the other people thought I was rude. I 
was supposed to wait in line for my turn. Los Angeles was sure a funny place, I thought. If I 
waited in line for food in New York, I'd starve to death. I had been making a conscious effort 
not to talk as if I had marbles in my mouth, and I now discovered that I would have to learn 
how things were done here if I wanted to fit in. 

We returned to school. Bob put the bellows on my camera as I watched, and then I 
successfully completed the assignment on my next try. 

There was a small eight unit apartment house about three blocks from my apartment. It 
had been taken over by Pro Arts Students. I walked past the apartments on the way to school, 
and started to get to know the students who lived there. None were photographers, and all 
were in their third to fifth trimester. Every night, after the students had finished the work that 
was due the next day, they would converge on one of the apartments and have a party. They 
would drink and bullshit from about midnight until morning. Then they'd go to school, and at 
four o'clock go home and get some sleep. They'd get up around nine, finish the work they had 
started the week before in their drawing classes, and then go to the designated apartment 
and start drinking. 

Pro Arts students who lived elsewhere also arrived at various times, some as late as 
three or four in the morning. I started to go to these parties. I would have an occasional drink, 
but always stayed sober. The other guys acted like normal college students. They got drunk 
on the cheapest beer and wine they could find. Among this group were the Kinderman twins, 
Fred and Don. They were tall, lanky, red headed identical twins, which didn't help my problem 
of recognizing people and remembering their names. They were considered superior 
students, and were in their fifth trimester. What I found most interesting about them was the 
way they treated each other. They would get drunk on alternate nights. If it was Don's turn, 
Fred would stay sober to try to keep Don out of trouble. It sounds nice and caring, but if Fred 
was sober, he would beat Don up when they went home for an hour's sleep before class. And 
when it was Fred's turn to get drunk, Don would watch out for Fred, until he got Fred home, 
where he would beat Fred up. Tonight, as Don was being half carried off by Fred, he cried 
out, "Please, don't let him beat me up. He's going to beat me up." Fred just smiled and the 
remaining guys went back to drinking. 
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3/23/64-Age 20 

Today I broke the cardinal rule. I missed an assignment in Morris' class. It wasn't that I 
was unprepared. I had started working on his assignment Friday afternoon. I worked straight 
through until about two o'clock Monday morning. I started and restarted the assignment about 
ten times. I didn't even go to any of the weekend parties. I only stopped to eat and to get a 
little sleep. I finally finished about two o'clock Monday morning, and lay down on the bed to 
get some sleep. When I woke it was 12:30 in the afternoon. I looked at the finished 
assignment and decided that it really wasn't all that good, and showing up late was as bad as 
not showing up at all, so I decided I'd worry about the situation later. I had some assignments 
for my photo classes to do, and so shifted my attention to them. I was out of film and had no 
car, and the nearest photo store was too far to walk. Buses were out of the question, since, in 
Los Angeles, they existed only on paper. I went to the school store. I slipped in the back way 
to avoid being seen by Morris' class, which was in the wing of the building near the main 
entrance. I was walking out of the store with my film when I heard Morris' voice say, "Hello Mr. 
Roth." I froze, looked up at him, mumbled hello, and started to walk away. He didn't say 
another word. He didn't have to. My fate was sealed. Missing an assignment was very 
serious, and cutting a class intentionally could get you expelled, and since my work was 
considered a joke in Morris' class, I knew I would be expelled because I had an 
unprofessional attitude and because I was the worse student in the school, and because I 
was inadequate in general, and that I would be going back to New York, a failure, just like dad 
told me I was. I still had about eight weeks left until the end of the trimester, and thought I'd 
stick it out until they gave me the official heave-ho. 

4/3/64-Age 20 

One of the guys in the party apartment house moved in with another guy to save 
money, which left an apartment open. I took it. Since the rent was the same as what I was 
paying for my place, the new apartment was bigger and had more furniture, and the other 
units were filled with Pro Arts students, it seemed like the thing to do. 

I had been in the apartment for a few days. It was evening and I was working on a 
Morris project when the door flew open and a guy dressed in an Easter Bunny suit started 
hopping all over the place. He hopped up onto the couch, and then onto chairs, and then into 
the bedroom and onto the bed, and then back into the living room. I stood there with my 
mouth open. My New York instinct was to grab something heavy and kill him, since he was 
obviously deranged. But I just stood there. Frozen. Watching. He finally hopped outside. I 
closed and bolted the door. 

4/4/64-Age 20 

This week I had my assignment for Morris' class finished, and I had bought a second 
alarm clock to make sure that I didn't oversleep again. I put my assignment up on the crit rail 
and took a seat. Morris got to my work at eleven o'clock. He didn't have to look at the back to 
see whose work it was. "Mr. Roth, at first I wasn't going to crit this work. As you remember, 
this assignment was to do a symmetrical design. You have spilled some ink on the upper left 
hand corner of the work, which makes it asymmetrical. However, after closer inspection, I 
noticed that you have a thumbprint on the lower right hand corner, which does make this 
piece symmetrical, and so I will crit it." The class broke into an uproar of laughter. I didn't 
know whether to laugh or cry. I wanted to do both simultaneously. Mr. Morris proceeded to 
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give my work valid criticism, which meant that he verbally ripped it to shreds. 

This was a replay of high school. I was being pegged as a member of the lower caste. I 
knew I wasn't long for school. I hurt inside. I felt like such a fucking failure. But unlike my time 
in high school and the City College of New York, I did study, and worked hard, and tried to do 
my best with the assignments. I just wasn't very neat, nor precise, and no matter how hard I 
tried, my work for Morris' class looked awful. My assignments for my photo classes were 
better, but I always managed to fuck them up at the last step of the process. When I mounted 
the print onto stiff mount board, it was always off center, or got wrinkled, or I got a thumbprint 
on it, or some other catastrophe happened. God, it is so depressing. 

4/8/64-Age 20 

One of the entering photography students was named Phil Pizario. He was about my 
age, and had finely chiseled features. He looked a bit effeminate. He also had that bitchy 
sense of humor that I associated with fags. For example, he liked to play a game with one of 
the photography teachers. At the beginning of each Tuesday class in basic photographic 
design, the instructor, Mr. Pans, would call the roll. When he got to Phil's name, he would say 
Pizario. Phil would correct him. "It's Pe ZZa i o". Mr. Pans would make some marks on the roll 
sheet to help him pronounce Phil's name. The next week Mr. Pans would call out, "Phil Pe 
ZZa i o," and Phil would say, "It's Pe ss arrr o". Mr. Pans would make some changes to the roll 
sheet, and go on to the next name. Phil kept alternating the pronouncement of his name, and 
Mr. Pans tried, without success, to pronounce it correctly. 

I was talking to Phil today, and he let me know that he liked sadomasochism. He told 
me that he bought magazines on the subject of bondage, and spanking, and humiliation, and 
that he had gotten a mail box at UCLA, near where he lived. He said he could use the box 
number as the return address when he wrote to people who placed ads in these magazines, 
and no one would be able to find out who he was, or where he lived, unless he wanted them 
to know. I got turned on by the thought of these magazines, and possibly meeting girls who 
liked spanking and similar types of sex. I decided to get myself some porno magazines. If 
nothing else, they would come in handy for masturbation, because I hadn't gotten laid since I 
started Pro Arts. 

Sex for Pro Arts students was almost nonexistent. The work load was too great to allow 
for meeting and dating, and the girls at Pro Arts were as busy as the guys. Married students 
didn't fare much better. I was told that the divorce rate for married students was around 75 
percent, and I believed it. The philosophy of Pro Arts was to break the students by giving 
them more work than it was possible to do. Students either had to figure out how to get it 
done, one way or another, or drop out from exhaustion or frustration, or get booted out, as I 
was about to have happen to me. The few who got all the way through would be highly 
professional, which helped maintain the high esteem the college was held in by various 
industries and businesses. I was told that the dropout/bootout rate in photography was about 
80 percent, which meant that out of the 26 entering students, only about five would graduate. 
After only a few short months, I had little doubt that this number was correct. 

For the time being, I was still in school, and until they booted me out, I intended to 
learn all I could. I really liked making pictures. I wanted to learn everything. I also pretended 
that I wouldn't get the boot. It made me feel better. If I didn't get expelled, then I had to 
prepare for the next trimester. I needed a car. I had to ask students to give me rides to various 
photo stores, and it was getting difficult to do assignments, since I had trouble getting around 
town. Next trimester I was scheduled for an architectural photography class, for which a car 
was a necessity. Besides, I needed a car so I could find a dirty book store and get some 
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spanking and bondage magazines. 

I called home and told Mother about needing a car. She said we were poor and it was 
all she could do to send the $200 a month I was getting to live on, and she didn't know how 
she was going to pay next trimester's tuition. But she would see what she could do. 

5/3/64-Age 20 

Before I discovered girls I lifted weights every day. After I discovered girls, I had better 
things to do. Now my body was in terrible shape: I looked normal. I was still on the short side, 
although I had grown to 5'5". My appearance was on the disheveled side. I had logged 
enough time with Dr. Leiberman to realize that I was making an anti-fashion, and hence anti¬ 
parent statement. I was low fashion. My clothes were stained with photo chemicals, went 
unwashed for long periods of time, were never pressed, and were of no known style. I was 
like the character Pig Pen in Peanuts. I could take a shower for fifteen minutes, use an entire 
bar of soap, and then dry myself off with a clean white towel, which would be dirty when I 
finished. 

This "state of being" may explain my problem with Morris' class, and why I did what I 
did. I worked very hard trying to do the assignments, but no matter how much time I put in, 
the assignment turned out to be a disaster. I held no grudge against Mr. Morris. His crits of my 
work were fair. But going to his class and being ridiculed by my class mates was more than I 
could bare. I was a laughing stock. 

The assignment that was due was very different from the previous ones. We were to 
make a number of freehand, very rapid "nonobjective paintings," using a prescribed color 
pallet. I had put off doing this assignment, mostly out of a depression that emerged whenever 
I thought of the class. I didn't know what I was going to do to meet the deadline, although I 
was determined to meet it. But I just couldn't start the work. Then inspiration struck. I placed 
the assigned colors on a number of different trays used by watercolor painters to mix colors. I 
then drew the rectangular border required by the assignment on ten different sheets of 
illustration board. At about three in the morning the students downstairs were pretty drunk, 
and so the time was right. I took the trays, illustration boards and some brushes downstairs 
and asked the guys to do the assignment. My life flashed in front of my eyes when they 
refused. This was not because they didn't want to help me cheat, but because they had been 
painting their own assignments, and didn't want to touch a brush. They were too drunk for me 
to negotiate with. I left the trays, brushes and boards on the kitchen table, and had a drink. I 
thought that I would either miss another assignment, or I would do something at the last 
moment and have the class laugh at me. 

But artists can't resist paint and brushes. Soon Don, one of the Kinderman twins, got 
up and said, "What's the assignment?" and I said, "Do a nonobjective painting." Don mixed up 
some of the paint into a hue he liked, closed his eyes as if meditating, and then attacked the 
board. This got his brother Fred interested, and he joined in. Then the others started to weave 
their way to the painting supplies, and started making nonobjective paintings. I started 
collecting the work, actually grabbing them from the painter's hands, because I was afraid 
they would get too carried away and mess them up. Some of the guys complained that they 
weren't finished, but I diverted their attention to the beer that was on the table, and they soon 
lost interest in finishing the paintings. I took the paintings upstairs for safe keeping. 

5/4/64-Age 20 

My only reason for cheating was to avoid being laughed at. Morris no longer gave the 
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crits. He would call on students to get up and crit another student's work. This was important, 
since we had to learn to evaluate designs, and not rely on Morris to be with us forever. These 
"student crits" became very interesting when Morris would call on a student to give a crit of his 
roommate's work. The student doing the crit was being graded on how he evaluated the 
design, and so he couldn't pull punches. Sometimes it turned out that a student had to say 
that his roommates work, which he watched being made throughout the night, was a disaster. 
This caused some conflict among students, but nobody got violent. When it was time for my 
work to be evaluated, Morris called on Ted, one of the "golden boys" from the product design 
department. His work was always intricate, often involving a few hundred minute pieces of 
paper that he had painted different colors, and immaculately pasted onto the illustration board 
to meet the specs of the assignment. Ted gave me a mediocre crit. He couldn't find anything 
wrong with the work, but he couldn't find anything right with it either. God had been good. 
Nobody laughed at me. Later, Morris called on me to give a crit of another student's work, and 
I did an adequate job, pointing out where it met the requirements of the assignment, and 
where it didn't, as well as discussing the work on an a purely aesthetic level. 

The crits were over early, and Morris dismissed class. As I was gathering up my 
material Morris appeared, as if by magic, by my side. "Mr. Roth," he said, "I would like to have 
a word with you." I was beginning to think that God wasn't going to be good to me after all. 

"Mr. Roth, I want to start off by saying that I am making the assumption that you did this 
work." I froze. I did not move a muscle. I didn't murmur "yes" or "no" or anything. I was being 
confronted by a super authority figure, with at least as much power over my life as my dad, 
and I wanted to scream out, "Okay, you've got me, I confess, I cheated!" but I just stood 
perfectly still. 

Mr. Morris started talking to me. Mr. Morris had different levels of speech that he would 
use with different categories of student. For the best students, like Ted, Mr. Morris spoke as if 
he was speaking to a college student. To the photography students, he spoke as if he were 
speaking to high school students. To me, Mr. Morris spoke as if he was speaking to a child. 

But not now. Mr. Morris was speaking to me as if I were almost his peer. He was speaking to 
me on a level that was well above that which he reserved for the best students. He asked me 
if I knew what was wrong with this class. "No," I managed to spit out. "They are dull. Dull! I 
have never had such a dull class." His tone of voice changed, and he said, "Do you know why 
you got a mediocre crit today?" "No," I managed to croak. "Because the class is mediocre, 
and wouldn't know anything good if it bit them." 

He went on to point out the obvious, which was not obvious to me or anyone else in the 
class. All the assignments could be done by using only two or three design elements. For 
example, a student may have had to paint a piece of paper yellow, and cut out a triangle, 
paint another piece blue, and cut out a square, and paint a third green, and cut out a circle. 
With these three elements pasted down on the illustration board, that part of the assignment 
was completed. But the class, led by the virtuoso abilities of the product design students, 
would paint hundreds of pieces of paper, and cut out hundreds of triangles and squares and 
circles, and arrange these hundreds of elements, as a mosaic, onto the illustration board. Mr. 
Morris had hoped that the class would come to the conclusion that what was important was 
getting the job done according to specs in the easiest way possible. He told me that I would 
get paid no more for working forty hours than I would for working one hour. The only important 
thing was whether the client was happy. And if the job met specifications, then, for the 
purposes of this class, the client, Mr. Morris, would be happy. But the students wanted to 
impress Mr. Morris with their ability to work their little fingers into nubs. Now I understood that 
sly smirk Mr. Morris usually had as he stood in class. He thought that we were all idiots, and 
the only difference between me and the rest was that I was also inept. Mr. Morris finished 
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sharing with me, and left the classroom. I remained frozen in place for a while. After a minute I 
realized that I had started breathing again. 

5/5/64-Age 20 

Mother called and said that she had managed to scrape up some money to have my 
car shipped to me by train. I had left it at my Uncle Jacks, and he took it to the railroad freight 
office. She said that the railroad company would call when it arrived in Los Angeles. They 
called yesterday and I got a lift to the downtown Los Angeles area today and picked it up. I 
had two things to do. I had to stop off at the auto club and see about insurance. I also had to 
stop by a dirty book store. There were plenty of them downtown, so I made that my first stop. I 
found one without any trouble and went inside and had a look around. They had the usual 
array of girly and nudist magazines, and also a section of S&M magazines and books. I 
looked through the magazines, since I wanted pictures showing bondage and spanking and 
activities like that. I found a publication called Esoteria, which looked like it would do well for 
jerking off, paid $2 for it and left. Then I went to the auto club and got insurance. I had come 
to Los Angeles with $500 and Mother had been sending $200 a month. I tried to save as 
much of the $500 as possible, but I didn't have much left. Camera equipment was expensive, 
and there seemed to be constant unexpected expenses, such as the need to get a new 
bellows. But there was enough for the first month's car insurance installment. 

5/7/64-Age 20 

The S&M magazine was a heavy turn-on. I knew that there were other people who 
were interested in spanking and such, but I didn't really know that there was a whole 
underground subculture involved with it. There were companies that sold whips and chains 
and handcuffs and enemas with large nozzles and large dildoes and blindfolds and rubber 
and leather fetish clothing, all by mail. It made me feel less isolated knowing that there was a 
subculture that included my interests, even though I wasn't quite sure what my interests were. 

I got turned on watching George humiliate, spank and boss Dena around, but I didn't get 
turned on when Pam asked me to spank her. I didn't think that I was a voyeur, that is, I 
wanted to be involved in these things, but there was something either stopping me, or 
something that was lacking with Pam. I was confused on this issue. Regardless, I came three 
times last night looking at the pictures in the magazine. 

5/11/64-Age 20 

Going into Morris' class was unsettling. I didn't know what to expect. I was afraid he 
was going to talk to me and bring up last week's assignment again. This week's assignment 
was similar to the earlier ones in that it called for geometric designs. Instead of having 
students crit other students work, Morris was having students crit their own work. This was 
really difficult. You had to be very honest. If you said it was great when it wasn't, Morris would 
mark you down. And if you couldn't say anything good about it, when there were obviously 
good things to say, Morris would mark you down. 

I watched with some interest as Ted and the other golden students critiqued their own 
work. I knew that Morris felt that they were going in the wrong direction, that they were 
making their lives needlessly difficult for themselves, and I listened to their self crits and 
realized that they had no idea how far off the mark they really were. They were trying to 
impress Morris with their design and manual dexterity skills, but they weren't impressing him 
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with their reasoning skills. 

My self crit was easy. I pointed out the errant fingerprints and marks from the rubber 
cement that stained the painted surface of the cut out paper, and I also pointed out that the 
design, which I did keep simple, met the specs as given by Morris. The class was non¬ 
committal. They still had me pegged as a loser. 

5/17/64-Age 20 

The trimester ended and school was on a two week break. I found out the grades 
wouldn't be available until the second week of school, so I assumed that I wouldn't be kicked 
out immediately. Besides, maybe Morris would take mercy on me for the one good 
assignment I completed, with a little help from my friends, and not flunk me out. 

I had met an illustration student named Carl, who I got along with, and he invited me 
over to his place for dinner. I went tonight. Carl wasn't like the other students I knew. He was 
about 26, and he was married and had an infant son, Austin. Carl lived in an apartment, but it 
was furnished like a normal home, and not like a typical student's pad. His wife, Tina, who 
was about his age, stayed home to take care of Austin. The thing that stood out about my visit 
was that when Carl and I sat down on his couch, he put his feet up on the coffee table. I had 
never seen someone in a "normal" home do that. If I put my feet up on one of our coffee 
tables at home, or at Esther's, the world would have come to an end. I always had the feeling 
that I existed to serve the furniture, and not the other way around. I had to be careful how I 
sat, where I flicked my cigarette ashes, and where I put my glass down. Carl was the first 
person to treat furniture as if it existed to meet his needs, and not the other way around. It 
was liberating, in a way. Carl was also the first person I knew who smoked grass. 

5/19/64-Age 20 

I received a letter from Pat today. Well, not a letter, but a wedding announcement. I 
was taken back by it, but then realized that she was an adult, and I shouldn't be surprised that 
she had found someone she wanted to marry. I sent back a simple letter of congratulations. 

6/10/64-Age 21 

All the students at Pro Arts, with one notable exception, were neat and well groomed to 
the point of being squeaky clean. Their parents would have been proud of them. Pro Arts 
demanded the well-groomed look because tuition paid only a small part of the school's yearly 
expenses. The bulk of the money came from major corporations, most notably the big three 
auto makers. The administration lived in fear that someone from General Motors would show 
up and see a hippy, or just as bad, a girl wearing pants. The administration of Pro Arts 
reminded me of the poor relative fawning over the rich relatives. It was, to my way of thinking, 
just a bit disgusting. 

The fledgling hippy counterculture put fear in the heart of the administration, which 
became vigilant, looking for "trouble makers" and weeding them out when found. A trouble 
maker was not necessarily someone who looked different, but more to the point, someone 
who dared to raise political issues on campus, or who was too independent. This required that 
students walk a very fine line. On the one hand, they had to be creative or they wouldn't last, 
and on the other, they couldn't be too creative, or they would be viewed as someone with 
radical ideas. This, in the view of the administration, meant that he, or she, wouldn't be able to 
work well with others, and wouldn't be a team player. General Motors, and most of the other 
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major contributors, wanted team players. It wasn't that I didn't fit in, just that I wasn't the 
school's poster boy. I wasn't into politics, but I wasn't a team player, either. Since I knew I was 
going to get booted soon, none of this mattered very much to me. 

The grades came out today and were posted on bulletin boards around the school. I 
approached one with a feeling of impending doom. The only thing that gave me any hope was 
that I hadn't already been called in to Martha Carper's office and told to clear out. There was a 
group of students crowding around a bulletin board, and some of them were photo students. 
One, having seen his grades, turned and bumped into me as he left. He paused and just 
stared at me for a second, then started walking, shaking his head from side to side. I knew it 
was all over. I got up to the board and found my grades, which were arranged by class, and 
not by the student's name. This meant that I had to look at a lot of different places to gather all 
of them. I found my photo grades, and gotten B's in all. This seemed reasonable, since I 
wasn't particularly outstanding. I finally found Morris' course, and scanned the alphabetical 
listing for the R's. He gave me a B. I had been told that he never gave a photo student a 
grade higher than a C. I was in a state of shock. I looked at the names of the other photo 
students, all of whom were better in his class than I, and they all had C's. I then looked 
through the other grades. There were no A's. Ted, the star of the class, got a B. I walked away 
dazed. True, I cheated, but I only did it to avoid being laughed at. I thought that I would still 
flunk because I had missed an assignment, which really was a very big no no. Now I 
understood the look the photo student gave me a few minutes earlier. He wanted to know how 
I got a B. He, and the rest of the class, didn't think that anything I did was particularly good, 
not even the paintings I had gotten others to do for me. I think he thought I had slept with 
Morris. If I were a girl, I know that's what everyone would have thought. 

I went out to the patio, which was the open area in the center of the building. I took a 
certain amount of razzing from the kids, and a bit of real hostility from some of the product 
design students who got C's. But I took it all as best as I could. I already found myself being 
tolerated, but not well liked. Part of this may have been the other photo students' desire to 
distance themselves from the one they could identify as being inadequate, and part was due 
to my disinterest in many of the normal things the other students were into, such as music. I 
just didn't fit in. I thought that even if I did become good friends with my peers, sooner or later 
they would turn on me, for no particular reason, and I'd find myself ostracized. So, I decided 
to keep a distance between my classmates and myself. We all spoke to each other, but I 
didn't socialize with them, at least not much. I had made friends with advertising and 
illustration students, and always had people to talk with. I just didn't have any close friends. 

6/29/64-Age 21 

I was sitting in the patio, waiting for some film to dry before making prints, when Ray 
Chen came and sat with me. Ray was a super scrubbed Chinese American, who was as 
straight as could be. He was a year younger than me, handsome in a boyish sort of way, and 
always cheerful. He had a heart to heart talk with me. Ray said that I should try harder to get 
along with the other photo students. He said that if I was better liked, I'd be happier. I told him 
I didn't particularly care if I was well liked or not. He couldn't understand that. "Everyone," he 
said, "wants to be liked. Come on, Eliot, you want to be liked, don't you?" I told him that I 
really didn't care if I was liked or not. He just looked at me, and smiled, and then said, "Well, I 
like you," and he got up and went on his way. The truth was that I did want to be liked, but I 
was out of step with everyone I knew, and I didn't trust people very much. I knew, if I was well 
liked, that someday everyone would turn on me. Why get close and get hurt? I knew that 
keeping my distance was the safest thing to do. Besides, I didn't know how to relate to the 
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other students. I was socially inept. I was an outcaste. I was Eliot. 

7/10/64-Age 21 

I was drying some film in the black and white lab when a pretty girl came in looking for 
Phil Pazario. She was a student in the illustration department. Just then Phil came out of one 
of the darkrooms. She blushed and subtly lowered her head and with downcast eyes, said 
hello. I looked at Phil. He smiled at me, and I smiled at him. We, and she, were apparently 
the only ones in the lab to know that a little sex scene was taking place. He had found 
himself a submissive, and she was, subtly and with a certain amount of tact, acknowledging in 
a public place that he owned her, body and soul. 

7/20/64-Age 21 

Mother called yesterday and told me that we were too poor to keep me in school. I told 
her that if she could support Maude, she could scrape up the money for me. She told me that 
she had been paying tuition on an installment plan, and wouldn't be able to make the 
payment due next week. She asked me to go and speak to someone at school about getting 
an extension. 

Today I had a friendly chat with Martha Carper. I told her that my parents were having 
temporary financial difficulties, and asked if it would be possible to get an extension for the 
coming payment. Martha looked at me with an expressionless face as I spoke, and then, with 
the same poker face, told me that if the money wasn't received on time, I shouldn't come back 
to class. Martha wasn't a very nice, nor tactful, person. I had no idea why she was chosen to 
be the school's counselor. I called Mother and told her I was going to be expelled if she didn't 
come up with the money. She said she'd see what she could do. 

7/22/64-Age 21 

Mother called and said that she had scraped up the money for tuition, but had decided 
that she couldn't continue to send $200 a month for me to live on. She would be sending only 
$150 from now on. My rent was $50 a month, and car insurance was $40. Photo supplies ran 
$55. This left $55 a month for food, from the $200 I was getting. If I kept to this budget, I'd be 
running a $5 deficit, and not eating, if I only got $150. No one at school had a part time job. 
The philosophy of Pro Arts was to give the student's too much work to do, and then let those 
who were clever enough to figure out a way to get the work done, survive, and those who 
couldn't, leave. Already four of the twenty-six students I entered with left. So getting a part 
time job to help supplement my allowance was out of the question. And I knew, from my own 
past work history, that working for someone tended to create emotional problems. I thought of 
an employer as a tyrant who was arbitrary and wanted to be mean to me. Or put another way, 
a normal adult. 

8/1 /64-Age 21 

My only choice, along with cutting back on food, was to find a cheaper apartment. Most 
of the students had roommates to help cut down on expenses. But I had difficulty being that 
close to someone. I thought I could live with a girl, but not with a guy. And I didn't know any 
girls who were looking for a male roommate. Today I moved into a dark and dumpy 
apartment, the kind with a pull down Murphy bed, complete with cockroaches. This was a 
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very far cry from the apartment I grew up in. I was depressed living like this, but I didn't see 
that I had much of a choice. The apartment cost about $20 less than the "party apartment" I 
moved from, but I still had to cut back a lot on food to make ends meet. 

8/7/64-Age 21 

I pulled into a gas station tonight and the hippy-freak who filled the car up noticed my 
Pro Arts parking sticker. He told me that he went to Charnards. I didn't know what Charnards 
was, and he had to explain that it was a fine arts college. He offered to take me to his place 
that night after work to see his sculptures. I thought he was trying to pick me up. I told him I 
had some pictures to take, which happened to be the truth, and I gave him the peace sign as I 
drove off. 

8/15/64-Age 21 

I found myself with nothing much to do tonight, and decided to go over to the gas 
station and take the guy up on his offer to show me his work. Naturally, I had forgotten his 
name as soon as he told it to me. I pulled into the Texaco gas station where he worked, and 
he came over to the car with a big grin on his face. He was wearing a Texaco uniform, with 
the name Doug printed on it. I took a chance that it was his name. Doug was built like a string 
bean. He was about 6'2" and maybe weighted 150 pounds. He had a scraggly beard, and 
very wild eyes. I remembered the advertisement on the old Milton Berle television show that 
went, "Trust your car to the man who wears the star, the big red Texaco star." I knew that I 
had to take a picture of this freak in his uniform. 

I told Doug that I had a free night, and was his offer still open. He said that he would be 
off at ten, and I could follow him home. I had an hour to kill, so I went to a dirty book store in 
the neighborhood, and I got turned on looking at pictures in magazines of tied up women. 
Then I returned to the station, where Doug was just finishing his shift, and followed him home. 

He lived in a seedy apartment house. He said that his girlfriend was at school. This cut 
down on my anxiety that he had designs on me. He showed me sculptures he had made 
which were stored in a second bedroom, which he used as a studio, although he said he did 
most of his work at Charnards. I really didn't understand the sculptures. They were wooden, 
and seemed to be snake-like, and were strewn across the floor in no understandable order. I 
knew enough to know that he wanted me to say something positive, but I really didn't know 
what to say. Pro Arts' rules for design had never touched on wooden snake-like sculptures. I 
told him that I had never seen anything like them in my life, which he interpreted as a positive 
statement. He asked if I wanted to go downstairs and visit with one of his friends, a painting 
student from Charnards. "Sure," I said. 

Doug took me downstairs and knocked on a door. Awhile went by and then the door 
opened. I was introduced to Jay. Jay was about 6' tall, and made Doug look fat. Jay must 
have weighed 110 pounds. Jay had paintings on paper all over the walls of his apartment. He 
took me into his spare bedroom and showed me his sculptures. They consisted of a heap of 
gourds. About 50 of them, some painted solid colors, some painted with designs, some 
unpainted. The gourds lay in a pile on the floor. I was getting the idea that Charnard's was 
very into putting things in heaps on the floor. I told Jay that I had never seen anything like 
them before. He took that as a complement. 

We sat down at the kitchen table and Jay took out a box filled with marijuana. He rolled 
a joint, lit it, and then took a long drag. He passed it to me. I declined, telling him I didn't 
smoke grass, and I passed it to Doug, who did. Neither of them made me feel uncomfortable 
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about not smoking. I think their attitude was that there would be more for them if I didn't 
smoke. 

I noticed a stabbing pain in my left leg. I looked under the table and saw that I was 
being attacked by a black cat. I wanted to kick it, but I didn't think that would be cool. I just sat 
there and let the cat use my leg as a scratching post. 

Soon other people started arriving. It turned out that this was a "party apartment" for 
Charnard's students. I met a lot of freaks, some of whom were girls. Girls almost never 
showed up at Pro Arts' party apartments. It may have been the work load, or maybe Pro Arts 
girls were too professional/goody-twoshoes to venture out at night. I met Doug's girlfriend, 
Trisha, who was working on her Ph.D in Art History at UCLA. And Jay's girlfriend, Meg, who 
was a topless dancer, although she had small tits. The gathering was very different from those 
of the Pro Arts students. These people weren't getting drunk, and weren't horseplaying with 
each other. They were just getting stoned and talking. After a while I said I had to go. They 
said it was nice meeting me and went back to enjoying their dope. I went to the dump I was 
calling home and went to sleep, after jerking off a few times thinking about the porn I had 
looked at earlier in the evening. 

9/16/64-Age 21 

I was at a Pro Arts party apartment tonight and met a guy who seemed to know me 
fairly well, but who I couldn't place. This wasn't too unusual, except he seemed to know more 
about me than someone I only met casually, and people I met a few times I usually was able 
to remember, if only vaguely. He said he went to Pro Arts and was in the product design 
department, but he was a few trimesters ahead of me, so we weren't in Morris' class together. 

I told him I didn't think I ever saw him at school, and he said that he was rarely there. He had 
worked as a draftsman for some major companies, and had a drawing setup at home that he 
felt was far superior to the drawing facilities at Pro Arts, so he did a lot of his work at home. I 
asked him how the instructors liked that, and he said they didn't. I asked him how he knew 
about me if we didn't know each other from school. He said he was up at my apartment, 
hopping around in an Easter bunny suit. I laughed and told him that he was lucky he was still 
alive. 

10/14/64-Age 21 

I had been seeing Doug and Jay on a semi regular basis. They were more interesting 
than the students at Pro Arts. Their conversations were mostly drug induced, because they 
always seemed to be taking something. Grass was a staple. They also seemed to have plenty 
of hash, hash oil, and ti-sticks. They would smoke grass or hash constantly, as if they were 
smoking cigarettes. At night they would take acid, mescaline, DMT, peyote or organic 
psilocybin mushrooms. These hallucinogens would be taken on an alternating basis, trying to 
avoid using the same drugs within three days. They always offered me what they had, and 
occasionally I'd take a hit of grass, but nothing else. They asked why I didn't do drugs, and 
suggested that it might give me visions that might be useful in photography. I told them how I 
honestly felt. I said I was borderline crazy and I didn't need to take anything that might push 
me over the edge. They didn't push. So I spent much of my free time watching five or ten 
freak artists hallucinate. Sometimes they'd say that they didn't want anyone who wasn't high 
around, since it brought them down, but this was rare, and when they did let me know I wasn't 
welcome, I'd find a Pro Arts apartment party to attend. 
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11/I/64-Age 21 

I gave up the apartment because I just didn't have the money for the rent. I decided 
that I'd live in the car if I had to. 

11/20/64-Age 21 

It seemed Martha Carper had some pets. She invited some over to her house for 
Thanksgiving dinner. Ted, the superstar in Morris' class was one of them. Ted was one of 
those slimy phony types, sort of like Eddie Haskel in the Leave it to Beaver television series. A 
real suck ass. He made me want to vomit. 

11/28/64-Age 21 

I had been sleeping in my car, and occasionally on the floor of someone's apartment, 
and getting along well enough, although it wasn't all that much fun. The biggest problem was 
finding a shower, which was a problem because my friends, for some reason, didn't 
particularly like me dropping over and using theirs. A friend of Jay and Meg's moved in with 
her boyfriend, and still had two weeks paid left on her apartment. She said I was welcome to 
have the place, and she gave me the key. It turned out that she had shut off the electricity, 
and there was no hot water or heat. But it was a little better than sleeping in the car, so I 
stayed. 

Tonight I went to a Charnard's party and met a girl named Stephanie. She was not like 
the girls I had been meeting, because she was not an artist or art student. She worked in a 
bank and seemed like a regular type girl. She gave me her number. I didn't have enough 
money to take her out, but I enjoyed talking to her. 

12/2/64-Age 21 

Ray Chen, my classmate who had been worried about my attitude toward the other 
photo students, showed me some photographs he shot of an old man. Ray was walking 
around town looking for interesting pictures to take, and spotted this man sitting in front of a 
store. Ray asked if he could take some pictures, and the man said okay. They started talking 
and Ray found the man, whose name was Vito, interesting. The pictures were all well made, 
which didn't surprise me since Ray was a good photographer, but besides that I didn't see 
anything of interest in them. The old man was about seventy, and dressed like someone who 
had seen better days. Ray said he was going to stop by and give the man some prints. 

12/18/64-Age 21 

School was on Winter break, and most of the students were going home. I had a few 
offers of places to stay, so at least I wouldn't be sleeping in my car during Christmas. My 
parents hadn't offered to send plane fair for a trip home. I was a bit homesick, but not for 
them. For New York. Los Angeles seemed to be a small town compared to New York. I 
missed the excitement and energy I felt just walking down a New York street. I had plenty of 
people to talk to here, but no really close friends. I had diversity. I could talk photography with 
the photo students, or go to an apartment party almost any night of the week and watch a 
group of guys get drunk and maybe even see Don beat up Fred, or Fred beat up Don, or I 
could go and watch a group of hippie freaks take drugs. But I felt like an outsider no matter 
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which group I was with. And no matter which group I was with, I was in Los Angeles, a sleepy 
little city, and not New York, the big apple. 

1/20/65-Age 21 

I had completed a year at Pro Arts. Of the twenty-six students I entered with, only 
fourteen remained. 

1/25/65-Age 21 

I had a terrible toothache. I didn't have enough money to go to a dentist, so I was just 
suffering through it. I went over to Sabrina's apartment. She was an advertising illustration 
major at Pro Arts. She was the closest thing to a female hippy at the school. She was, 
actually, super hip, but did a good job of hiding that fact from the administration. She wasn't 
beautiful, but there was something about her that made her unique and seem beautiful. She 
was a little taller than me, had dirty blond hair, was about 15 pounds overweight, and had 
huge eyes and lips. I sometimes dropped over to Sabrina's just to talk. Just being around her 
always made me feel better. Sometimes I shot pictures of her, or her friends. She always 
seemed to have a group of people around her. 

A neighbor of hers, whom I had met but didn't really know, was over. He asked me 
what was wrong, and I told him that I had a tooth ache. He said he had a great pain killer at 
his place, and started to go get it. I was in pain, but I didn't need any street drugs. I didn't 
know what was in street drugs, which was another reason, besides feeling borderline crazy, I 
didn't take drugs when they were offered by my hippy friends. He understood my concern 
without having to have it spelled out. He said, "Like, it's real good stuff, I got it right from a 
dentists office, it's the real thing." I said okay, and in a few minutes he returned with a small 
unopened bottle of pills. The label said they were samples and not for resale. I got the idea he 
had lifted the pills in the middle of the night, but I was in so much pain I decided to leave 
ethics out of it. In about fifteen minutes I was feeling just fine. He didn't ask for any money. He 
seemed genuinely pleased that he could help me. 

2/18/65-Age 21 

I called Stephanie and reintroduced myself. I told her I hadn't called sooner because I 
didn't have any money to take her out, but I liked talking to her and wondered if she'd mind 
my dropping over some time. She seemed happy to hear from me, and asked what I was 
doing tomorrow tonight. I said nothing, and she invited me over. 

2/19/65-Age 21 

I showed up at Stephanie's about seven. I apologized again for not having enough 
money to take her out. She said I shouldn't worry about that. She asked if there was anything 
in particular I wanted to do. I wanted to fuck, but I needed a shower even more. I told her I 
had been living mostly in my car, and what I'd really like was to take a shower. She showed 
me her bathroom, and told me to have fun. 

The warm water was great. I tried not to leave too much dirt on the towel as I dried. 
Instead of getting dressed I wrapped the towel around myself, and walked out of the 
bathroom. Stephanie had been reading and got up and smiled at me. I said, "There's one 
other thing I'd like to have, if it's all right with you," and I held my hand out toward her. She 
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giggled and came over to me. We kissed and then we went to the bedroom. I had never 
gotten a girl in bed as fast as this before. I think she may have been as horny as I was. Sex 
was fantastic for me. I hadn't been laid in l-don't-know-how-long. It wasn't great for Stephanie. 
She didn't cum. She said I shouldn't take it personally, because she never came. 

Stephanie asked me to stay the night, and since I didn't have a place to go to, I 
accepted. A warm bed in a heated apartment with a warm girl. It was heaven. We fucked 
again. 

2/28/65-Age 21 



Stephanie 


I was living with Stephanie. I liked her, but was nowhere near being in love with her. I 
think she felt the same way about me. She wasn't particularly good looking, although there 
was nothing really wrong with her. She was a little taller than me, about ten pounds 
overweight, had short brown hair, and a rather square face, but no real distinguishing 
features. She seemed lonely and insecure, and a little sad. She belonged to some religious 
cult, but she didn't try to get me involved in it. I enjoyed living with a girl, and I realized that 
she was protecting me from the world. Obviously, I wasn't doing a particularly good job being 
on my own. I was doing all right in school, but socially I was an outsider looking in, and 
financially I was a mess. She didn't ask me for any money, but I did contribute towards the 
food I ate. She didn't have a car, so I drove her to work, then I went to school, and I went out 
of my way to pick her up from work. It seemed the least I could do. 

I decided that I had been having enough fun coming, and it was time to see what I 
could do for Stephanie. After all, I had made Tanya cum. All it would take, I thought, was 
some time. So tonight I didn't just climb on top, but spent a long time rubbing and kissing her. 

I played with her pussy with my hand for a long time, but she didn't cum. She saw that I was 
disappointed and tried to reassure me that I wasn't at fault. 

I knew that I wasn't at fault, but I was still disappointed. It wasn't a bruised ego. I really 
wanted to make Stephanie feel good. Whether she knew it or not, she was protecting me, and 
she cared about me, and I wanted to do something nice for her. She lay in my arms, as 
content as she could be under the circumstances. I quietly asked her if she had any sexual 
fantasies. Without hesitation or apparent embarrassment, she said that she had a thing for 
her brother. She said that they had almost slept with each other a few years ago, but he got 
cold feet. I asked her if she tried fantasizing about him while we were fucking. She said she 
did, but she still couldn't cum. 

I got up and went to my suitcase and took out a porno book I had stashed there. It was 
the type of S&M book that had a number of different short stories. One had to do with a 
brother and sister having sex with each other. I asked her to get out of bed and come with me 
over to an easy chair in the living room. She didn't know what I was doing, but she complied. I 
told her to sit down, and to spread her legs so that each was on one of the arms of the chair. I 
knelt in front of her, opened the book to the chapter on incest, and handed it to her. I told 
Stephanie to just take her time and read the story. She looked at the cover of the book and 
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saw that it was S&M oriented, but she didn't say anything. I started eating her and she started 
reading. As I licked her puss, I heard her breathing get louder, but she had breathed heavily 
before without any big payoff. About five minutes went by, and she came. She just started to 
tremble, and shutter, and made a small cry, and stiffened. I kept eating her. She put her hands 
down onto the back of my head and held me for a few seconds, and then asked me to stop. 

I leaned back and she got off the chair and onto her knees and hugged me. She then 
said she had to call her shrink. I didn't know she was seeing one. She dialed his home 
number and excitedly told him she had an orgasm, but added that she had to read some 
pornography about a brother and sister fucking to have it. That didn't seem to matter to the 
shrink, who, as Stephanie told me afterwards, told her the important thing was that she came, 
and that they would talk about it during her next visit. 

We got back in bed. Stephanie looked warm and happy. I asked her if she had thought 
that she wasn't wired correctly, if she felt that there was something physically wrong with her 
that had prevented her from coming. She said yes, and asked me how I knew. I told her about 
having sex with Tanya, who believed that she wasn't put together correctly. I told Stephanie 
that now that she had cum, she knew that she was wired correctly, but she should understand 
that no one always cums, and so she shouldn't get upset if she didn't always make it. 

She hugged me and then asked me if I had S&M interests. With a little more reluctance 
than she had telling me about her interests, I told her yes, and no. She asked me to explain 
my answer, and I told her that I found the thought of S&M a turn on, but on the one 
opportunity I had to spank a girl, I had no interest. She thought about what I said for a while, 
and then said, "Maybe it's the situation?" I said I didn't understand. She said that I had no 
reason to want to spank Pam, and so wasn't turned on. But if there was a "scene," a scenario, 
a plot, a reason, then maybe I would have enjoyed spanking her. She pointed out that I got 
excited reading S&M pornography, and, from what she had just read about the S&M incest, 
there was a plot, of sorts. I did like the situations in the S&M porn I read. When I looked at 
pictures of tied up girls, I had to make up stories to make them more interesting. Like, she 
was my girlfriend who was being punished because she had been mean to me. I thought that 
I might not have been interested in spanking Pam because she hadn't been mean to me, and 
so there was no reason to want to hurt her. 

I said maybe having a scene was important, and then asked if she was up for fucking. 
She said she was a little tender, and then leaned over and started using her mouth on me. 

3/1/65-Age 21 

Tonight I picked Stephanie up at work and we went out for hamburgers, and then 
returned home. About nine o'clock she went into the bathroom, and she came out a little 
while later, nude, and crawling on her hands and knees toward me. I was intrigued. She knelt 
in front of me and with a slightly downcast face said, "Master, I beg your forgiveness. Last 
night I refused to honor your right to have sex with me the way you wished. I had no right to 
refuse, since I am your property. Please give me a hard spanking to teach me to be a better 
slave, or any other punishment you deem fit." 

My cock got extremely hard. Stephanie was returning the favor. She was setting a 
scene. She didn't have to, which made me appreciate her all the more. I knew well enough 
from reading S&M porn that I was expected to ad lib, to verbally assert my authority by telling 
Stephanie that she had been, indeed, very naughty and did deserve to be punished. 
Unfortunately, I wasn't very good at it. Taking roles, as I now saw S&M, took some skill. I was 
beginning to understand that S&M was more than a game. It was a very intricate play, in 
which the characters had an outline of their roles and motivations, and the remainder of the 
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action depended on the skill of the participants in role playing. 

After attempting to sound stern, and keenly aware of my aching hard-on, I told 
Stephanie that it was time for her punishment. I had been sitting in the easy chair we used 
when she had her climax, but its arms weren't suitable to administer an over the knee 
spanking. I got up and walked to the bed, and told Stephanie to crawl after me. She did. I sat 
on the bed and held out my hand and told her to kiss the hand that was going to punish her. 
She gave it a little peck with her lips. I became stern and raised my voice and told her that I 
said KISS it, and she pressed her lips against my hand as if in a passionate kiss. I enjoyed 
the authority I felt I had just gained, and tested it by telling Stephanie to lick my hand like a 
good little puppy. She did, with passion. 

I withdrew my hand and motioned for her to get over my lap. She crawled over my 
knees, until her bottom was directly over my lap. I told her to spread her legs, which she did. I 
enjoyed looking at her bottom and her pussy. I didn't start to spank, but instead I rubbed her 
for a while. I wanted to prolong the moment, and I was just a little reluctant to really hurt her. I 
realized that what I really was getting off on was her attitude, her docility, her recognition that I 
was the one in control, that I was the one who made the decisions and gave the orders, and 
that it was her role to docilely obey. Administering a spanking could be seen as a test of my 
new authority, but I didn't feel an overwhelming need to do it. However, I decided to continue 
the play, or psychodrama, and I started to spank her. I did not spank hard, and I looked at her 
face for signs that I was hurting her. I wanted to give a spanking that was just hard enough to 
be realistic, to fit into the play we were constructing, but I didn't want to really hurt her. After 
five or six swats Stephanie looked back at me and said, "Master, I feel that I deserve a much 
harder spanking than I am receiving. But if it pleases you to administer a light punishment, 
then I thank you for being lenient with me." Although Stephanie was having as much difficulty 
with her lines as I was, I realized that she was asking me to spank her harder. In the roles we 
had taken, she would have been out of character if she had just said, "Spank harder!" 

I started spanking harder, and kept watching her face for signs of distress. But instead 
of showing signs of pain, her face started to relax. I increased the force of the spanks, and a 
slight smile appeared on her face. I started spanking as hard as I could, and Stephanie began 
smiling broadly. I found this a little eerie. Then I remembered that I had seen the same 
expression, which was one of peace and contentment and even bliss, on Dena's face when 
George spanked her in the pool. The harder and longer I spanked, the more relaxed and 
happy Stephanie looked. Somehow, Stephanie and Dena were able to take what would be 
pain for someone else, and turn it directly into pleasure. I had no indication that she was 
saying to herself, "That hurts so good," but rather, "That feels so good." 

I felt that the spanking could go on forever, since Stephanie looked perfectly content to 
lay over my knees without protesting, or reaching back with her hands to stop me. I decided 
enough was enough. If anything, it was sadistic of me to stop, since she was getting so much 
pleasure from it. I rubbed her between her legs, and she squirmed with pleasure. She was 
very wet, and ready to fuck. I decided to test my new authority, or to be more accurate, I 
decided to take advantage of the situation that existed, and which I was unsure would ever 
exist again. I told Stephanie to crawl off my lap and kneel on the floor. She complied. I stood 
and then told her to crawl onto the bed and lie on her stomach. She complied. I told her that I 
was going to fuck her ass, which was something I had never done before, with her or anyone 
else. I tried to phrase it in the terms of our roles. I pointed out, as I rubbed her between her 
legs, that fucking her pussy would bring her too much pleasure, and so I would take her ass 
instead. I told her to thank me for my decision, and she did, with a good deal of believability. 
She told me that she was my property, and if I wanted to punish her by fucking her ass, she 
had no choice but to accept it, and to try to gain any pleasure she could from the situation. 
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I reached over to the dresser and opened the top drawer and took out a small jar of 
Vaseline, and rubbed some on my cock. I placed myself up against her opening, and started 
to gently press forward. I was just beginning to enter her bottom and she let out a groan, 
which didn't seem to be one of pleasure, and she tensed. I stopped and started to withdraw 
the half inch I may have been in. She looked back and asked me to continue, and said that 
she wanted to have me in her ass, but it was new to her and would take some getting used to. 
I broke with my role by asking if she as sure, and she said yes. I started to press again, and 
this time I slid in effortlessly. We had discovered that by starting, then briefly stopping, and 
then starting again, her discomfort was minimized. 

Ass fucking was different from pussy fucking. Her body felt both hotter and tighter. The 
friction was increased, and I had a very intense orgasm. Stephanie didn't cum. I gently pulled 
out and lay on my back. She hugged me and then she asked if I thought that having a reason, 
a scene, made a difference. I just looked at her while feeling the last bits of ecstasy drain from 
me. She got up and went to the bathroom, and returned with a wash cloth and cleaned me, 
and then herself. We then hugged until I regained my strength. Although I could get hard 
again, I had no great desire to fuck any more, but I wanted Stephanie to have her orgasm, 
especially since it was still new to her, and also to say thinks for designing and role playing 
the scene. I slid down the bed and used my mouth and hands on her pussy and clit, and she 
came. 

3/14/65-Age 21 

I saw Ray Chen eating a sandwich in the patio and went over to have a chat. He was 
letting his hair grow long, his clothes were hipper, and his perpetual smile was gone. It turned 
out that the old man, Vito, was a leading guru of the budding hippie scene in Los Angeles. 
Anyone who was anyone in the scene knew Vito. He gave parties every night, which were 
attended by local rock bands, artists and activists. Ray had stumbled into the eye of the 
hurricane. He was metamorphosing before my eyes. 

Ray told me about the people he was meeting, and the activities that took place at 
Vito's. Vito, who was about 70, had been living with a girl fifty years younger than him, and 
they had a four year old boy. The boy had never been weaned, and would walk over to his 
mother and lift her shirt and start sucking on her breast whenever the mood struck him. 
Apparently, neither Vito nor his girlfriend nor anyone else seemed to think this was in the 
slightest bit weird, although I did when Ray told me about it. Ray also mentioned that he was 
experimenting with the drugs in vogue at the time, mostly grass and hallucinogenics. He 
invited me to attend one of the parties whenever I liked. Hugo would have jumped at the 
chance to get involved with the "in" crowd, but Eliot had almost completely forgotten about 
Hugo, and Eliot knew that he wouldn't be liked, that he wouldn't fit in, that he couldn't talk 
about music or other "in" things. 

I, Eliot, felt that I wasn't liked by anyone. I had many acquaintances, but always felt like 
an outsider. I was nowhere near being as hip as my hippy friends; I got bored talking 
photography with the other photo majors, who still (and I knew would always) have me 
pegged as a loser because of my bad crits in Morris' class; all that the non-photography 
students at the party apartments seemed to want to do was drink, and some of them made 
fun of me, and sometimes put down Jews; and I looked like a mess, and I didn't have enough 
money to do anything fun with, and I wasn't all that happy, and I felt out of step with everyone 
which was my fault, because everyone else seemed "normal." Meeting new people who 
weren't going to like me didn't seem to be the thing to do. So I thanked Ray for the invitation, 
and left it at that. 
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3/16/65-Age 21 

Stephanie and I had sex every night, but we did not limit our activities to S&M. 
Sometimes we would just fuck, sometimes I would spank Stephanie very hard and then we 
would fuck, and sometimes I would begin a scene by pointing to the floor and telling 
Stephanie to kneel. She always complied. I knew that she loved being spanked, but was less 
sure if she enjoyed the role playing. I suspected that she did it more for me than for herself. I 
also wondered whether she had ever been involved in spanking or S&M before me. She 
seemed to know more about it than I would have suspected the average person would know. 
She could have been a fast study, and gained her knowledge from reading the porno book I 
gave her that had the incest fantasy in it. Books such as these could be read, cover to cover, 
in fifteen minutes, and so it was possible that she had read it all between the night of her first 
cum and the next evening. Even so, I had the vague feeling that she had heard about S&M 
before, if not actually been involved in it sometime in the past. For some reason, I never 
questioned her about this. 

3/18/65-Age 21 

I thought of the riddle, "You know the sound of two hands clapping, but what is the 
sound of one hand clapping?", seemingly for no reason. I rapidly swung my hand past my ear, 
heard nothing, shrugged to myself, and turned my attention elsewhere. 

4/2/65-Age 21 

Ron Anthony was a first trimester student. He was tall, thin, and not particularly good 
looking. The first time I saw him I asked if he knew what type of photography he eventually 
wanted to do. He answered, matter of factly, "Pornography." He seemed to be serious. Today 
I noticed him drying some prints in the black and white lab. I went over to take a look. They 
were of naked girls, seemingly in their late teens, standing around doing nothing. I asked what 
the pictures were for, since I knew that they weren't for a class. He said they were to send out 
to nudist magazines. 

Nudist magazines were the only magazines that were permitted to show full frontal 
nudes of both men and women. This, because there was enough evidence that nudism was a 
legitimate lifestyle, or possibly pastime, and so pictures depicting nudism were protected by 
the First Amendment. Girly magazines could, at best, show tits, but that was all. Nudist 
magazines could show everything. Ron's photos were shot inside a house. I asked him if it 
was his. He said that it was his parents, where he still lived. I asked whether his mother 
objected to his bringing girls over and taking nudes in her house, and he responded by 
asking, "Why would she?" Ron was very open and direct about his interests. His pictures 
were terrible, but he only had about two months of school behind him, so that was to be 
expected. I asked if he was trying to sell the pictures to the Nudist magazines, and he said 
yes, but all he got was rejection slips so far. Ron's pictures were so bad that even porno 
magazines turned them down. 

4/17/65-Age 21 

I was in my favorite camera store, which was unusually crowded. I was elbowing my 
way up to the counter to pay for the supplies I had selected, and I must have bumped up 
against the person standing in front of me. He turned around and faced me. His face was 
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about eight inches from mine. It was an extremely unusual looking face. I had never seen one 
like it before. He smiled. I smiled. Then I realized that I had seen that face before. It belonged 
to Mel Torme. He turned his back to me and returned his attention to the camera he was 
thinking of buying. I had been in Los Angeles for a little over a year and he was the first "star" 

I had seen. Or at least, the first star I recognized. 

4/19/65-Age 21 

Jim, the Easter Bunny, tracked me down at school. I told him I was surprised to see 
him, since he never seemed to be there. He told me that he had a slight problem, and asked if 
there was somewhere we could talk in private. I went with him out to the patio that was 
usually empty, except for lunch time and class breaks. We sat on a table and he told me that 
he had some movie film he needed developed. I told him to take it to a lab, because Pro Arts 
didn't have motion picture processing facilities. He said he couldn't do that because he shot a 
movie of his wife and another girl having sex. I saw his problem. Those types of pictures 
couldn't be sent out to a lab. I asked him what type of film was used, and he said 
Kodachrome. I told him that Kodachrome was a special type of film that could only be 
processed by Kodak, and he was out of luck. He said that he was in trouble with his wife, 
because the remainder of the roll was of their vacation in Hawaii, and his wife was going to kill 
him because she told him to get a new roll of film to shoot the sex movie, but he had 
forgotten. 

I said that I really couldn't help. He was unhappy, but he understood that there really 
wasn't anything I could do. I asked if his wife and he often had sex with other girls. He told me 
that they were swingers, and that their neighbors in their apartment house thought that they 
were brother and sister. That way no one was ever suspicious when they saw him with 
another girl or his wife with a guy. One of the reasons he stayed home a lot was to be able to 
get afternoon quickies. 

I gave a little thought to why some people seemed to be able to tell me about their 
sexual interests with little embarrassment. I didn't go around advertising my now overt 
interests in S&M. I thought of Paul telling me that he liked to lose when he played strip poker 
with girls, and Phil about getting a mail box at UCLA so he could discretely answer S&M ads, 
and Stephanie about being interested in having sex with her brother, and Jim about being a 
swinger. I decided that having gone to a shrink might have something to do with it. Either I 
could ask personal questions in an inoffensive way, or maybe it was a holdout from Hugo, 
who elicited all sorts of information from people he hardly knew, just because he seemed 
interested in them. I decided that I really didn't know why, and really didn't care. 

5/12/65-Age 21 

Stephanie and I had been having fights. Sex was still fine, but besides that, we really 
didn't have anything in common. She liked music, and I didn't. I was into photography and 
visual arts, and she wasn't. I never stayed with a woman once we started fighting a lot, and 
interestingly, I really didn't fight much with my girlfriends. When Tanya and I started breaking 
up, it was more of a process than anything else, as was the case with Pam and Opal. I didn't 
like fighting, but I was economically safe with Stephanie, and sex was fun, so I wasn't eager 
to break up. But I saw the handwriting on the wall. 
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5/20/65-Age 22 

Carl, the illustration student I had become friendly with when I started Pro Arts, decided 
to drop out of school. I think the strain was getting to his marriage, and he chose Tina and 
Austin over a Pro Arts education. He asked if I could help them move back to San Francisco, 
where Tina's family lived. He had an older Jaguar, which he felt couldn't tow a heavy load. He 
wanted to rent two trailers, one for his car and one for mine, and between the two he felt he 
could make the move. I told him I'd be happy to help, but that I had to be in class. He said that 
the trimester break was coming up soon, and asked if I could get away then. I said yes. 

5/30/65-Age 22 

I helped Carl, Tina, and Austin move to San Francisco. We met at five in the morning 
and hooked up the trailers and loaded them with their furniture. Carl said the trip usually took 
about seven hours, less if he was speeding, but it would probably take about twelve with the 
trailers. We left at six, and arrived in front of Tina's family's place at five. It was located in the 
colored section of the city, and all that could be seen from the street was a huge locked iron 
gate with stairs leading upward. Carl opened the gate with a key and swung one side open. It 
creaked. The steps were weather worn, and they just went up. There had to be thirty of them, 
and nothing could be seen above them but the sky. It reminded me of a scene out of a 1930's 
horror film. 

When I finally climbed to the top, I just stood still in amazement. Neither Carl nor Tina 
had prepared me for what I saw. Ahead of me were two, three story high, California-Victorian 
mansions. I don't mean replicas, but the real thing. They had to be from before the turn of the 
century, and they were magnificent. Carl and Tina didn't seem to appreciate the scene as I 
did. But, of course, they were used to it. Tina was brought up in the houses, I found out later, 
and Carl had lived there for a few years. I was the only one looking at the scene with fresh 
eyes. 

I was taken inside and waited while Carl and Tina hugged and kissed her parents, and 
her younger sister, Sun. I shook hands with all, and then Carl, his father-in-law and I unloaded 
the trailers and carried the furniture upstairs. When we were done storing the furniture in a 
downstairs room, Carl gave me a tour of the house. It was made of wood, and for some 
reason, it looked like real wood, and not the wood used for more modern houses. The walls 
were real hardwood, as were the banisters along the staircase. The house just reeked of 
money. I had never been in a house like this before. The rooms were huge, but of more 
interest to me was that some rooms seemed to have rooms inside them, and some of these 
rooms had rooms of their own. It was like the house had hidden, secret, places. I was told that 
the house had 32 rooms. I didn't try to count to verify the fact. 

I was then taken across a twenty foot strip of grass, which was planted with a zillion 
different kinds of flowers, to the other house. It was a 32 room mirror image of the first house. 
In the first house lived Tina's mother, father, and sister, and now Carl, Tina and Austin. In the 
second house lived the matriarch of the family, Tina's grandmother, who's name I forgot as 
soon I was told it. She was very nice to me, but I had a hard time getting beyond her 
appearance. She looked about seventy, and had a humped back. She lived alone in the 32 
rooms. She was nice, but a bit weird. 

Carl and Tina told me that Tina's family was old San Franciscan money. So old, in fact, 
that they were going down the socioeconomic ladder, not up. Tina's father was the first 
member of the family to work in four generations. He did part time work as an illustrator. His 
income wasn't critical, but it helped. Tina seemed proud as she told me that one of her 
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relatives was hung as a horse thief, and another was tried for shooting her husband. 

5/31/65-Age 22 

In the morning, Carl gave me $50 for helping, which I didn't expect. I felt rich. He told 
me I was welcome to stay for as long as I wanted, since they had plenty of room. I wanted to 
get back to Los Angeles, so we unhitched the rented trailer attached to my car, I said goodbye 
and was on my way. 

When I got back in the early evening, Stephanie told me that she decided that we had 
had fun, but it was all over. She said she would be moving into the cult's headquarter, which 
was a rented mansion in the Hollywood hills. She said I was welcome to stay with her until the 
end of the month, and I could have the apartment after that if I wanted it. I realized that 
staying with a woman who just told me the magic was gone wouldn't work, and I couldn't 
afford the rent on the apartment. 

I had the $50 Carl had given me this morning, and $60 I had stashed away for a major 
emergency, and seventeen days until the next trimester began. I missed New York, and so I 
did some arithmetic. I figured I could drive there in three days, and three days back would be 
six, leaving me eleven days in New York. I estimated that it would cost about $50 for gas, and 
$10 for tolls on the Pennsylvania and New Jersey turnpikes, which would leave plenty. I 
gathered up my stuff, told Stephanie that I was sorry things didn't work out, we hugged 
goodbye, and I was off. 

6/5/65-Age 22 

The trip to New York was almost uneventful. The transmission on the car went out, and 
I had to have it fixed in South Zainsville, Ohio. On the Pennsylvania Turnpike it went out 
again, but I managed to limp into New York. It was during the day, so I drove to the place to 
see my parents. I had mixed feelings. I assumed they'd give me a hard time about giving me 
money to get back to school, but I did want to see them. Why, I didn't know. Mother was 
surprised to see me, since I hadn't told them that I was coming in. She spoke to me for a few 
minutes, and told me that she didn't like the beard I had grown. Dad said hello and shook my 
hand, and then he went back to work. I told Mother about my fun trip, and that I needed 
money not only to get back to Los Angeles, but for some car repair as well. She frowned. She 
asked if the car was running, and I said it was. She asked if I still had a key to the apartment 
in Brooklyn, and I said I did. She told me to go home and take a shower, and think about 
shaving. 

Mother called around six and suggested that it might be a good idea for me to get out 
of the house, since it looked as if dad was going to be drunk. This didn't surprise me. She said 
that she would talk to me in the morning. I called Esther to get news about Pat, and Pat 
answered the phone. She told me she was very pregnant and was in town from Ohio, where 
she and her husband were living, to see her mother and brother and sister-in-law and niece, 
and I was invited over. I drove the car, with some difficulty, to Esther's house. 

Pat was huge. She was eight month's pregnant. We talked almost until dawn. Esther 
wanted to play Canasta, but I told her I was too tired. It was good seeing them, and I knew 
that I'd be over there a lot on this trip. 

6/10/65-Age 22 

I thought it would be a good idea to pay Maude a visit. Why, I didn't know, but I thought 
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I should. I called her and asked if I could come over tonight, and she said okay. Although I 
had some anxiety as I rang her doorbell, the meeting went fairly well. Happily, she wasn't 
mean or vicious, and we had a polite, if not pleasant, time together. Her apartment was 
"normally messy," but nothing outrageous. Except for the coffee cups. I noticed about eight 
take-out coffee cups strewn about the living room. One, still standing upright, was on a table 
at the far end of the room, and a glance into it revealed the beginnings of mold. It had to have 
been there for quite a while. 

Maude asked me if I wanted coffee, and I said yes. She asked if I wanted a Danish 
pastry, and I declined. I was beginning to put on weight, and so was trying to be good. She 
asked if I was sure, saying that it wouldn't be any trouble. Again I said no. She got up from the 
couch and walked into the kitchen. I got up and followed her so we could talk while she made 
the coffee. When she got to the kitchen she picked up the telephone and called a coffee shop 
on the ground floor of the apartment building, and ordered two coffees and a Danish. We 
went back to the living room and continued our polite conversation. About forty minutes later 
the doorbell rang. Maude opened the door, took the bag containing the food from the delivery 
boy, and gave him a tip. She handed me a take-out coffee cup, and as I drank the luke warm 
coffee I wondered if its remnants would some day grow mold. 

Maude didn't cook. I never saw her cook anything. But since she wasn't working, it 
would have made sense to learn how to make instant coffee. I wondered why she hadn't. 

6/14/65-Age 22 

I drove past Carl's houses in San Francisco at 70, waved bye bye, and got the car up 
to 90. I had an interesting few days. About five days ago Mother told me that dad told her to 
tell me that I should sell the car and buy a new one. I knew that this was a set up. I knew that 
as soon as I sold the car they would tell me that they didn't have enough money to buy a new 
one, or just as bad, after I got the new one they'd tell me to take it back. I started getting 
angry, realized that there really wasn't too much I could do about the situation, and decided to 
see where the game went. I took the car to a used car lot, and told them that there seemed to 
be a problem with the transmission. They drove the car a few blocks, all the time in low gear, 
and offered me $750. I grabbed it and ran. After driving the car from Ohio mostly in low, I 
thought that the car probably needed a new engine, and not just a transmission. 

I decided to buy a fun car. If Mother and dad were going to snatch it away from me, I 
might as well enjoy buying it. I picked out a Triumph TR4A sports car. I took the $750 to the 
place, and Mother and I went to the bank, where I did the car part of the paper work for the 
loan and Mother did the money part. The banker handed mother the check for the car, and 
she gave it to me. She was already beginning to protest that with supporting Maude, who 
couldn't seem to keep a job, she didn't know if she would be able to keep up the payments. I 
told her to do the best she could. 

I also had a talk with her about Pro Arts. I told her that it was a great school, but for me 
to get the most out of it, I needed enough money to pay for an apartment. I told her that 
sleeping on floors and in the car was taking a toll on me, both physically and psychologically. I 
went over my budget with her, and told her if she could show me where I could cut back, I'd 
be happy to do it. I told her I was eating one meal a day at a smorgasbord to cut back on 
food. I'd stuff myself, and it would be enough to last until the next day. All this was true, except 
for the time I spent living with Stephanie. She agreed to send me $225 a month, which was a 
huge increase over the $150 I had been trying to live on. 

I took the check from the bank and paid for the Triumph. I wanted to leave New York 
immediately, but I knew that I should drive the car around for at least 1000 miles to make sure 
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that there wasn't anything wrong with it. I went over to Pat and Esther's often, and enjoyed my 
time with them and with Pat's brother. I also drove the car a lot so I could put on a thousand 
miles and escape before my parents told me to take the car back to the dealer because we 
were too poor to make the payments. I figured that once I was out of the city, it was going to 
be mine. 

I also wanted to leave because I found New York a disappointment. It was dirtier than I 
remembered, and nosier, and smellier, and more crowded. And it was humid. Los Angeles 
was clean, and quiet, and didn't smell bad, at least not in most areas. And it had low humidity, 
so it didn't seem as hot as it really was. And the people in New York didn't seem very friendly, 
compared to the people in Los Angeles. I decided to give Los Angeles a fair trial. True, it didn't 
have much electricity in the air, but it did have a lot going for it. Students were living in 
apartments that had swimming pools and palm trees, while stock brokers in New York were 
living in decaying cockroach infested apartments. 

I put close to 1000 miles on the car in just a few days, I said goodbye to everyone, and 
I took off. I drove almost straight through to San Francisco. I was having a great time driving a 
new sports car across country, and wanted to get back to some familiar faces and places. I 
thought I'd stop by Carl's for a night, and then go on to Los Angeles. I had made the trip in 
about thirty hours, with only one three hour nap on the side of a road in some small town in 
Nebraska. 

I was so tired of listening to the radio that I shut if off a few hundred miles from San 
Francisco. I didn't know exactly where Carl's houses were, but I knew it was generally in the 
downtown area, and chose an off ramp at random and drove in no particular direction, and 
without making a single wrong turn, I got within two blocks of my destination. But something 
was wrong. I was stopped at a light, waiting for it to change, and noticed that there were an 
awful lot of police on the street. They were dressed in riot gear and were carrying shotguns 
and were crouching down behind the two cars in front of me. I came to the conclusion that I 
was in the middle of a riot. Of course, the top of my new sports car was down, which didn't 
make me feel secure. The cars weren't stopped for the light anymore, but were waiting for the 
police to let them know that it was reasonably safe to go. All was not lost. I was almost at 
Carl's, and I could park the car up on the sidewalk if necessary and... I forgot that the gate 
would probably be locked. I wasn't sure what I should do. The police waved the waiting cars 
on, and I followed. I was just down the block from Carl's when three kids came out of nowhere 
and started throwing things at my new car that had only 4000 miles on it. One threw a rock, 
and another was holding what looked like a bottle with a wick in it. I drove past Carl's houses 
at 70, waved bye bye, and got the car up to 90. I kept going until I was out of San Francisco. I 
found a motel, and got about 10 hours sleep. I also vowed never to shut a car radio off when 
traveling again. 

6/22/65-Age 22 

When I arrived in Los Angeles I went to stay with my friend Perry, the guy from 
Canada. His roommate told me that Perry had gotten his girlfriend, also from Canada, 
pregnant, and they decided to drop out of school and return home. I missed Perry. He was 
very much like Ray before Ray became a freak. Perry tried to look at the bright side of things, 
which complemented my general pessimism. It also meant that my entering class now had, 
as best I could calculate, nine remaining students from the original twenty-six. One of the two 
girls had dropped out for the adventure of being a stewardess for a small Washington State 
airline, which left eight guys and one girl. 

Since Perry had paid his rent, his roommate, Mitch, told me I was welcome to stay free 
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for the rest of the month, and become his roommate if I wanted to stay longer. Mitch was an 
eighth trimester student, and was preparing himself for life after Pro Arts. There was no 
furniture at all in the apartment, but that didn't matter. I slept on the floor in one of the two 
bedrooms, and Mitch slept on the floor of the other. I decided to call this home for a while. 

7/4/65-Age 22 

I went to a 4th of July party tonight. A group of Pro Arts students and hippies had taken 
over a mansion in the Hollywood Hills. The mansion had a number of small one bedroom 
detached guest houses in addition to the main twenty-five room house. I was standing on the 
porch of one of the detached houses and having a rare drink with a couple I didn't know. He 
was a Pro Arts student, but I didn't remember ever having seen him. She was from France. 
We were watching fireworks being shot off all around us. Everything was very friendly. For 
reasons I didn't understand, I was getting interesting sexual vibes from the girl. 

He, whose name I forgot as soon as he told it to me, said that they had been married a 
few days earlier in Las Vegas. She added, matter of factly, that she didn't want to, but he did, 
so they were. I turned to her and said, "When was the last time you were spanked?" I was 
horrified at what I had just said. It just slipped out. Maybe it was the drink. She smiled and 
said not for a while. I again astonished myself by saying, "You look like the type of girl who 
needs a good spanking." She smiled and nodded her head yes. Her husband looked at her, 
and then turned to me and said, "I don't believe in physical cruelty, I just give her a lot of 
mental pain." 

It was evident to me that he wasn't talking in the sadomasochistic sense of the term, 
mental pain. He was just trying to recover from his shock at his wife's and my conversation. I 
had no designs on her. I had never "stolen" a girl away from a guy, nor had even slept with a 
girl who was involved with a guy. I had no plans to start now. But I began to enjoy the turn of 
the conversation. I looked at his wife and said, "Mental cruelty might be all right, but it doesn't 
compare with telling her to go stand in the corner, with her skirt gathered up around her waist, 
and wait for her spanking. Isn't that right?" She looked at me and nodded yes, and she started 
to have that glow of a girl getting turned on. Her husband looked at her for a minute and then 
changed the subject to the fireworks. I didn't bring S&M up again. 

I did start to wonder how many couples, married or not, talked about sex with each 
other. I was beginning to think not too many. It was obvious to me that his wife was into S&M, 
and I wondered how they could be married and he not know about her sexual interests. And I 
wondered why she didn't tell him. Then again, she just did. 

7/6/65-Age 22 

I walked into an adult bookstore and around to the racks of books. I almost bumped 
into the Pro Arts student I had been talking with on the 4th of July. I said, "Hi! What are you 
doing here?" which I realized, almost as soon as the words were out of my mouth, was 
uncool. He stammered that he had some free time and just found himself here, and then 
abruptly said goodbye and slinked out of the store. I realized then that he had come into the 
store to get a fast education in S&M, presumably to keep his wife happy. I felt funny that I 
caused him to retreat, and hoped that he would find another bookstore, since I didn't want to 
be the cause of his not getting an education, and having his new wife disappointed with him. I 
had the feeling that their marriage was doomed from the start. 
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9/4/65-Age 22 

I had more money now than I had had in quite a while. I realized, after being home for 
the short visit, that I grew up in a beautiful apartment surrounded by beautiful furniture and 
works of art. I decided that some of my depression, which I tried to ignore, was a product of 
living in run-down apartments with Murphy beds, or just as bad, sleeping in my car. I decided 
that I should look around for an apartment that had some character, even if it cost more than I 
should spend. I drove around in my still new sports car looking at "for rent" signs, and 
eventually found the right apartment. It was a large single, with a full kitchen and large 
bathroom. It had a small dressing room between the combination living room-bedroom and 
the bath, which I knew could be converted into a darkroom. The large room didn't have a 
Murphy bed, but two couches that converted into beds. It had wood beam ceilings, and a 
working wood burning fireplace. It was located in a small four unit building behind a private 
house in Hollywood, and was about ten minutes by car from school. The price was a hefty 
$110, but that would leave me with enough to live on, and I really needed something nicer 
than what I had been living in. I moved in today. 

9/15/65-Age 22 

I saw Ray this morning. He had completed his metamorphosis. He was a stoned freak, 
but managed to keep his act together enough so as not to rile the powers that be at Pro Arts. 
He told me that last night Vito's four year old kid had been playing on the roof of the storefront 
that served as Vito's studio and home, and fell through a skylight to his death. Tonight there 
was going to be a big party to celebrate the kid's life. Ray asked me if I wanted to go. I 
declined. 

9/16/65-Age 22 

A guy told me that Jim, the Easter Bunny, finally got kicked out of school. He had been 
told a number of times to show up and do his work in class, but he didn't. The administration 
finally got fed up and told him to leave. 

9/19/65-Age 22 

I was eating dinner at a coffee shop late tonight. It was located on the outskirts of an 
old money area known as Hancock Park. I had eaten there a number of times before. Tonight 
it looked different. It took me a few minutes to notice that it had grown an additional dining 
area. A wall had been opened revealing a small three table dining room. Since the coffee 
shop wasn't crowded, I wondered why the extra space was needed. About ten minutes after I 
got there, Ephriam Zimbalist Jr. arrived with two older women. I assumed that they were his 
relatives. They walked into the semi private area, where they dined in semi privacy. 

10/10/65-Age 22 

Today I met Alice at school. There was something about her I found very interesting, if 
not intriguing. She was about 5'4", normal weight, had red hair and freckles, was flat chested, 
and when she talked to me she kept her head and eyes ever so slightly downcast. I thought 
I'd like to get to know her better. 
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10/16/65-Age 22 

I went to a party tonight and noticed that everyone ended up around Sabrina, the Pro 
Arts closet female hippy. She was sitting on a couch talking to someone, and it seemed that 
everyone else had congregated around her. They weren't talking to her. She wasn't the center 
of attention, but everyone seemed to be attracted to her space. I didn't think she was an 
empath, a person who can absorb other peoples pain, but I did think that people just felt 
better being physically near her. It was kind of weird. 

10/20/65-Age 22 

I was walking down the hallway at school and coming in the other direction was an 
entourage. There were about seven people, one of whom was the director of the school. He 
was walking next to and talking with the movie star, Edward G. Robinson. Robinson was the 
best dressed man I had ever seen. He made Basal at the bowling alley look like a slob. He 
had a small manicured beard, and walked with a brisk stride and an air of authority. He looked 
to be around seventy. On his other side was a beautiful woman dressed in a business suit. 
She looked like his secretary, but I didn't believe it. I flashed on the ancient member of the 
New York Stock Exchange being helped into his Rolls Royce by his two beautiful "nurses." 

Pro Arts was always trying to get donations from prominent people, and Edward G. 
Robinson was known as an astute art collector, and he had money. I don't think he was 
terribly impressed with the commercial art of Pro Arts. At least he didn't look as if he was. 

10/21/65-Age 22 

I was walking down the same hallway Edward G. Robinson was in yesterday. A student 
everyone called Crazy Sue walked past me. Coming in the opposite direction was the director 
of the school. He must have been in a bad mood. Maybe Edward G. Robinson didn't make a 
donation, or not one of the size the school was hoping for. When the director saw Crazy Sue 
he started to shout. Crazy Sue was wearing pants. He told her that she was warned once 
before, and now she was expelled. She was told to go to the cashier and get a refund for the 
remainder of the trimester, and to be off the school premises within half an hour. She just 
looked at the director for a long second, then turned, without a word, and went to the cashier's 
office. I froze. I was trying to become invisible. My appearance and attire was not what Martha 
Carper said was expected of Pro Arts students. The director passed by me without incident, 
and I started breathing again. 

10/22/65-Age 22 

I had been taking pictures in the Hollywood Hills, and was near Gina's house. She was 
Sabrina's best friend, and I thought I'd drop by and say hello. Gina's roommates were out, and 
she told me that she had to leave soon to keep an appointment. She took out a very fat joint 
and asked me if I wanted to smoke some with her. I told her I didn't, but she kept insisting. 

She made me feel as if I was being impolite by not accepting her marijuana. I decided to take 
a hit or two, although grass usually made me feel as if I had a slight head cold. As I took a hit, 
Gina started to smile. Then she smoked some, and then insisted that I have another hit. I did. 
She looked at her watch, seemed agitated, and insisted that she really had to go. We started 
to walk out of the house together. 

As I neared the door I realized that something was very wrong. The doorway suddenly 
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looked as if it was a hundred miles away, although all its features were extremely sharp, much 
sharper than usual. I started to turn to Gina to tell her that there was something wrong with 
me but she became even more agitated and insisted that we get out of the house 
immediately. When we were outside I was beginning to suspect that I had been drugged. 

Gina disappeared. I didn't see her go. It was becoming dark, and I was completely 
disoriented. I made my way to my car and managed to get inside. I put my hands on the 
steering wheel, and looked out the window. I couldn't see the front of the car. It had 
disappeared. I could see things further from the car, but the front of the car was nonexistent. I 
knew I was on some kind of a trip, but I didn't know what kind. 

I didn't panic, although I was very scared. I turned on the car radio. I found a news 
station that gave the time every few minutes. I decided that it was most likely that I was either 
on LSD or DMT. LSD trips usually lasted twelve hours, but DMT was a short trip of about one 
hour. I had been told by my Charnard artist friends that although a DMT trip was much shorter 
than acid, it was also more intense. I concluded that if I was on acid, I would still be getting 
higher in an hour, and if I was on DMT, I would be coming down, if not completely down. I 
couldn't drive home because I couldn't see where the front of the car was, so I just sat. I 
listened to the time as it was announced, and in between my mind wandered, and I looked at 
trees and houses in a completely different way than I had in the past. Most of my thoughts 
were angry ones about Gina fucking my mind. Slipping people drugs just wasn't done. 



Gina 

In an hour I was coming down, although I wasn't completely back to normal. I 
concluded that I was on DMT, and that I would be fine in another half hour or hour at the 
most. I got out of the car and walked the twenty-five blocks to my apartment. When I was still 
in the hills, I saw an older woman walking about a block ahead of me. I had a tremendous 
urge to catch up to her and strangle her. I forced myself to walk slowly, until I got to the main 
streets. I was furious by the time I got home. I wanted to kill Gina. I mean I really wanted to kill 
her. She had done nothing to instill in me a trust for women. I wanted to get even with every 
woman who had ever hurt me, intentionally or otherwise. When I was fully off the drug, I 
began to panic. I became paranoid. What if I had killed Gina already? I was out of my head. I 
was on a heavy drug trip. Did I really believe that I remembered everything that I did? 

Wouldn't it be possible for me to have killed Gina for slipping me a drug? 

10/23/65-Age 22 

Today I asked a neighbor, a woman named Carol who lived in an apartment downstairs 
from me, if she would give me a ride to my car. She dropped me off and I noticed that Gina's 
car wasn't there. Nor were there any police, or sign that the police had been there. I told 
myself as I drove away that I probably hadn't killed her. I no longer wanted to. I decided that 
the consequences wouldn't be worth it. But I took some solace in the thought that if she 
slipped me a drug, she would do the same to someone else, and sooner or later, someone 
would hurt her. And I did want her hurt. I just didn't want to pay the price for doing it. But I 
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kept worrying: What if I had killer her and then forgotten about it. Or that other woman? I 
couldn't stop thinking that thought. 

I decided to drop in on Sabrina, and let her know what Gina had done. Sabrina listened 
to my story, and although she was very sympathetic, she defended Gina. She just couldn't 
believe that Gina would do such a thing, and suggested that since I wasn't used to doing 
drugs, not even grass, I didn't really go on a DMT trip, but just a good grass trip. I wasn't too 
surprised that I couldn't convince Sabrina that her girlfriend was dangerous. I couldn't 
convince my relatives that I was being abused by a monster of a father, and I vaguely 
remembered not being believed about a bunch of other things. Since being a kid, I lacked 
confidence in my ability to convince anyone of anything of importance. I knew that there was 
a difference between manipulating someone and convincing them of something. I accepted 
the inevitable, kissed Sabrina on the cheek goodbye, and went on my way. 

Women, I was reminding myself, were dangerous, at least dangerous to me. I started 
thinking how lucky I had been. Gina had always been nice to me, and then she did something 
horrible. I thought that I didn't have a reason not to trust her. Silly me. Now I knew that all 
women were really out to get me. I was lucky with my past girlfriends. They just hadn't gotten 
around to hurting me before we stopped seeing each other. I had to protect myself from 
women. And from men. 

12/11/65-Age 22 

Pat called from New York today. She got my number from Mother. She told me that 
major changes were taking place in her life. She had given birth to a boy who was named 
Edgar. A few months later she left her husband. She had told me when I saw her in New York 
in June that she felt uncomfortable being the wife of a professor. At faculty parties it was 
assumed by others that Pat had a Ph.D or at least a Master's degree, and she didn't want to 
embarrass him by admitting that she only had a high school diploma. She found herself living 
a lie, and trying to be vague about her background. Whether this was really necessary was 
unknown to me, but she felt that it was the thing to do. I knew that she was bright enough to 
pull it off. 

It turned out that this was the least of her problems. Her husband drank, and hit her a 
few times. She decided to leave him, and she returned home to Esther. Esther was happy to 
have Pat and her new grandson home with her. Pat's brother Richard had bought a VW bus, 
packed up his wife and daughter, and drove to San Francisco to get involved with the 
emerging Hippy movement. Esther had devoted her life to Richard and Pat, and now she 
found herself alone. With Pat's return, Esther began to feel like her old self. But Pat wanted to 
join Richard in San Francisco. She wanted to have an adventure, and get the taste of the bad 
marriage out of her mouth. She told Esther that she was going to leave for California, and 
Esther did the only logical thing she could. She told Pat that she would be going along. 

So, Pat told me, the entire Hohn clan would be in San Francisco, and maybe we would 
get to see each other. I was noncommittal, since my last trip to San Francisco involved people 
throwing rocks and bottles at me and my new car. When Pat was about to say goodbye, she 
said, "You know, you're an idiot." I told her I didn't understand. She said that she had sent me 
an announcement of her pending marriage. I told her that I sent her a note of congratulations. 
She replied, "You were supposed to tell me not to marry someone else, and propose to me, 
and have me come live with you." I had never thought that Pat thought that way about me. 

She never seemed jealous when I'd stop seeing her for a while when I had a girlfriend. She 
never gave me a clue that she loved me, or that she was in heavy like with me. She was just 
a great friend. 
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Or so I thought. Once again, I had missed a cue. Pat's problem was that she should 
have proposed to me. She should have been obvious, since I am apparently too dense to pick 
up on those subtle cues most people use. I didn't know if my life would have been different 
being married to Pat, and I didn't give it much thought. I just felt that I had not done what was 
expected of me. I felt a little disoriented. I apologized for not having understood, but this didn't 
seem to satisfy Pat. I told her to stay in touch, and we hung up. 

12/17/65-Age 22 

We were beginning Christmas break, and I thought this would be a good time to get to 
know Alice better. I saw her in the patio at school and asked her what she was doing over 
Christmas. She said she'd be going home to be with her family. I told her that sounded great, 
which it didn't, and that I thought if she was going to be around, we might get together. She 
said again that she wouldn't be, but she had no plans for the trimester break coming up at the 
beginning of February, and maybe we could do something then. 

I was over at Sabrina's for a visit. One of her girlfriends was there. She asked if 
Sabrina had "gotten rid of him" yet. Sabrina said yes, that about two hours ago she had him 
pack up and leave. I asked what was going on. Sabrina started to clam up, which was 
unusual for her. She was a very open person. She decided to let me in on her adventure. She 
had been living with a student for three days, but decided that she had made a mistake, and 
got rid of him. I asked who. She tried to avoid telling me, and said I probably wouldn't know 
him. I pressed, and she finally said it was Ted. "Ted, like in Eddie Haskel?" I replied. Sabrina 
looked ashamed. I just looked at her. I couldn't believe that Sabrina, the super hip Hippy, the 
near empath, could fall for a sleezeball like Ted. I mean, he was slimy. We changed the 
subject. 

1 /23/66-Age 22 

The trimester was almost over. I decided to take the next trimester off, due to burn out. 

I had been working at photography about twelve hours a day for almost two years. Even when 
I wasn't in school, or shooting an assignment, or looking for locations, or getting props, or 
finding models, or looking at pictures, I was still studying photography. When I'd eat at a 
restaurant, for instance, I'd look at how the light came in through different windows, and how it 
struck the people in the restaurant, and how it bounced off colored seats and mixed with the 
yellowish incandescent lights. I was always studying photography, one way or another. And I 
needed a break. 

I decided that I wasn't going to go back home. I knew better than to do that. I briefly 
flirted with the idea of going up to San Francisco and tracking down Pat and Esther and 
Richard. Today I decided not to make any plans, but just enjoy sleeping late in the day if that 
was what I wanted to do, and take those pictures I wanted to, and not have to take pictures 
for school assignments. I decided that this sounded reasonable. I called Mother last night and 
broke the news. She didn't seem to mind. For one thing, she wasn't going to have to pay 
tuition this trimester. She didn't yank my allowance, which I thought she might. All in all the 
conversation went well. 

I was thinking about all of this as I walked down a corridor at school. I turned a corner 
and spotted Jeffery and his wife Susan. He was an advertising major and she had a part time 
job at the school. They were both tall, in good shape, with blond hair and blue eyes. The all 
American couple. They were hugging. They didn't notice me. As I approached, Jeffery 
reached his hand down and started patting her pretty ass and he said, "I think it's time to go 
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home and play spanky-poo." I just kept on walking. 

It was quarter break. Alice, the girl I set my sights on, wasn't going home. I saw her a 
few days ago and we made a date. I picked her up at her apartment, which was only about 
twelve blocks from mine. We went out for a hamburger, and then to a movie. After the film, I 
summoned up my courage and asked if she'd like to go back to my place. She said that would 
be nice. When we got there she looked around, which didn't take long. She looked at the 
books on the bookshelf, and she didn't comment on the ten or so S&M porn books that I 
made no attempt to hide. I told her I didn't drink, but that I had some alcohol I kept for visitors, 
and she was welcome to have a drink if she wanted. She said she didn't drink either. I looked 
at her for a few seconds and felt an enormous amount of anxiety. I wanted to have sex, and I 
assumed that she realized that I was going to make a move on her, since she agreed to come 
back to the apartment. But I was so bad at reading cues that I expected her to get all upset 
and tell me I had gotten the wrong idea. Maybe it wasn't my fear of misreading cues. Maybe it 
was my fear of women. Maybe I thought she had sent me an appropriate cue, and then was 
going to snatch herself away from me. 

I walked over to her and gently took her hand and slowly guided her towards me. I 
mumbled, "I'm not really good at this," and put my hands on her waist and leaned forward to 
kiss her. I was waiting to be pushed back, but instead Alice melted into my arms. We kissed 
politely at first, and then more passionately. I pulled back and looked at her, and she smiled 
and then she started kissing me. In a way she reminded me of Tanya. No subtleties, no 
missed cues. She was very direct. But unlike Tanya, Alice looked sweet and innocent. She 
looked like she had no sexual experience at all. 

As it turned out, this was almost the case. She was 22, and had lost her virginity a few 
months ago. I assumed it was someone from school, but I didn't ask who. I think I was afraid 
I'd find out it was Ted/Eddie Haskel. She had led a relatively sheltered life. She told me this as 
we lay in bed after having sex. I had been celibate for a while, and was eager to be inside a 
woman, but I also took some time to try to make it interesting for her. While fucking, I moved 
her hands over her head, and pinned them to the bed. When I did this, she started breathing 
harder. She made some attempts to free herself, but this was proforma. I had done this with 
other girls, and they all "tested" the force with which they were being held down. It appeared 
to me that it was important for them to feel as if they really were being held in position, and 
were defenseless, to enhance the fantasy of rape, or vulnerability, or powerlessness, or 
whatever the seemingly common female fantasy is. 

Once Alice had assured herself that she was helpless, she became more passionate. 
She would raise her head from the pillow to kiss me but I would pull my head back slightly, so 
I remained just beyond her reach. This made her even hotter. We had been fucking for four or 
five minutes, when I couldn't hold back any longer, and came. After catching my breath, I held 
her and apologized for coming too soon and for her not coming. She said it wasn't my fault, 
that she never came, and I shouldn't blame myself. We held each other and told each other 
something about our backgrounds. This was when she told me that she was still new to 
having sex. She looked at me, and with a wicked twinkle in her hazel eyes, said she wanted 
to make up for lost time. Sort of how I felt after my first masturbation experience. 

2/16/66-Age 22 

Jay, one of the Charnard art group, asked me if I wanted to visit Ace, and her 
boyfriend, Mark. I had nothing pressing to do, so I went along. Ace and Mark were artists. 
They were renting a house about thirty minutes away, near UCLA, where Mark was an art 
student. He was a tall good looking guy, who dressed in no particular style. To be charitable, 
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Ace could best be described as plain. She was short and slim, verging on thin, and was 
wearing nondescript jeans and a flannel shirt. The first thing I noticed when I entered their 
house was the dozens of birds they had. Mark, I found out, had a thing for birds. Mark made 3 
x 4 foot paintings of birds doing strange things, like holding machine guns and shooting 
people, or playing golf, or painting pictures. Ace made 2X2 inch intricately designed 
paintings on Masonite. I didn't have much to say to either, but it was an okay day. 

2/25/66-Age 22 

Although I wasn't in school, Alice was, and so we couldn't see each other as often as I 
would have liked. She usually came over on a weekend night and stayed until morning. Then 
she'd go home and finish her school work. Alice was about eight months behind me, and still 
in a little shock about how much work was demanded of the students. I assured her that 
school did get easier, because eventually she would learn enough tricks to get the work done 
in less time. 

The second time she came over I spent a lot of time working on her, and after about an 
hour of playing, she had her cum. Tanya revisited. I wanted to raise the subject of S&M, but I 
didn't know how. I wanted to play with her as I did with Stephanie, but I wanted the theater to 
be better. I had studied possible scenarios, by reading a lot of pornography, but I hadn't had a 
chance to try anything out. 

I didn't want to scare Alice off. For one thing, I liked her, and for another, I liked fucking. 

I didn't know how to say, "Wanna try some S&M?" I was afraid that if I did, she'd go running 
out of my life. But I now had a growing passion for S&M. Maybe it was playing with Stephanie 
that had increased my interest. I also thought that S&M would be a way to protect myself from 
women. If I were dominant, and if I made the rules, I could make sure that a woman, my 
"slave," didn't hurt me. 

Tonight I asked her if she had any sexual fantasies. Alice surprised me when she told 
me that she wanted to be a porn star. I told her that she didn't look the type, and she said that 
was exactly why she wanted to be one. She was tired of her "Goody TwoShoes" image. She 
just happened to look sweet and innocent, and there wasn't anything she could do about it. 
She said she fantasized about doing everything, having sex with other women, with animals, 
with ten people at once. She wanted to be filmed doing these things, and then have all the 
people she knew be shocked when they saw the real Alice. I felt more at ease about 
mentioning S&M. I told her I had a fantasy about dominating a girl, making her beg for sex, 
and making her obey my sexual whims. She looked at me and asked if I would hurt her if she 
agreed to become my partner. I said I was more interested in having a girl kneel in front of me 
and crawl when I told her to, but that I also liked spanking a girl's bottom. She asked if I would 
spank hard. I told her no, unless I thought she really needed a hard spanking because she 
had been naughty. But I told her that I wasn't into brutality. She said it sounded like it might 
be fun, although she didn't know much about it. 

She wanted to know what she would have to do. I told her that she would have to do 
everything I said, no matter what, and if she didn't, then she would have to agree that I had 
the right to punish her, such as give her a spanking. She asked when we would start. 

I told her that she would have to be trained. She asked what that meant. I told her she 
would have to learn what turned me on, and how I wanted her to do things, and that she 
would have to learn a lot of rules. She seemed intrigued. We started kissing, I rubbed her 
pussy to help keep her excited, and I told her that we would start playing the next time she 
came over. That way she could think about whether she really wanted to try the role of a sex 
slave. She said she knew that she wanted to play, that it seemed sexy, having a man order 
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her about and not being allowed to resist, and getting punished if she stepped out of line. She 
asked if I would be stern with her, and I said probably. She said that's what she really wanted, 
some man to be stern with her and not let her get away with anything. Someone who kept her 
on her toes. Someone who was demanding. But, she insisted, school had to come first. I 
agreed, and decided it was time for me to have my cum. I told her I wanted to fuck, but I 
wanted to concentrate on my pleasure, not hers. She smiled and said, "But of course." 

After I took Alice home I thought that I really shouldn't have been surprised that she, 
too, wanted to play S&M games. Logic told me that all women didn't have these interests, but 
my experience led me to believe that an awful lot did. A fast inventory reminded me that Pam 
had asked me to spank her, and then, of course, there was Dena, and Stephanie, and Phil's 
girlfriend, whose name I couldn't remember, and the woman at the 4th of July party, and the 
couple at school who play "spankey-poo," and now Alice. And these were just the ones I knew 
about. Either I just happened to run into the few girls who had these interests, or a lot of 
people, both men and women, were kinkier than was generally believed. 

3/1 /66-Age 22 

There is a price to pay for being a celebrity. Efrem Zimbalist Jr. made another 
appearance at the coffee shop, with the same two women. This time he was spotted by two 
teenage girls, who literally cornered him and gushed at him and squealed at him and pushed 
napkins and pens in his face to get his autograph. He took all of this with good humor. The 
first time I saw him eating in the semi private room, I thought the arrangements were a bit 
pretentious, but now I understood that for some people, doing something like getting a bowl of 
soup takes extraordinary arrangements. 

3/2/66-Age 22 

Ever since I started masturbating, sex became an obsession. I'd think about sex 50 or 
100 times a day, with resulting hard on. This is probably normal for a teenager, but I'm not a 
teenager, and I still think about sex almost all the time. I think about sex as much as I do 
about photography. When Alice agreed to become my sex slave, I started walking around all 
the time with a hard on. Excited is not the word for my state. I was beginning to feel safe. I 
could make sure that Alice wouldn't hurt me. I could order her around, and make her do 
things, and when she obeyed it would prove that I'm in control. And if she stepped out of line, 

I could give her a good spanking, and put her in her place. 

Alice called tonight to say she missed me and to ask if we were going to see each 
other on Saturday night. I told her I expected her to be over at my place at 6:45. Not before, 
and not after. I told her that she had to learn to follow instructions, and this was a simple 
exercise. 

3/29/66-Age 22 

Alice arrived at my place at the appointed time. She was getting very good at knocking 
at the door within a few seconds of when I told her to. When I let her in she curtsied, which 
was one of our rituals, and then took the porno book I had ordered her to buy from her purse. 

I went to the easy chair and sat. Alice came and knelt in front of me. She handed me the book 
and said that she hoped that it pleased me. She remained motionless while I leafed through it. 
I discovered that Alice got turned-on from public humiliation, so I used this interest to set up a 
sex scene. I told her to go to an adult bookstore and buy a book that I would find interesting, 
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and told her where there was a bookstore in our area. She told me that she had never been 
in such a store, so I envisioned her nervousness and embarrassment as she summoned up 
her courage to go in, and her uncomfortable feelings about being the only woman there, and 
having to spend some time looking over the choices available to find a book that she thought I 
would find a turn-on, and then having to go up to a man and hand him the book and pay for it. 

I though she would enjoy being placed in this situation. I told Alice to recount her adventure, 
and it went as I thought it would. She told me that when she left the store, she noticed that 
she was excited, and she also felt good about having gone through with it, of having faced 
and successfully passed a test. I was constantly trying to devise and orchestrate situations 
like this to keep our relationship fresh. 

Keeping Alice happy with adventures like this was only a part of our activities. I 
"trained" her to strip off all her clothes in less than five seconds, and stand at attention and 
wait for my instructions. I found that having her wait was a turn-on in itself, since she started 
to fantasize what I would have her do, or what I'd do to her. I taught her how to kneel in one 
graceful motion, by keeping her back straight and bending her knees and allowing herself to 
fall. Just before her knees hit the ground, she would lean back and let her backside absorb 
the shock as it came into contact with her lower legs. She never hurt herself, and she looked 
very sexy when she literally dropped to her knees in that fashion. 

We were playing our game on a 24 hour a day basis. This was intense. She had rules 
to follow, even if I was not around to see her obeying them. Just the thought that she was 
following my orders made me feel safe, in control, and enormously turned on. When we were 
together, we never fully left our roles. We would walk and talk and enjoy being with each 
other, but it was within the rules of our relationship that I could make demands of her at any 
time. Although I did enjoy this aspect of our relationship, I did tire of being "on" all the time. 
She, however, enjoyed knowing that at any instant I might force her into an embarrassing 
situation, so she always had a slight sexual buzz from anticipation. This just added some 
pressure for me to meet her expectations. But it also made me feel secure. 

I was discovering that if a dominant wasn't careful, he could become a dildo for his 
submissive. If I did nothing but try to find situations that she found exciting, I would become 
nothing but a sexual tool for her pleasure. I had thought that the submissive was supposed to 
be a sexual tool for the dominant's pleasure. I had used my authority to make sure that my 
sexual whims and wants were met, especially if Alice didn't particularly enjoy serving in a 
particular way. The only problem with this was that Alice seemed to have an inexhaustible 
ability not only to try new things, but also to enjoy them. The only sexual activity she didn't 
particularly enjoy was being spanked, and so this was the method I used most often for 
discipline. After all, if I disciplined her in ways she enjoyed, she would be motivated to be 
disobedient, in order to get a reward. But I needed an obedient submissive, so I could feel 
that I was in control of the relationship. Stephanie had calmly smiled as I spanked, and the 
harder and longer I spanked, the more peaceful her face became. Alice would whimper, and 
sometimes, cry. I wasn't brutal, but I did believe in achieving some realism in my dominance. 
Watching Alice submit to a realistic spanking, knowing that she didn't enjoy it, turned me on. It 
was the proof that she was my submissive, my slave, and was not a threat to me, as I 
envisioned the rest of the world was. 

4/17/66-Age 22 

The riddle about one hand clapping came to mind again. I mentally moved my hand 
rapidly past my ear, mentally heard nothing, mentally shrugged and turned my thoughts to 
other things. 
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5/1/66-Age 22 

A minor issue of fairness had to be resolved today. I told Alice that she was to go panty 
and braless until further notice. She knelt in front of me, as she was instructed to do when she 
had a favor to ask, and properly pleaded her case. Her tits were small and firm, so going 
braless was not a problem on its face, but she pointed out that her nipples might show 
through her top. At Pro Arts, this could get her into real trouble. I could not use my authority 
to get her into trouble at school, and insisting that she follow my orders could have caused a 
problem in our relationship. I saw that her point was valid, and so I compromised. I told her 
that she could put tape, or a Band-Aid, over her nipples. This she accepted immediately as a 
valid concession, and as she had been trained to do, she thanked me for being so kind to her. 
As she had been taught, she continued to thank me until I told her to stop. Sometimes I would 
have her thank me in this fashion for a few minutes. Inevitability she would begin to falter, to 
have difficulty coming up with new ways to praise me for granting her a favor, and she would 
begin to sound less sincere. I would point this out to her in a stern tone of voice: "If I were 
you, I would sound MUCH more sincere," or words to that effect. The implication was that she 
was not pleasing me, and that a punishment, something that she didn't enjoy, would be 
forthcoming unless she made a greater effort to follow the rules of our game. She would 
always continue with renewed interest and effect. And she enjoyed my being stern with her. 

5/19/66-Age 22 

Alice slept over again last night. I gave her a key, and she had started coming over 
every night after she finished her homework. It was nice having her crawl into bed with me. I 
was often asleep, since she would usually arrive around two in the morning. She would let 
herself in quietly, take off her shoes, skirt and blouse, and gently pull back the covers and slip 
into bed. I usually woke, put my arm around her, gave her a kiss on cheek, and rapidly fell 
back to sleep. I really enjoyed feeling her naked body, still cool from being outdoors, next to 
my body which was warm from the covers. 

This morning was Saturday, and Alice didn't have to go to school. Pro Arts was a 
degree granting college, and Academic classes were held on Saturdays. Students who hadn't 
taken the necessary academic courses at another college before attending Pro Arts had to 
take them on Saturdays and on some week nights. Alice had completed two years of college 
before starting Pro Arts, and so had the luxury of having weekends and nights off. She was 
still sleeping when the telephone rang. 

I picked it up and said hello. A woman's voice, sexy and playful, wanted to know how 
big my cock was. I was still a little groggy, having only been up about five minutes, and I was 
taken aback. I said something like, "I don't know, about average size, maybe a little bigger." 
The voice said that size wasn't all that important to her, and that she liked a man who had 
lasting power. She asked if I did, and I told her yes. She started telling me what she wanted 
me to do to her, which didn't sound all that exciting, especially considering what I had been 
doing with Alice for the past few months. But she was getting hot describing the torrid 
lovemaking she was envisioning. She asked me what I was doing. I was awake enough to 
realize that she expected me to say that I was masturbating, since it was obvious to me that 
she was, and that she expected me to also be turned on. I told her the truth, that I was sitting 
on the bed. She asked me if I was alone. I said no. She asked me who was with me. I said my 
girlfriend. She shouted into the phone, "Your girlfriend!" and slammed the receiver down. I had 
a minor pang of remorse for destroying her masturbation fantasy, but only for a minute. She 
had, after all, invaded my space, and I had, after all, simply told her the truth. Alice woke and 
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asked in a groggy voice who was on the phone. I told her it was just an obscene phone call 
from a woman. I told her she should go back to sleep. She said okay, and rolled over. 

6/20/66-Age 23 

School had begun and I was in my seventh trimester. I had a great four months off, 
taking pictures I wanted to, not because I had to, and playing with Alice when she wasn't too 
overworked. 

I had a class with Anthony, the aspiring pornographer. He was making headway in his 
chosen career. He had started selling his pictures to nudist magazines, and so was making 
money as a professional photographer while still a student. I had popped into the color lab 
while I was on my vacation, and saw two rolls of slide film, 24 exposures in all, hanging in the 
film dryer. They were of very pretty naked girls shot out of doors by a swimming pool, with all 
the girls but two looking directly into the camera. Two, it seemed, had some modesty, and 
turned their faces away from the camera. It was obvious that they were Anthony's shots, since 
no one else at school, including the teachers, had access to as many beautiful girls as 
Anthony. I was torn between looking at the girls, and looking at the technical aspects of the 
photography. Anthony had become quite good. His exposures were excellent, no small thing 
when shooting slide film outdoors. The images were sharp, and reasonably well composed. I 
guessed the shots were made for movie casting purposes. They were simply to show what 
the models or actresses or whatever they were looked like. Someone else would have just 
taken snapshots, but Anthony had gone out of his way to do a professional job. 

Today we had to bring in a simple product shot. It was sort of a "getting used to being 
back in school" assignment some teachers gave at the beginning of each trimester. Nothing 
particularly demanding. Anthony, it turned out, was incapable of shooting anything that didn't 
involve sex. He turned in a product shot of a bottle of perfume, well lit, of the type you would 
see in a magazine. In the background of the shot were two girls embracing. Passionately. 

6/24/66-Age 23 

Alice had borrowed some art supplies from a girlfriend of hers named Katie. Alice 
asked if we could stop off at Katie's place on the way to dinner, so she could return them. 

Katie was a small, shy, attractive girl of around twenty-one. She came from Montana, and was 
majoring in fashion illustration. Alice told me that Katie wasn't going to pursue an art career, 
but had plans to go back to Montana and marry the local banker's son and have a bunch of 
children and become the local girl scout leader. 

We didn't call first, since students were always dropping in on each other at all times of 
the day or night. When we arrived, we walked up to the second floor and knocked on her 
apartment door, we found that Katie wasn't in. We decided to wait a while, and went to the 
back staircase and sat down. Alice and I were talking, when I stopped the conversation by 
saying, in my dominant voice, "Stand!" Alice rose quickly to her feet. "Strip!" I said calmly, but 
with my studied air of authority. Without hesitation, Alice threw off her clothing, and then stood 
at attention. I knew that she was scared that someone would come up the stairs, or out of one 
of the apartments and see her, and I also knew that this fear was turning her on. 

I knew that she was trying to decide what she would do if someone did come by. Would 
she grab her clothes and try to cover herself up, or would she remain the well-trained slave 
and continue to stand, stark naked, at attention? I let her stand that way for about two 
minutes, knowing that she was in a state of exquisite agony, and watched as her breathing 
became louder and quicker, and as her skin started to redden. I was enjoying the scene, but I 
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was also nervous. What if someone did come? Alice may have enjoyed public humiliation, 
but I would have been very embarrassed if someone had seen us. What would be my 
reaction? Would I try to explain why I was calmly sitting on the steps while my girlfriend was 
standing, stark naked at attention, except for two small Band-Aids over her nipples? After 
about two minutes, when I felt I had tempted fate long enough, I said, "Get dressed." Alice 
quickly put on her shoes, skirt and blouse, and remained standing, waiting further instructions. 
I patted the floor next to me and she sat down. I moved my arm and she melted into my side. 

I took my other hand and guided her hand to my cock, so she could feel how hard I was. She 
made a small groaning sound and seemed very relaxed. We waited another ten minutes, and 
then I suggested that Alice leave a note for Katie, and we went out to dinner. 

7/1/66-Age 23 



I finally stopped by the gas station and took 
this picture of Doug in his Texaco uniform 

7/7/66-Age 23 

I stopped by the gas station to see Doug around ten, which was closing time. The 
outdoor lights were off, letting motorists know the station was closed, but the lights in the 
garage area were on. I knocked on the door and Doug saw me and opened the lock. He was 
counting the day's money, and making entries on a sheet of paper. I sat on a stool and waited. 
I thought I'd follow him to his place, and spend some time there. Doug lit a joint and took a 
few drags, and offered it to me. I declined, and Doug kept smoking. He finished counting the 
money and wrapped it in some rags and stashed it in a hiding place. He told me that he 
loaned his car to an old friend, who was supposed to have returned it by now, and he had to 
wait until it was returned. I lit a cigarette, he lit another joint, and we spent some time 
bullshitting. 

His car arrived. A man of about 50, thin and tired looking, got out of it and came into the 
garage. Doug opened the door and the man said he was sorry for being late. Doug said there 
was no problem, introduced me to him, and offered him the joint he was smoking. The man, 
whose name I think was Will, just looked at it and shook his head no. It was obvious that he 
didn't think much of grass. We talked for a few minutes, and then Will asked Doug if he could 
get a ride back to his new place. Will had moved from one apartment house to another, and 
borrowed Doug's car to help make the move. Doug looked at me to make sure I didn't object. 

I asked if I should follow them in my car, and Doug said yes, so we got into our cars and left 
for Will's new apartment. 

When Doug parked, I pulled up behind him. Both men got out and Doug came over to 
me. He said he was going up to see Will's new apartment, and I should come up with them. 
Will had moved into a seedy Hollywood apartment. It was a two story building with small one 
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room apartments, with hot plates instead of kitchens, but with private bathrooms. Doug and 
Will spoke for a while, with Doug sitting on the bed and Will sitting on the only chair in the 
room. I stood by the door. There was almost no room left in the apartment. Will went into the 
small bathroom and stayed for about five minutes. I sat down on the bed next to Doug, and 
we both waited quietly for Will to emerge. 

Will didn't fully emerge. He stuck his head out the bathroom door, and said, "Shit, I 
can't find a vein. Give me some help." I didn't understand, but Doug did. He didn't look happy 
as he got up from the bed and walked the three steps to the bathroom. After thirty seconds I 
got curious and stood up to take a look. Will was standing with his arm outstretched, and 
Doug was holding it and applying pressure. I saw a used candle and what looked like 
aluminum foil and a syringe. Now I understood Will's look of disdain when Doug offered him 
some grass. Grass, to Will, was kid's stuff. 

Doug led Will out of the bathroom and sat him down on the chair. Doug sat on the bed 
and continued to hold and apply pressure to Will's arm, which both were examining, trying to 
find a vein into which Will could shoot his heroin. They finally discovered a likely candidate, 
and Will injected himself. I looked at Doug's face and saw that he would rather be doing 
something else. When Will was done, he put the needle back in the bathroom, and told Doug 
that this apartment was just temporary. A smaller one that cost less would be available in a 
month, and he was going to move into it. When he finished saying this, he started rocking 
back and forth, and said something about lying down, and Doug helped him onto the bed. Will 
just lay there. Doug said we'd be going. Will didn't say anything. 

It was obvious to me that Will was on his way downhill, and it occurred to me how Will 
could get his daily fixes, make money and do a public service all at the same time. I thought 
that he should arrange to shoot up at high school assemblies. The pathetic sight of an old 
man, incapable of finding a vein, and probably needing to call on a student to help him, and 
then injecting himself and passing out a few minutes later, should be enough to keep a lot of 
kids off hard drugs. 

On our way back to our cars, Doug told me that Will had been a drug addict about 
twenty years ago, but kicked the habit when he met and fell in love with a woman. They got 
married and he got a job as an editor in the movie industry, and he did very well financially. He 
and his wife lived the good life in Beverly Hills. For whatever reasons, she recently divorced 
him, and he returned to his first love. He became too unpredictable to be hired for good 
paying major motion pictures, so he was now working as an editor for porno films. 

I followed Doug to his place. Jay and some other people showed up, and I smoked 
cigarettes as they did their drugs. 

7/7/66-Age 23 

I was taking an introductory psychology course, which was the last general education 
requirement I had to meet. The instructor, who was a full professor at USC, told us that 
instead of a term paper we should prepare a visual that illustrated any part of the material we 
were covering in class. He had spent some time explaining the differences between an 
illusion, a hallucination, and a delusion, and I decided to shoot a picture of what an acid trip 
was like. The only experience I had in this area was watching a lot of people trip, and of 
course, my unexpected DMT voyage. I got a large multifaceted crystal which people looked 
through when smoking grass. It acted like a lens, and broke anything viewed through it into a 
number of small, similar images. 

I thought I'd give the teacher a thrill and include a female nude in part of the image. I 
didn't ask, or order, Alice to pose. She would have been the logical choice, especially since 
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she was an exhibitionist, and had a great desire to let those around her know that she was, at 
her core, a slut. We were both sure those who knew her thought she didn't have sex, or, if she 
did, she was the type who got undressed under the covers, and then closed her eyes, bit her 
lip, and made up her grocery list during the act. Maybe this was why she took so much 
pleasure in breaking taboo's, such as going without underwear, and stripping in public areas. 

I asked Sabrina to pose. I really didn't know why, except that I might have wanted to 
see her naked. She said, sure, fine, no problem. She was very free about her body. We 
arranged a time and she came over to my apartment. She casually took off her clothes and 
did what I told her to do. When I took the photographs, I divorced myself completely from 
sex. I did not take the opportunity to ogle her, nor any other nude I shot. I didn't position her 
so I could see between her legs, or to place her in a vulnerable or obscene position. When I 
took nudes, I was a eunuch. This is because I thought about sex when I shot my first nude, 
and the pictures were awful. I made a deal with myself after that that I would either put down 
the camera and think about sex, or forget about sex and take pictures, but never mix sexy 
thoughts and photography. 

After I had shot enough to satisfy myself that I had a couple of good pictures, I looked 
at Sabrina and was about to tell her that we were finished, but heard myself saying something 
else. I had positioned Sabrina in a corner of the room, standing and facing the wall, with her 
arms stretched above her head. I was trying to give the impression of a woman, on a drug 
trip, who was literally trying to climb a wall. I shot the picture with her off to the side, as if an 
afterthought. She was what we called a third reading, which meant that the viewer would 
notice two other elements of the photograph before discovering that there was a naked girl in 
the picture. The entire scene, shot through the crystal, was busy and distorted, and I thought 
that it gave the impression of an out of control trip that I had heard my artist friends talk about. 

When I looked at Sabrina, still posing, I said, "You look like you're waiting for a 
whipping. Should I whip you?" Sabrina calmly replied, "If you want," and remained in position. 

I only gave it a second's thought, and said, "I think it's best if I don't". But I think it would be 
fun if you turned around and posed for a few "dominant" and "submissive" type pictures. She 
did. After I shot a few, I told her that we were through shooting. Sabrina matter of factly put 
on her clothes, and I thanked her as I walked her to her car. 



Sabrina taken today 

As I walked back to my apartment, I was only mildly surprised that Sabrina seemed to 
have some S&M interests. I really was beginning to believe that everyone did, and that they 
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just pretended that they wouldn't be involved in such a perversion. I was more interested in 
why I didn't "whip" her, and then realized that there was no scene. It was Pam revisited. If 
Sabrina had dropped to her knees and begged me to whip her, if she created a scenario, if 
she had started to improvise a script, I may have acted differently. 

7/12/66-Age 23 

I saw Ray Chen today. Ray had begun to shoot rock bands, and had shot two album 
covers. He and Anthony were the only two photography students I knew of who were making 
money from photography while they were students. Others sometimes shot a portrait, or 
"head shots" for aspiring models and actors, but they didn't make real money. Ray was 
showing a friend around school. His name was Tom, a photographer Ray had met at Vito's a 
while back. Tom looked okay, but I wasn't particularly interested in getting to know him better. 

8/11/66-Age 23 

Alice came into the color lab to say hello. I was in the middle of doing something. I 
noticed her walk in, nodded and smiled at her, and then briefly turned my attention back to 
what I was doing. Alice stood waiting for me. As I finished and started to turn my attention to 
her, I remembered that I had left something at home that I wanted to bring to school. I did 
what many people do when they have a similar thought. I snapped my fingers and said, 
"Damn!" The word was still leaving my mouth as I watched Alice fall to her knees, and remain 
there with her head bowed, as she had been trained to do when I snapped my fingers. I 
looked to see if anyone else was in the lab, and there was Phil Pissario, looking first at me, 
then at Alice, and then back to me. He was making a slight sideways nod, as if he were 
saying, "Tisk, Tisk." I was only a little embarrassed, since I knew that he was involved in some 
sort of an S&M relationship with his girlfriend. Alice was in seventh heaven. I had to end her 
bliss since I didn't want us to be seen by others, so I told her to get up. She did, and tried to 
act naturally, but her skin did reveal an unnatural glow. 

Phil was in his eighth trimester, along with three other students who were in my 
entering class. I was the fifth and last of the original class, and the only one who had taken a 
trimester off. Five remaining out of twenty-six meant that the drop-out/boot-out rate was, 
indeed, around eighty percent. 

8/19/66-Age 23 

The trimester was ending. Phil Kahn called me into his office a few days ago. He was a 
photo teacher, but he also had an M.A. in psychology, and had been a therapist for 20 years 
before deciding to change careers. He was my favorite teacher. He told me I was in trouble. I 
said, "What else is new." He told me he was serious. Charlie, the chair of the department, 
didn't want me to graduate. I asked Phil what the problem was. He said there was no problem 
with my work, and my grades were adequate, but Charlie didn't like my slovenly appearance. 
He didn't think it was professional. He didn't think it was Pro Arts. I asked what I should do, 
and fully expected a lecture on grooming. Phil said, "Wear a jacket." I asked, "Is that all?" and 
Phil replied, "Yes." I repeated, "Just a jacket?" and Phil said "Yes." I bought an inexpensive 
sports jacket today, and I'll leave it in the back of my car, and put it on when I go to school. 
Kind of like being back at Oracle. 

9/17/66-Age 23 
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I went with Alice to Huntington Gardens, a huge arboretum with planted areas ranging 
from desert to jungle. Some Tarzan movies had been shot there. I was going to take pictures, 
and Alice wanted to be with me, so she came along. We were off the main path in what 
seemed like a secluded area, and I was about to take a picture, when I had an urge, and gave 
into it. I looked at Alice, smiled, and said, "Strip!" She was naked and standing at attention in 
a few seconds. She was already breathing heavily. I slowly broke off a long twig from a bush 
we were near, and then removed some small leaves. She just looked at me. I told her that she 
needed a switching, and then ordered her to kneel and lower her head to the ground and lift 
her ass high into the air. She complied immediately. I gave her a stroke with the "switch," and 
then another, and then a third. I noticed that Alice was smiling, not as broadly as Stephanie or 
Dena, but she was smiling. Alice didn't like being spanked or physically punished, although 
she always accepted physical punishment with good grace. But being naked and switched 
outdoors was a tremendous turn-on for her. Her passion was lessening the pain, or she was 
reacting to the pain differently than she did when she wasn't so hot, or something. I knew she 
was enjoying the scene because after the third stroke I stopped, and she gyrated her hips, 
moving her bottom suggestively, invitingly. I gave her more strokes. We both heard people 
near us, and I became nervous. I suspect Alice became hotter. I told her to hurry and get 
dressed, and I went back to taking pictures. It took about five minutes for my cock to get soft 
so I could turn my full attention back to photography. For the rest of the day I kept imagining 
that Charlie, the head of the Photo Department, had seen us, and that we were both going to 
get kicked out of school. This thought kept filling my head and I couldn't stop thinking about it. 

I was scared. 

9/22/66-Age 23 

I was still in the beginning of my last trimester and I noticed a feeling of dread. It didn't 
take me long to recognize that I was beginning to panic about going out into the world. I didn't 
want to become an adult. I didn't think that I was particularly good at anything, even 
photography. I did know that I was reasonably good, but I also knew that there were many 
others who were better. I didn't think that I would be able to persuade anyone to hire me, or to 
buy my services. 

Moreover, I didn't particularly like people, and didn't think people liked me very much. I 
fantasized that I would find myself in a world where I was the submissive, having others act 
toward me as my dad had. I was just plain scared. I realized, too, that my few work 
experiences weren't happy ones. I was bored to death at the New York Stock Exchange, and 
at time job at City College, and I was fired by the office manager at the factor because she 
made a mistake, and she was never pleased with my work. I felt that I didn't understand what 
people wanted, or what they expected. I felt that people were unpredictable, and not nice, and 
looked for excuses to be mean. Sort of like dominants, trying to force others to become their 
slaves. 

I knew that anxiety for students about to graduate was fairly common. The photo 
students, and I assume all the students at Pro Arts, tried to develop their own style that would 
set them apart from the competition. Phil Pissario, unlike the other students, did not develop 
his own style, but instead became a master imitator of the style of Richard Avadon. Some 
advertising agencies sent representatives to recruit at Pro Arts, and some interviewed the 
graduating photo students. One art director who saw Pissario's portfolio said, according to 
Pissario, "If I wanted Avadon, I'd hire Avadon." Pissario went into the hospital the next day 
with a bad case of hives. 

Although misery is supposed to love company, it didn't make me feel any better that 
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other students also looked toward graduation and stepping into the world with some fear. I 
was in a panic state, and knew, deep in my bones, that I wouldn't be able to function after 
graduation. 

This afternoon Joe Haskins, who was also about to graduate from the photo 
department, came to school after a brief stay in the hospital. He wasn't there because of 
anxiety, but because he had been drinking and smoking dope, and had some kind of seizure. 
He blacked out, and on the way to the floor he managed to turn over a very heavy table 
loaded with his movie editing equipment. When he came to, he was disoriented. His friends 
took him to the hospital, where he was admitted for observation. The examining physician told 
him that he might have dried out part of his brain with the combination of drink and drugs, 
thus causing the seizure. Joe was worried that he had become an epileptic or something. I 
thought that I was lucky I didn't drink or do drugs. 

11/9/66-Age 23 

I was becoming more scared about my life after graduation. I decided that my dad was 
right, that I was a nothing and would never amount to anything. I had nothing new to offer the 
world of photography. On top of all this, I was just plain scared of people, and I knew that they 
wanted to hurt me. And now the safety of the world I had created while I was at Pro Arts was 
about to be taken away from me. 

I decided to put off dealing with the world. Alice was unsure of what she'd be doing 
after she graduated. She didn't want to stay in Los Angeles, because it wasn't a big enough 
advertising town, but knew her parents wouldn't help her go to New York, that big bad city, 
and she didn't have the money to go on her own. Her parents weren't thrilled that she wanted 
to go into advertising in the first place, and would have preferred that she be more like her 
sister, who was studying to become a school librarian. I thought I'd wait and see what Alice 
would do. There wasn't much sense in putting the effort in trying to establish myself as a 
photographer in Los Angeles if I might be leaving. I convinced myself that this was a 
legitimate position to take, and I started to feel a little better. I still needed something to do for 
the eight months Alice would be in school. I wanted to learn something about film, and 
decided to give myself an assignment. I would find a building under construction, and make a 
documentary about it. I asked Phil Kahn if he knew of a building about to be built, and he said 
he did. He put me in touch with the owner, who gave me permission to shoot on the 
construction sight. The construction was due to begin about three weeks after my graduation, 
and would take about five months to complete. 

I spoke to Mother and told her I wanted to spend some time shooting a documentary. 
She wasn't thrilled, and said that she really didn't have any money to support me. She said 
that Maude had moved to Israel two months ago, which was news to me. Maude hadn't been 
able to hold a job longer than a few weeks since she quit college a few years back. Mother 
had been paying Maude's rent and giving her living money, and now paid for Maude's move 
to Israel. Maude said she was having trouble finding a job because she didn't speak Hebrew, 
and had to take classes for a while. Mother also told me that dad had stopped drinking, 
because he had developed diabetes and his doctor told him very nasty things were going to 
happen to him if he continued to drink. Business was awful, and they might have to move 
from the office building they had been in for thirty years to a less expensive one. All in all, 
things didn't look good, but she surprised me by saying that she would continue to send 
money. I only half believed her, knowing her propensity to pull the rug out from under me, but 
I wanted to believe her, so I told myself that everything would work out. 
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12/15/66-Age 23 

Charlie, the chair of the photography department, called me into his office this 
afternoon. I was nervous. I really didn't expect him to tell me I wasn't going to graduate three 
weeks before graduation because I didn't look "Pro Arts," but I was afraid that he was going to 
tell me he had seen Alice and me at Huntington Gardens, and that I was a pervert, and I was 
being expelled. What he did tell me when I arrived at his office wearing my jacket was what a 
great improvement he had noticed in my attitude. I found myself saying that I really didn't 
think I had made any changes at all, which displeased him. He became more forceful, 
insisting that I had really cleaned up my act, and I stood my ground and told him I was the 
same old Eliot I had always been. Charlie got angry and started shouting that he had seen a 
great improvement in me. I decided that the best thing for me to do would be to agree with 
him. I flashed on Charlie taking the dominant role, and I taking the submissive roll. "Well, 
Charlie, now that you mention it, I guess I have been trying to clean up my act. I didn't know 
that I had been that successful. Thanks for pointing it out to me." Charlie grinned and held out 
his hand for me to shake, which I did. Charlie walked me to the door, and said, "A great 
improvement." I thought Phil Kahn had to be the world's greatest shrink. 

1/28/67-Age 23 

Graduation was almost uneventful. The ceremony took place in the auditorium, which 
was both the first room the entering student's met in for their orientation lecture, and the room 
the photography students used as a studio. It seemed fitting that the ceremony took place 
there. The graduates, and their family, friends and anyone else who wanted to attend, sat 
through the usual boring speeches, and then the chairmen of each department called the 
graduates to receive their diplomas. When it was the photography department's turn, Charlie 
started calling the names of the six students who had managed to make it all the way through 
the obstacle course. When called, the student went up to the raised stage, and Charlie 
handed him, or her, the diploma. When I was called I did as the others, and stood waiting for 
Charlie to give me the piece of paper that said that I had accomplished something and I was 
now a holder of a Bachelor of Fine Arts degree in Photography. I stood there as Charlie 
looked for my diploma. He kept looking. And looking. He kept shuffling through the two 
remaining photo department diplomas, and the remaining diplomas from the other 
departments. I started to panic. I thought I was about to be publicly humiliated. I thought 
Charlie was going to say something like, "Gee, Eliot, I guess you don't graduate after all." I 
started to sweat and even felt a bit faint. Finally Charlie found my misplaced diploma, and 
handed it to me as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. I took it and returned to my 
seat, still shaken. 

2/14/67-Age 23 

I showed up at the construction site today and started shooting the movie. The site was 
nothing but an empty lot with weeds, full of junk people had dumped there. It encompassed 
an area of about 150 X 200 feet. With nothing on the lot, there was nothing to give it scale, 
and it didn't look like the two story office building was going to be very large. It really didn't 
matter to me. I knew that this film was a delaying tactic to keep me from having to go out into 
the real world. I was petrified of going into the world and proving my father right, that I was a 
nothing and would never amount to anything. I wanted, or more accurately, needed, to avoid 
dealing with the real sadists: Adults. As a sexual sadist, I engaged in activities with 
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consenting adults, unlike the real world in which the real sadists engaged in real sadism with 
unwilling victims. 

3/1 /67-Age 23 

This afternoon at a camera store I ran into Tom, who was Ray Chen's friend I met at 
Pro Arts. I didn't remember his name, and had to ask him to remind me of it, but I was used to 
doing that by now. He asked if I wanted to go up to his apartment for a while. I didn't have 
anything pressing to do, so I went along. He didn't live far. 

It was an apartment like many I had seen or lived in. A dump. It had one small room, a 
bathroom and a small kitchen. He had a mattress on the floor, with no other furniture. We sat 
on the mattress and started bullshitting. I noticed a porno book that was lodged between the 
mattress and the wall that one side of the mattress was placed against. It was of the incest 
adult-child type. I didn't believe in making value judgments about other people's sexual 
interests. After all, I didn't want to be in the position of the pot calling the kettle black. But I did 
not believe in sex between adults and children. What took place between consenting adults 
was one thing, but sex with children was a very different thing. 

I didn't know whether this pornography reflected his sexual activities, or just his sexual 
fantasies. I knew that pornography was supposed to inflame passions and cause men, but 
interestingly not women, to go out and commit sex crimes, and that as an S&M porno reader I 
was supposed to be a mass murder, and I also knew that what was supposed to be and what 
was were two different things. So I decided that it was possible that Tom just used the porn to 
jerk off, and he didn't go out and try to find little kids to play with, and I turned my thoughts 
elsewhere. 

I asked Tom what he was doing for money. I knew he was a photographer, and wanted 
to know if he had any assignments lined up. He told me that a lawsuit he had brought against 
a movie company was working its way through the courts, and his attorney told him he would 
probably get $100,000, and so he was just waiting. I asked about the lawsuit, and he told me 
he had been shooting still pictures on a move set, not for the company but for himself, but 
with the permission of the company, and he got hit in the head with the wheel of an out of 
control motorcycle. Medical tests he took, on the advice of his attorney, showed some brain 
damage. He was content to wait a while and then live it up. 

While we were talking there was a knock on the door. He shouted that the door was 
open, and a couple walked in. Tom introduced me to them, and told me they were his next 
door neighbors. The man, named John, was a freaky looking guy. He was about my age, and 
about my size and weight, which was now 5'6", and about 20 pounds overweight, and he had 
a beard and wore disarrayed hippy clothes. I wondered if I looked like him. I rarely looked at 
myself in a mirror. I had only a vague idea of what I really looked like, although I had a self 
image in my mind that wasn't very flattering. His girlfriend, Fran I think, was about his height 
and age, slim, pretty, and much better dressed than he was. They stood leaning against a wall 
and we talked, except for Fran, who kept quiet. 

For some reason, John started telling me about how he got his camera equipment. He 
said that Fran was from a wealthy family, and her parents didn't want him dating her, so they 
gave him $10,000 to dump her. He took the money, bought camera supplies and equipment, 
and then had Fran move in with him. Fran said nothing, but her eyes smiled as he spoke. 

John then turned to Fran and asked if the darkroom work she was supposed to do was 
finished. She said no, not yet. John, using a dominant tone of voice I knew very well, told her 
that it had better be finished very soon, and Fran said goodbye and left the room. I wasn't the 
least bit surprised at finding out about their relationship. It was socially acceptable for people 
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to pretend that they weren't into S&M, but everyone was. I was just curious about why John 
didn't do his own darkroom work, and asked. John looked at me for a few seconds, and then 
said, "Why should I when I have her?" 

3/16/67-Age 23 

After speaking to Tom, it occurred to me that my problem with remembering names and 
faces might be due to some type of brain damage. I thought about this for a while, and 
decided that I was brain damaged, caused either by the x-rays taken of my head or the 
accidental beaning with a wooden block at Miss Karol's. It was an unscientifically based 
decision, but one I felt comfortable with. I remembered shouting inside my head while the x- 
rays were being made, "Stop! You don't know what you're doing!" 

4/4/67-Age 23 

My filming of the construction site took on a routine. I showed up every day, and filmed 
what was going on, talked to the construction supervisor for a while, asked what would be 
happening the next day, and then left. I started showing up around 11:30, because the lunch 
truck came just before noon, and more often than not the construction supervisor, John, 
would buy me a burrito. 

John was in his late forties, a good looking man with a good build. We weren't close 
friends, but we were friendly. He was a Catholic, and told me, in a conspiratorial tone, that he 
no longer went to regular church, but attended "underground masses." He discussed this 
with me a number of times, and once even suggested that I might like to attend one. He 
talked to me about these masses today. I noticed that when he did bring up the subject, he 
had an almost sexual gleam in his eye. He was really turned on, although I had no doubt that 
he did not recognize this. I started thinking about what it could be that made him seem so 
exhilarated, and concluded that it was the breaking of a taboo. It was, in a sense, like Alice 
getting turned on when told to strip outdoors. It was doing something that was forbidden that 
was part of the turn-on. 

6/19/67-Age 24 

Alice was finishing up school, and everything was going well between us. She came 
over every night, even if she finished her work at five in the morning. We still played our 
dominant and submissive roles, but we would go through long periods of relating to each 
other as boyfriend-girlfriend. When either of us needed the reassurance we got from 
dominance and submission, we would switch to our S&M personae. If I was feeling insecure, I 
would snap my fingers and feel almost instantly better as I watched Alice kneel in compliance. 
And Alice would give me not so subtle hints that she needed to be put in her place, often 
simply by referring to me as "Master." 

My fear and panic of going into the real world was still present, but it had diminished to 
some extent. Filming the building was buying me time. Alice told me her parents put their 
collective feet down about her going to New York, which upset her. She told me she had 
relatives in Chicago, and maybe it would be easier to get them to send her there. So I was 
happily on hold, waiting to see what would happen. 

Alice told me that there was a problem about her going to Chicago. She, like me, didn't 
have any money. Her parents didn't want to let their little girl get too far from their sight, and 
told her that they wouldn't give her money for the move to Chicago, even though she had 
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relatives there. I never met her parents, but I felt I knew them well enough from what Alice 
had told me about them. They were Eisenhower Republicans, and very straight. He was an 
engineer for a defense company and she was a nurse. They ran the family like a military 
organization. Father knew best and was always right. Mother new better than the two girls, 
and was always right, because she always agreed with her husband. Alice and her sister 
Jane, were expected to be seen and not heard, to do what they were told, and never, under 
any circumstances, to embarrass the family. This last point may have been part of Alice's 
extreme interest in public humiliation, but for practical family interactions, it also meant that 
the family should never appear to argue or be in conflict. 

Knowing this, I suggested to Alice that she write her aunt, her mother's sister in 
Chicago, and ask if she could stay there while looking for a job. If her aunt said okay, then her 
parents would have to help Alice go, or face the possibility that others would find out that a 
family disagreement existed. This would be too much for the parents to deal with. Alice wrote 
her aunt, who wrote back saying she would love to have Alice stay with her. Alice then called 
her parents, and tactfully told them of her aunt's invitation. Her parents realized that they were 
outflanked. They weren't happy, but they didn't see any way out of the situation. They would 
have to act as if they were behind their daughter's decision to move, as well as help 
financially, lest it seem to the other branches of the family that they were being cheap. Alice 
told me of her parents' offer of financial help tonight. 

8/6/67-Age 24 

Alice's graduation, unlike mine, went without a hitch. I met her parents for the first time, 
and they looked exactly as I imagined. Her father, Arnold, had crew cut gray hair, and he wore 
a conservative gray suit. Her mother, Ethel, wore her dyed black hair in a bun, and had on a 
simple dark blue dress. We were polite to each other, but it was evident that they weren't 
thrilled with my appearance, and I suspect, with my religion. I also met Jane, Alice's sister, for 
the first time. Jane was a few inches taller, and had bigger tits than Alice, but she didn't have 
Alice's cuteness. Jane and I got along well. 

8/8/67-Age 24 

The building I was filming was completed, except for some minor cosmetic work that 
was still going on. Now all I had to do was make some final edits, and make two prints. One 
was for the owner of the building, and the other for John, the construction foreman. I didn't 
need a print for myself, since I wasn't going to show the film to anyone. It wasn't terrible, but it 
certainly wasn't of professional quality. I had learned a lot, but the purpose for shooting the 
building was to give me an excuse not to have to deal with my fear of the real world for a 
while. Now I would turn my attention to Chicago. I knew that I was playing a game with 
myself. I knew that I was diverting my attention from my fears, and that I was only putting off 
until tomorrow what I should be dealing with today. But I couldn't deal with my fears of people, 
and of the world. 

Alice left today. Last night we had a good time in bed. This morning I took her over my 
knee and gave her a pretend spanking to remind her to be good. I walked her to her car. She 
gave me a warm kiss, curtsied, got inside, and drove off. I felt sad to see her go, and tried not 
to think of what would happen if she decided not to contact me after she got to her aunt's 
house. Our plan was for her to get established, find a job, and get an apartment for both of us. 
She, unlike me, wanted to work and put her skills to the test. She didn't mind my not working, 
and she seemed to feel it was great that I was shooting a film and enjoying myself. But when 
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she drove off I started to worry about ever seeing her again. I wondered if I could really trust 
her. She was, after all, a girl. Maybe she had been lying to me all this time. Maybe she had no 
intention of contacting me and having me live with her. Maybe she only told me she loved me, 
but didn't. Maybe she was laughing to herself right now. When I had these thoughts, which 
were becoming more frequent, I got very angry, sort of like an internal rage, sort of like the 
tantrums I had as a child, but all going on inside my head, not outside of me. I'd tremble, and 
sweat, and try not to think about how scared I was. 

8/27/67-Age 24 

Alice called regularly to let me know of her progress. She was happy to be in Chicago, 
and didn't have a problem finding a good job. She found an apartment she felt I would be 
happy with, and told me I was welcome whenever I wanted to come. I gave my official notice 
to my landlord, who knew I was thinking of moving, and I made the rounds of friends to say 
goodbye. I didn't have too many friends from Pro Arts to see, since most had gone to New 
York, and others went back to their home towns. I had made a lot of friends of artists from 
Charnards, as well as artist friends of theirs, so I spent a few days bullshitting with them. I 
then loaded up my Triumph with everything I could fit into it, which meant that I took all my 
photo equipment, and my three pairs of jeans and five shirts and two pairs of shoes and six 
pairs of socks. As I drove, I wondered whether Alice had given me her real address, or 
whether she had just made one up, and was laughing at me as I drove to Chicago. 

The trip, except for my thoughts, was uneventful, and I didn't have trouble finding Alice. 
We fell into each other's arms. It was really good to see her. After a few weeks of acclimating 
myself, I decided that Chicago sucked. I knew I wasn't going to be happy in Chicago. And 
since Chicago didn't like hippy freaks, which I looked like, I didn't think Chicago would be 
happy with me being there. People just stared at me, and not in a friendly way. 

I was also beginning to go a little crazy. I knew that I was avoiding dealing with the 
world, and also my problems. But I was so scared of adults that I'd do anything to avoid facing 
what I considered to be the unpleasant realities of life. I had no self confidence, and low self 
esteem. I thought of myself as a loser. I told myself that the only way I got through Pro Arts 
was by cheating in Morris' class. I told myself that my grade point average was less than 
outstanding, and that most of the other students were better photographers than I was. I 
would focus on such things as my inability to shoot food so that it looked appetizing. I kept 
hearing my father tell me that I was a "nothing and would never amount to anything." I mean, I 
literally heard my father's voice in my head. I distrusted everyone, since I knew that adults 
were arbitrary, and would say one thing one day and the opposite the next, if it suited their 
purposes. And above all, I was just plain scared, deep down to my bones. The problem was, I 
was scared of so many things, I didn't know precisely what I was afraid of, and so I couldn't 
focus on any one problem. I just felt scared, and acted defensively most of the time. I tried not 
to give Alice a hard time, but I was beginning to lose my grip. Small things would set me off. I 
didn't have fits or tantrums like I did when I was younger, but I would start to yell at her, 
seemingly for no reason at all. I just needed to let out my fear and anger, and Alice started to 
become a convenient target. 

Today Alice got a letter from Katie, forwarded to her by her mother. Instead of going 
back to Montana and marrying the banker's son, she screwed up her courage and went to 
New York. On her second day there she got a job as a fashion illustrator with the most 
prestigious fashion trade newspaper. I had mixed feelings. I was very happy that Katie took a 
chance and succeeded, but I was sad because I knew I would never take a chance, and that I 
would never succeed. I admired Katie, but her success, her victory, just contrasted with my 
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own inability to function. I wanted to be like her. I just couldn't, though, and I knew it. I felt 
happy for Katie, and depressed about myself at the same time. 

9/20/67-Age 24 

I went to pick Alice up at work today. I parked on the street and was on my way up to 
her office. When the elevator door opened, a guy I knew from Pro Arts got out. He was a 
"scholarship" student, which meant that they gave him a part time job at the school in return 
for free tuition. He worked at the student store, and was the guy I bought film from just before 
Morris caught me cutting his class. He had graduated before Alice, and started working at the 
advertising agency she now worked at almost a year before she started. He had already 
moved up to a fairly important position, that of "creative director", a person who had a number 
of art directors working under him. I was glad that he was going places, because he was 
always nice to me when we talked at Pro Arts. He recognized me right away, and seemed 
happy to see me. He asked why I didn't bring my portfolio up to show him. He said that he 
always liked my work and thought that I was really good. 

He was smiling as he said this. But I couldn't understand why he was lying to me. Why 
was he making fun of me? Why was he putting me down? I knew he didn't like my work. No 
one liked my work. It was terrible. I only managed to stay at Pro Arts because I cheated in 
Morris' class. This guy was always nice to me in the past, and I couldn't figure out why he was 
being mean and nasty and viscous now. I didn't know what to say. I just looked at him, and I 
suppose, smiled. He patted me on the shoulder and said I really should call and make an 
appointment, and he was gone. 

11/20/67-Age 24 

Although Alice's sister Jane was a year younger, she had graduated from a college in 
California a few months before Alice. This was because Alice had taken her academic 
courses for two years at a regular academic college, and then spent three years at Pro Arts, 
and so had five years of college, instead of the usual four. Jane married a guy she met at 
college who was born in the Chicago area, and they decided to return to Chicago. Roy, Jane's 
husband, got a degree in engineering, and Jane got her degree in library science. They 
moved to Chicago a short time after I arrived, and lived close by. They introduced us to Joan 
and Mark, a couple who were friends of Roy, and we would see each other fairly regularly. 

I didn't really enjoy being with any of these people, because, frankly, I thought that they 
were dull. Most of my friends over the past three years were creative professional or fine 
artists, but these were regular people. They had normal values, and normal goals in life. They 
wanted to have children, buy a house, have a secure job, grow old, and die. I thought that 
there had to be more to life than that, although I didn't know what it was. 

To the best of my knowledge, Jane and Roy and Joan and Mark were straight, 
sexually. That is, they didn't seem to be into S&M. But from my experiences, I wouldn't bet on 
it. We talked about sex openly, but we didn't touch another's partner. And Alice and I didn't go 
out of our way to reveal our S&M relationship. Jane did find a pair of handcuffs on our 
bedside dresser today, and she picked them up and giggled. 

3/9/68-Age 24 

Alice didn't complain that I wasn't working. She liked to work, and made enough money for 
both of us to get by on. Mother had cut me off, telling me that they were very poor, and that 
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Maude was having trouble keeping a job in Israel, and that she had to send Maude money 
almost every week, and no matter how much she sent, Maude would call in a panic saying 
that she needed more or she would be evicted from the room she was renting, or that she 
wouldn't have enough money to go out to look for a job, or whatever. It didn't matter to me 
that I was cut off, since Alice and I were getting by. But I started to realize that I was much 
more dependent on Alice than I had been with any of my other girlfriends, even Stephanie. 
This made me very insecure. Ordinarily I would just become dominant to reassure myself that 
Alice wasn't a threat, but this insecurity was different. 

I told Alice that we should get married. She wanted to know why. We had been in a 
relationship for a long time, she said, and why ruin it by getting married. I needed the security 
of marriage. I didn't know whether it was because of a commitment on her part, or whether 
being married would make it more difficult for Alice to just turn to me one day and say, "Get 
out!" Alice wasn't thrilled with the idea, but I persuaded her. I pointed out that our taxes next 
year would be less if we were married, and since we were living together, we might as well 
get some money for doing what we were already doing. She agreed, but she wasn't 
enthusiastic. I had a brief flash of the French girl who volunteered that she had married only 
because her husband wanted to, and not because she wanted to, and my thought that their 
marriage was doomed from the start. 

We got married today at the courthouse, and then we went for lunch at a restaurant we 
ate at on a regular basis. No honeymoon, no wedding gifts, no nothing. But I did feel a little 
more secure. 

4/20/68-Age 24 

I realized that I was accomplishing nothing in life, and really was just surviving. I spent 
a lot of time worrying about the future. What would happen if, and when, Alice wanted me to 
get off my ass and do something. I came up with the idea to try to write a book on some 
aspect of photography. The photography students were constantly experimenting with unique 
ways to develop film and make prints, and other forms of photographic manipulations. I 
realized that it wouldn't be too difficult to write a book about these techniques. I wrote a short 
outline, and then went to the library and looked up the addresses of publishing companies 
which I thought might be interested in the book, and mailed off the outline and a brief letter 
explaining my background. I only sent out five inquiries, and received four rejections, but 
today I got a letter from a well known photographic book publishing company saying that they 
were interested, and they requested more information and sample photographs. 

I also sent off a letter to Contemporary Photography magazine, asking if they would be 
interested in an article explaining how to create an effect someone at Pro Arts figured out a 
few years ago. I don't know who originally thought up the idea, but it became common 
knowledge at school, and a lot of us played with the technique. Along with the letter, which 
briefly explained how the effect is created, I sent along a slide as an example of what the 
finished picture looked like. I haven't heard from the magazine yet, but maybe I'll start earning 
money as a photographer-writer. 

5/20/68-Age 25 

Alice's sister Jane may not be into S&M, but she is an exhibitionist. Alice and I and 
Jane and Roy were spending the evening making suggestive remarks to each other, when 
Roy went over to Alice and started to kiss her. It was a bit more intense than a friendly 
brother-in-law kiss, but he wasn't raping her, either. Alice didn't know what to do, and she 
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caught my eye. I made a very slight nod of my head, letting her know that it was okay with me 
if it was okay with her. She put her arms around him and kissed him back. I looked at Jane 
and she didn't seem upset, so I went over to her and we started kissing. Shades of the make- 
out parties when I was a teenager, except this time it was between previously paired off 
couples, and when we were teenagers, none of the kids were really involved with each other. 
And it reminded me of the time Tanya and Ray and his wife Betty got together. 

Things progressed, and we ended up undressed. It was obvious that fucking was going 
to take place, but I wasn't eager for Roy to fuck my Alice. And I don't think Jane wanted that 
either. And of course, she may not have wanted to fuck with me. For whatever reasons, we 
decided without really saying anything, that we would get back with our respective spouses. 
We all went to the bedroom, we all got onto the bed, and as Alice and Jane lay on their backs 
and occasionally looked at each other, Roy and I fucked our wives. This did turn out more just 
like the evening with Tanya, Ray and Betty than the makeout sessions I had first thought of. 
We all had a good time, and no one committed adultery. 



5/29/68-Age 25 

I came to an agreement with the publishing company. Actually, I agreed to anything 
and everything they wanted. They sent me a contract, which I signed, and they then sent me 
an advance of $500. I felt good. I had found a way to make some money, and not have to 
deal directly with people. I felt as if I had outsmarted the world. 

I knew that in order to do the book I needed better darkroom facilities than I had. I had 
taken the pantry area of the kitchen and turned it into a crude darkroom. Alice chose this 
apartment mainly because it did have an area for me to set up a darkroom. I had used worse 
ones, but now I needed something professional. I called Roger in Los Angeles. He went to 
Pro Arts, and left the trimester before me. He was one of those students who was asked to 
leave, since his work wasn't very creative. He told Charlie that he wanted to stay, and that 
he'd improve. He was allowed to continue, but when graduation came, Charlie handed him a 
certificate of completion, instead of a BFA degree. 

Roger was one of the few photographers who stayed in Los Angeles. He found a 
gigantic studio that had once been a bus repair garage. It had a thirty foot high ceiling, and 
could hold a few hundred people at one time. Surrounding part of the open shooting area was 
a mezzanine that housed office space. I told Roger about the book contract, and my need for 
darkroom and shooting space for about two weeks, and he said that I could use his space at 
night when he wasn't there. He asked me where I was going to sleep, and I told him I didn't 
know, so he offered to let me sleep in some unused office space. All I had to do now was kiss 
Alice goodbye and get on the plane for Los Angeles. 
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5/31/68-Age 26 

The plane trip was eventful. The plane had been airborne for about fifteen minutes 
when I noticed that I wasn't feeling well. Not air sick, just not well. I thought of telling the 
stewardess, but then thought that there wasn't anything she could do for me, so I sat for a few 
minutes hoping that whatever was wrong with me would soon clear up. I remember starting to 
feel like I was passing out. 

I did. When I came to, I had amnesia. I didn't know who I was, or where I was. The only 
ability I seemed to have was language. I could think and reason, but that was about it. I 
looked around for what seemed like an eternity, and came to the logical conclusion that I was 
on an airplane. I didn't know where I was going, or why, but I knew I was going someplace. I 
noticed that the people were calm, so I concluded that the plane wasn't in any kind of 
difficulty, and so I needn't panic on that account. I was fairly calm for the circumstances. I told 
myself that when the plane landed I would go to someone and tell them I had amnesia, and 
someone would take care of me. But gradually I started remembering things. I remembered 
that I was flying to Los Angeles, but I didn't know why. I then remembered I had flown from 
Chicago, and then I remembered my name. Things were improving. I began to feel very tired. 

I thought I'd just shut my eyes and go to sleep. I did. I didn't pass out like the first time, I just 
went to sleep. I awoke as the plane was landing. I had my full memory back, and the only 
thing I noticed was that I felt physically tired, sort of drained. I got up, was able to walk all 
right, and made my way out of the plane. I got to Roger's studio in a rented car with no further 
problems. 

7/22/68-Age 25 

I never heard from Contemporary Photography magazine about the article I asked 
about writing, and today I know why. On the cover of their latest issue, is a photograph made 
in the technique, along with a one paragraph explanation of how to do it. I don't think this is a 
coincidence. I think they ripped me off. The person who got my letter probably passed it off 
as his own idea, or gave the idea to a friend. I know I shouldn't have trusted them. I know I 
shouldn't have told them how to do the technique. I told myself that since the editor of the 
magazine was a woman, I should be extra careful. But I wasn't. I probably deserve to get 
ripped off. At least I have a contract to do the book, so I won't get ripped off by the publishing 
company. 

According to the terms of my contract, I had six months to deliver the book. I started 
writing as soon as I returned from Los Angeles. My editor, Jim, asked me to send some 
chapters as I wrote them, so he could be sure I was going in the right direction. He also asked 
me to send along photographs. About a month after returning to Chicago I sent three of the 
fifteen chapters the book would eventually have, and the photographs I had made in Los 
Angeles. I waited a few days but didn't hear from him, so I called. I had no problems getting 
through to him, and he said he had just gone over the material and everything looked "super." 

I was relieved, and happy the book was up to professional standards. 

Over the next two months I sent Jim more chapters, and had occasion to call him to 
clear up some technical issues. Everything always went very well. I felt like I had found my 
niche. Jim said he was glad that everything was going smoothly, and I felt good that I was 
keeping my client happy. 

I noticed today that my feelings of terror about dealing with the real world had gone. I 
was more relaxed with Alice and wasn't giving her a hard time over small things anymore. I 
had an identity as a writer/photographer. I knew what to say when someone asked me what I 
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did. Before this time, I feared being asked that question, since I really didn't know what to 
answer. The truth, that I did nothing, wasn't the answer I was supposed to give, nor was it an 
answer I felt comfortable giving. Now I had an adult identity. 

9/22/68-Age 25 

Alice and I still played out our S&M roles. Today a situation arose which kind of freaked 
me out. I was in the bathroom peeing, and Alice came in and knelt by the toilet bowl and 
opened her mouth wide. She didn't say anything to me first. She just did it. I knew that she 
wanted me to pee into her mouth. I had never done that, nor was I particularly interested in 
doing it. Alice had never mentioned wanting to engage in "pee drinking," so it was never a 
part of our games. But now I had Alice, on her own volition, waiting for me to change my aim. 

I felt uncomfortable about doing it, but I didn't see too much harm in it, although I had always 
wondered about its health aspects. 

I stopped my flow, turned my body slightly, and pointed my cock at Alice's mouth. She 
moved her head so that it was only an inch from me, and I allowed a small amount of pee to 
flow into her mouth. She closed her mouth and made a face as if she were savoring the 
flavor. I started to pivot my body back toward the toilet, but Alice said "No!" and opened her 
mouth even wider than before, indicating that she really wanted a lot of my pee. I obliged, 
although I felt uneasy. She swallowed it all, then put her mouth on my cock as if to suck the 
last drops from me, and then leaned back and smiled. I must have had a look of amazement 
on my face, because she stood up and started to sing, "I outgrossed Eliot, I outgrossed Eliot" 
as she left the room. 

12/4/68-Age 25 

I sent the book off to Jim today, and now all I had to do was wait to see if he wanted 
any last minute changes, and find out exactly when the book would be out. Alice and I went to 
an expensive restaurant for dinner to celebrate. 

I hadn't heard from Jim, but since it was the holiday season I wasn't particularly 
worried. I called him today but his secretary said he wasn't in. I asked if the book had arrived, 
and she said she thought it had. I told her to tell Jim I called. 

1/15/69-Age 25 

I called Jim again but couldn't get through to him. His secretary said he was in a 
meeting, and he would call me back. I asked again if the book had arrived, and she said she 
checked and it had. 

1 /22/69-Age 25 

I called Jim again, and again I was told he was unavailable. I was getting worried. 
Before I sent the completed book off to him, I never had to wait more than thirty seconds to 
get him on the phone. Now, he was either not in, or unavailable, and he didn't return my calls. 

I was beginning to get a very sickening feeling in my stomach. 

2/11/69-Age 25 

I called Jim again, and again I was stalled. I was told that he was on vacation and 
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wouldn't be back for three weeks. I decided to write a letter asking what, if anything, was the 
problem. 

3/10/69-Age 25 

I was beginning to become very very anxious. Alice told me not to worry, but I smelt 
disaster. I found myself picking on her for no particular reason. I didn't know what to do with 
myself. I felt as if I was on hold. I needed this book business to be settled, so I could pursue 
other books, or make other decisions. And I wanted to know when it would be published so I 
could feel as if I had actually accomplished something. 

4/1/69-Age 25 

I called Jim today and was told that he was back from vacation but was very busy and 
that he would call me when he had time. 

5/1/69-Age 25 

I sent Jim a rather nasty letter. I let him know I didn't appreciate being treated this way, 
and I asked him to at least write back to me. I pointed out that he had told me the material I 
had sent him was "super," and that I was confused by the treatment I was receiving. 

6/15/69-Age 26 

I was a nervous wreck. It had been over seven months since I sent the completed book 
off, and I couldn't get the asshole to speak to me. I didn't know what to do. The contract was 
vague about publication, reserving the right to the publisher to publish the book at a time of 
their choosing. If they want to delay publication, fine, but why was I being treated the way I 
was? I sent a nasty letter to Jim, with a copy to the president of the publishing company. 

7/25/69-Age 26 

I spoke to a lawyer who was a friend of Alice's aunt, and whom I met a number of times 
at various dinner parties. He looked at the contract and said he could write a letter for me, but 
the contract was vague about the date of publication, and New York was a long way away, 
and the best thing for me to do was to keep waiting. Big help! 

8/15/69-Age 26 

I called Jim again. Getting through to him had become an obsession with me. I didn't 
know what was going on, and all I could think of was getting through to him. I thought about 
the work I put into the book, and how Jim told me everything was fine, and how I had felt good 
about myself for the first time in god-knows-how-long when I realized I had an identity as a 
writer-photographer, and now, for some reason, it was all unraveling. I stayed home almost all 
the time. I just sat and stared out the window. 

8/26/69-Age 26 

I was depressed. The only thing that brought me any pleasure was eating, and I'd 
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overcome my fear of people long enough to go out to eat or buy food at a supermarket. I've 
gained about fifty pounds, and now I huff and puff whenever I walk more than a few feet. 
Today I went to a luncheonette, the type that has a few rows of tables with formica tops, and 
serves nondescript food. While waiting for my hamburger, I noticed a very strange scene 
taking place at a table across the aisle and one table down from me. Sitting there was what 
was obviously a father, mother and their daughter. The parents were in a time warp. He had a 
crew cut, and was wearing a gray suit and uninteresting tie. The mother was wearing a dress 
in fashion in the fifties, and wore her hear in a bun. They looked liked fifty year old 
Eisenhower republicans. They looked like Alice's parents. The 16 or 17 year old daughter 
looked as if she had been dressed by her mother. Her clothes were drab, and looked like the 
clothes worn by the girls at Oracle in the late fifties. The parents were sitting next to each 
other, the daughter sat facing them, and positioned so that when I looked at them she was 
facing me. They ate without talking. 

What was more interesting was that the girl sat with her legs spread wide, with her 
lower body twisted toward the aisle, and with her drab dress hiked high up. She was 
exhibiting her plain white panties to all who wanted to look. And a number of men were 
looking, including me. As she ate, her face was impassive, but when she made eye contact 
with me, as she did from time to time, her eyes smiled. It was like she was saying, "My 
parents may think they have me under their thumb, but they don't." She was getting even with 
them. I had two thoughts. First, "Another fucked up family," and second, "She'll be all right. 
She's a fighter." 

9/6/69-Age 26 

Jim called. He apologized about the long delay in getting back to me. He explained that 
the company was in the process of being sold, and he couldn't tell me because it was 
supposed to be a secret, and he couldn't go ahead with the book because of the pending 
sale. 

Jim then told me that there were some serious problems with the book. I asked what 
kind of problems. He told me that the chapter dealing with Kelvin temperature had serious 
technical flaws. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I asked what technical flaws. He read 
me a report issued five weeks earlier by a technical photographic standards committee, which 
concluded that the designation, °K, was redundant, and it should be changed to K. I said I 
didn't understand what the problem was. Jim said that the entire chapter in which °K 
appeared had to be retyped. That was about 10,000 words. I asked him why he just couldn't 
take a pencil and make a delete mark through the degrees' symbol. He replied that wasn't his 
job. I asked him what his job was, and he said it wasn't his job to make changes to my copy. I 
would have to do that. He then went on to describe a number of other idiotic problems, and I 
blew my top. I told him to fuck off. He said that I should read the contract. If I wasn't 
cooperative, if I didn't make all the changes he wanted, the publishing company had the right 
to refuse to publish the book. I slammed down the phone. 

I knew that the publishing company had been sold, and the new owner, for whatever 
reason, didn't want to publish the book. But I reacted to Jim as if he were my parents. I had 
the very clear vision that my dad was not a beast, and my Mother was not a beastette. They 
were both very normal people. Everyone was like them. Everyone dangled something in front 
of me, and then jerked it away. Everyone played with my head. Everyone was out to get me. 
And everyone was very good at getting me. They set me up, let me do work, let me start 
thinking that I wasn't a loser and could accomplish something, and then they pulled the rug 
out from under me. I literally lost it. I truly began going insane. 
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10/20/69-Age 26 

I hadn't been doing much of anything. I had been watching a lot of television, and that 
was about it. I was becoming an expert on the Beverly Hillbillies. I must have seen every 
episode, in reruns, three times. I was in an internal rage. I hated the world. I couldn't go out 
because adults were outside, and they wanted to hurt me. I growled at Alice, constantly. I 
stopped bathing regularly. I was more insecure than I had ever been in my life. Ordinarily I 
would have intensified my S&M activities, to show that I had some control over my life, but I 
had lost my interest in sex. I just didn't care about anything. 

11/15/69-Age 26 

Tonight I picked a fight with Alice. I mean a real fight. We ended up with me yelling and 
screaming at her, as we stood in the kitchen, with her back about six inches from the wall. I 
was in a rage, and I pulled my arm back, and shot my closed fist straight at her face. It was a 
cowardly thing to do. If she were a man, I wouldn't have swung at her, because he might have 
hit me back, and hurt me. But she was a girl, and weaker than me, so I had nothing to fear. 
The time it would have taken for my fist to meet her face couldn't have been more than a 
fraction of a second, yet as my fist went toward her face, I not only realized that I was being a 
coward, but that if I did hit her, her head would snap back and hit the wall, and I might kill her. 

I mean, I was throwing the punch with all my might. Somehow, in a tiny fraction of a second, I 
managed to redirect my aim, and my fist passed her head and smacked into the wall. She just 
stood looking at me for a second, and then ran into the bedroom. I looked at my hand, which 
both ached and felt numb at the same time, and noticed that one of my knuckles was gushing 
blood. 

2/17/70-Age 26 

I had been having bad days and worse days. My mistrust of the world was reinforced. I 
had done a good job writing the book, but that wasn't good enough. Other people would have 
rebounded, seeing this as just a setback. But I got involved with writing the book because I 
couldn't deal with the real, adult world, and thought I had licked an unlickable problem. This 
wasn't a set back for me, it was proof that my inner thoughts were right, that the world was 
dangerous, at least for me, and that I had no way to deal with it. There was no reason to try to 
come up with another book, or send the completed book to another publisher, since they 
would just set me up and then destroy me, like Jim had. 

Tonight, Alice got up about two in the morning and found me sitting at the kitchen table, 
crying. She didn't understand why I was so upset. I told her I hurt inside. She said she hadn't 
known. She went back to bed. 

5/18/70-Age 26 

I had been sitting all day, every day, doing nothing. I was afraid to deal with the world. I 
had no hope. Alice had been suggesting that I get a job. I was just feeling terrified. 

8/29/70-Age 27 

Alice asked for a divorce. I tried to talk her out of it. She said I had changed and she 
wanted out. I told her I'd get my act together. She backed off. I was even more terrified now 
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than I was before. I didn't think that was possible. 

10/1/70-Age 27 

Alice asked for a divorce. I couldn't talk her out of it this time. She got me together 
enough to go see the lawyer who wasn't much help with the book contract. He had us sign 
papers. Alice said she wanted me out of the apartment. I told her I'd go back to New York. I 
left the Triumph in Chicago, since it wasn't up to the trip. I took half the money in the bank 
account, about $1,500, packed up some photo equipment, kissed Alice on the cheek 
goodbye, and flew home. I don't remember whether Alice kissed me back. 


7/5/92-Age 49 

I don't know how you're reacting to all this. I imagine that some readers have the 
attitude, "What's the big deal? You're family has nothing on mine. You had it easy! Stop 
sniveling and grow up and get on with your life. Really! Crybaby!" Others might have 
the attitude, "It's obvious that this is a made up story, a slice of life, and not a too 
imaginative one at that. If your parents were really evil, as you want me to believe, 
someone would have come to your rescue. You say no one did. I don't believe it. It's all 
a fantasy." 

Regardless of what you think of my story so far, what you must believe, and 
understand, is the terror I felt. You have probably felt terror at some time in your life. It 
may have only lasted a few seconds, but you know the feeling: A rush of adrenalin, a 
racing heart, and either physical and psychological paralysis, or flight. My feelings of 
terror were ongoing. It was the terror some people feel about heights, it was the terror 
some people feel about snakes, it was the terror some people feel about death. It was 
all these terrors, and all the other terrors people have, all rolled up into one, huge, 
terror. But I didn't know exactly what I was terrified of. It was unfocused. I was terrified 
of everything and anything. I didn't know what to do. I felt so incompetent, so 
inadequate, like such a shit, a nothing, unworthy, inferior, flawed. Not as good as 
anyone else. Undeserving of having anything good ever happen to me. And somehow, I 
deserved all this. I deserved to be out on the street, starving. I didn't know why I 
deserved it, but I knew that I did deserve it. I'm not talking philosophically about 
feeling terrorized. I mean I actually FELT TERROR on an ongoing basis. I realize it's 
probably impossible for you to understand the terror. What I'm asking you to believe is 
that the one or two seconds of terror you might have felt at one time in your life, I was 
feeling on an ongoing basis, with every breath I took. True, I had some moments when 
the feelings of terror would subside some, but for the most part, I was a terrified 
person. You must believe me about this, because it will help explain the rest of my 
story. Up to now, my life, comparatively speaking, had been just fine, but when I 
became terrorized, things started to go downhill. 

10/2/70-Age 27 

I arrived in New York and went to my parents place. I felt like a kid reporting to the 
principal's office for being naughty in class. They weren't expecting me, and I didn't know 
what to expect. Mother, and to a lesser extent dad, seemed pleased to see me. I reported my 
failure as a husband. They acted appropriately sympathetic, asked if there was any chance 
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Alice and I would patch things up, and then asked what I planned to do with the rest of my life. 
I told them "No" and "I don't know," and dad went back to work. Mother asked if I had the key 
to the apartment, which I did, and told me to go home and take a shower, and she suggested 
that I shave my beard. 

Although business was terrible, they still had the entire eleventh floor, and had added 
the tenth floor some time ago, although they did give up the part of the twelfth floor they had 
been renting. Mother told me that Maude called once a week and asked for money, and that 
she was very worried about Maude. Mother asked if I had any money, and I told her that I had 
some, which seemed to relieve her. 

Home was the same as I remembered it. It was filled with beautiful things to look at as I 
panicked about what was to become of me. I knew I didn't fit in anywhere, and I was terrified 
of dealing with the world. The world was a very dangerous place. 

10/4/70-Age 27 

Tonight I walked around Flatbush Avenue, although not as late at night as I had in the 
past. The neighborhood had begun to change in subtle ways. It was no longer solidly middle 
class. Many of the stores were selling less expensive clothes, hamburger joints had been 
replaced with fast food shacks, two of the three bowling alleys had closed for lack of 
business, and I didn't know anyone I saw. True, with my damaged brain, I may have known 
some people I walked passed, but I didn't recognize anyone. It was depressing, although if it 
had been exactly the same as when I had left, I probably still would have seen it as 
depressing, since I was in a very depressed state. 

10/5/70-Age 27 

I knew that Pat and all were in California, but I looked through the phone book anyway. 

I spotted a number for Esther Hohn, and dialed it. Lo and behold, it was Esther. She seemed 
thrilled to hear from me. She seemed more thrilled than my parents. She told me to come 
over. I did. 

Esther and Pat and the rest of the family had returned from San Francisco a few 
months earlier. Esther was back in the real estate rental business, and living by herself. Pat 
had a small rented house for herself and her boy, Edgar, and Richard and his family also had 
their own place. I told Esther about my life, she told me about her's, and I had a good time 
being with her. 

It was about 7:30 when Esther called Pat to tell her I was in town. Esther delayed 
calling Pat because she knew I'd go off to see her, and Esther wanted to spend some time 
with me. I didn't mind. I spoke to Pat on the phone and she told me to come right over. She 
said that she had some friends over, but that didn't matter. She only lived a few blocks away, 
so I kissed Esther goodbye and I was over at Pat's in ten minutes. 

Pat looked like Pat, except she had gained weight. So had I. So had most people I 
knew. She hugged and kissed me and was very happy to see me, and I started feeling a little 
better than I had been these last few months. She introduced me to a guy and a couple. I 
forgot their names as soon as I was told them. Pat asked me if I wanted a drink, and I decided 
it sounded like a good idea. She only had Scotch, which I didn't like, but I took a glass and 
started sipping. 

The guy, who was about my age, was about 5'8" and a bit chunky. He seemed old. He 
talked about his work. His father owned a large independent grocery store. This wasn't a mom 
and pop deal, but a store that looked like a chain type supermarket, but wasn't. The guy was 
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depressed. He worked at the supermarket as the assistant manager. He kept repeating, 
"Cheat cheat, lie, lie, steal steal." He said this every two or three minutes. He painted a 
picture of his business that matched my reality. The world was full of people who were trying 
to do you in, and who took great pleasure in doing it, and you had to do it to them before they 
did it to you. The only problem was that I couldn't "do it to them." I had it "done to me" my 
whole life, and I couldn't return the favor. I didn't want to treat people the way I had been 
treated. Except, of course, for S&M, but that was with a consenting adult, and involved taking 
on roles that could be discarded. It wasn't for real. 

Pat lit up a joint and started passing it around. When it came to me, I decided to take a 
few hits. I was beginning to mellow out. I was discovering why people drank and smoked 
dope. It numbed them. I started to feel less anxious and more relaxed. I stopped feeling that I 
was about to burst out crying at any moment, a feeling I had for a long long long time. 
Tomorrow didn't seem too threatening. Everything would be all right. And even if it wouldn't 
be, why worry about it now. Just numb out. Maybe that's why dad drank. I never understood 
why he did, but now I was beginning to understand. 

The only thing the grocer liked about his job was hiring new cashiers. He would take 
them down to the basement where he had a bed, and if they fucked for him they got the job, 
and if they didn't, they didn't. I assumed that he only hired women for cashier jobs. I thought 
the guy was a sleazeball. Neither Pat nor the other couple, who didn't say much, reacted as if 
there was anything wrong with his hiring procedures. I too kept my mouth shut. Maybe 
everyone was waiting for someone else to say something, or maybe these people thought 
that his behavior was perfectly normal and part of everyday life. The woman asked if he 
fucked them all, or just the pretty ones. He said he fucked them all. He liked the little eighteen 
year old girls best, but he also fucked the forty-year-olds. Pat filled up my glass and I listened 
to the guy talk about the ins and outs of the retail grocery business. 

The guy kept repeating "Cheat cheat, lie lie, steal steal," but I didn't care. I started to 
drift in and out of the conversation. I got up off the couch and sat in a straight backed chair. I 
took another hit of the grass and another swallow of the scotch. I noticed that I was having 
difficulty following the conversation, and then started to feel sick. Very sick. Sick like I had 
never felt before. Or maybe, sick like I was on the plane ride to Los Angeles. I felt very dizzy 
and disoriented. I thought of asking Pat to help me to the bedroom, but I didn't want to make a 
scene. I didn't want to make a scene when I was feeling sick on the airplane, either. 

Everything was white. The whitest white I had ever seen. Much whiter than newly fallen 
snow in daylight. I didn't understand why everything was white. It just was. I heard a voice far 
off in the distance. At first I couldn't understand the words. I started to panic because I knew 
that something was wrong, but I didn't know what. If I had known what the problem was, I 
might not have been so uptight. Then I heard the words. "Everything is going to be all right, 
everything is going to be all right." I recognized the voice. It was Pat. I stopped panicking. I 
didn't know what was happening, but I knew Pat would protect me. 

Very slowly I realized why everything was white. I was looking directly into a light bulb. I 
didn't know why, but I was. Pat kept reassuring me, and I slowly got my bearings. For some 
reason I was lying on my back, staring up at the light bulb on the ceiling. I tried to think of why 
I would be lying on the floor, and why my eyes weren't working properly. They should have 
adjusted to the light, or I should have moved my head. I knew something strange had 
happened. Suddenly I was able to focus, although not all that well. I saw a face in front of me. 
It was Pat. She was saying, "Everything will be all right," over and over again. Finally, I was 
back to full consciousness. I could see well, and understood where I was in the room, and my 
relationship to the furniture and the chair I had been sitting in. Pat asked if I wanted to sit up, 
and I said yes, and she and the grocer helped me to the couch. I asked what happened. Pat 
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knelt by me and said that I had a seizure of some sort. I had been sitting in the chair, and 
then, suddenly, I did a backflip over it. One second I was sitting, and the next, I was flying 
through the air, going backwards over the top of the chair, and landed on the floor behind it. 
Then, according to Pat, I shook as if I was having an epileptic seizure, and then I just lay on 
the floor. She said I was out for a few minutes. 

When Pat told me this I remembered about that guy at Pro Arts who had gone into a 
seizure when he drank and smoked dope, but my head was still a little scrambled and I didn't 
fully realize what had happened. I had been sitting on the couch for about two minutes when 
the couple got up and said that they really had to leave. I remember the woman looked at me 
as if I had committed a social faux pas as she left. About thirty seconds later the grocer left. I 
apologized to Pat and said I was sorry that I chased away her friends, and she said fuck 
them, and helped me to her bed. I fell into a deep sleep. 

10/6/70-Age 27 

This morning Pat told me about her stay in San Francisco. She told me about the 
commune Richard started, about the people who lived there, and about the drugs and drug 
dealing that went on. I had heard this story from Esther, except for the part about the drugs. It 
was interesting hearing about the same events from two different perspectives. 

Pat explained that she didn't call an ambulance for me last night because of the grass 
we had smoked and because of her experience with cops and drugs in San Francisco. She 
pointed out that the penalty for possession of a joint in New York State was something like 27 
consecutive life sentences, without the possibility of parole, and she wanted to avoid any legal 
hassles. The thing to do with a person in my condition, she said, was to deposit him outside, 
in front of someone else's house, and then make an anonymous call to the police to report 
someone sick on the street. But she didn't want to dump me, and was considering that only 
as a last resort. 

I was feeling better physically, although the terror had returned. Pat saw something 
was wrong, and asked me what was happening. I tried to fill her in on the last few years of my 
life, but really couldn't go into to much detail. I would have to write a book to really explain 
things, but I thought I got my main points across: I didn't know what to do with my life, I didn't 
think I was capable of doing anything right, and that I felt scared, and like I was about to burst 
out crying at any moment. Pat was sympathetic, and told me to try to relax. I asked her what 
she was doing for money. She told me she had some money from selling drugs in San 
Francisco, and it would last a while so she could stay home with Edgar, and eventually she'd 
go out and get a good job. Pat always seemed to get a good job. Pat had a lot of self 
confidence. I had none. I felt incompetent. No one would hire me, even if I could get past my 
terror long enough to look for a job. 

10/7/70-Age 27 

Last night I mentioned to Mother that I seemed to have had some kind of seizure, and 
mentioned that I had been drinking and wasn't used to it, and maybe that was the cause. I 
didn't think it would be wise to mention the grass. She called and made an appointment with 
one of her many Park Avenue doctors, and I saw him this afternoon. 

I told the doctor about the booze and dope. He asked me what my name was and if I 
knew who the President of the United States was, seemed satisfied with my answers, and 
said I seemed fine to him and he didn't think there was a need for tests. He said I should 
avoid booze and dope. I said okay. 
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11/4/70-Age 27 

Pat introduced me to a girlfriend of hers who was in the process of rebuilding her life. I 
didn't know whether Pat just wanted me to meet her friend, or if Pat was trying to show me 
that there was hope for me. Denise was about thirty, pleasant enough looking but nothing 
really special. She had five children and was on welfare. She had been a happily married 
housewife and mother when her husband discovered the joys of heroin. Their money started 
to disappear, and he stopped being the man she married. The last straw for her was when 
she came home and found her husband fucking some woman on the living room floor, with 
her nine year old daughter looking on. 

She threw him out, and had to go on welfare to support herself and her kids. The 
welfare department gave her a choice of job training courses she was eligible for, and she 
chose to go to court reporting school. Welfare paid for a baby sitter so she could attend 
classes. Pat and I went to the school, where we had lunch with Denise. I looked at the faces 
of the other students and I noticed that all were Lilly white. There was not one minority in the 
bunch. Not all the students were on welfare; some were paying their own way. But whether 
they were paying or whether welfare was paying, no minorities were in sight. I wondered why 
Denise got a babysitter and a chance at a reasonably good job. Not everyone on welfare was 
sent to school. I assumed that this was just another example of life not being fair. I supposed 
that if you were middle class white and found yourself on welfare, you got opportunities that 
minorities or poor people didn't. I was happy that Denise was getting help working her way 
out of a bad situation, but I felt uneasy because I knew that there were all sorts of equally 
worthy minorities who weren't getting the same opportunity. It just seemed unfair. Life seemed 
unfair. 

1/9/71-Age 27 

I spent a lot of time with Pat, and I also spent some time with Esther. I also spent a lot 
of time by myself. I'd go into the city and walk around, usually in Greenwich Village, but 
sometimes I'd go uptown to a museum, or just walk around without any destination in mind. I 
realized that my problem was of my own making. I'd see other people going to work, and 
coming home from work. I knew that they had their own problems. It seemed to me that 
everyone probably had a horror story of their own they could tell. The difference between 
them and me was that they functioned, and I didn't. They were able to hold down a job, to get 
beyond their fears, but I couldn't. It was my fault. It was all my fault. I really didn't know what I 
did to make David Jackal pick on me at camp, but I knew that I must have done something. I 
thought that if I had studied harder in high school, my dad would have been proud of me, and 
would have loved me. I thought that even though I worked out and had a good body, I could 
have worked out harder. I felt that in some way I had created my problems. Just looking at all 
the functioning people was supporting evidence, and I also thought that because nothing 
horrible had ever happened to me, there really wasn't a reason for my inability to function. I 
felt confused as to why I felt terror. 

I had an idea. Maybe I could hold a job if it were in a large bureaucracy. Something 
with defined rules which I could learn. Something that might not involve what I thought of as 
arbitrariness. I called the New York City Personnel Department and asked how I could go 
about applying for a city photographer's job. The clerk told me that the city didn't have any 
photographers. I told her that couldn't be true. She said it was. I asked her if the police 
department was part of the city. She said it was. I told her that the police department had 
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photographers, as shown on TV shows almost every night, and I asked her how police 
photographers were hired. She put me on hold. When she returned, she told me that the city 
did, indeed, have a photography department, and that the next civil service test would be 
given in September, 1971. I thanked her and hung up. 

1/15/71-Age 27 

I didn't see Mother and dad often. If I was in when they came home, dad just walked 
past me and went to his bedroom. When he drank he used to curse at me, and now that he 
didn't drink I guess he had nothing to say. Mother would ask me if I had been out looking for a 
job, if I had decided what I was going to do with my life, if I was going to live with them 
forever. Sometimes she would tell me that Maude called and said that she needed money or 
she would be evicted and would be out on the street in Israel. Sometimes she told me how 
poor we were, and then, of course, asked me to stay home the next day because she was 
expecting a couch to be delivered, or the upholster was going to bring back some chairs, or 
whatever. 

I had to start thinking of getting out of the apartment. I had given some thought to 
getting in touch with Dr. Leiberman. But I thought that if after five years of analyzing my 
dreams, I hadn't gotten things right, going back wouldn't do any good. This was more 
evidence of my failure. If I was better at analyzing my dreams, maybe I wouldn't be in the 
state I was in. And how would I pay. Mother kept telling me how poor we were. And if I did go 
back, I'd be stuck with my parents for God knows how long. What I needed to do was get 
away from them. I might be crazy, but I really hated them, and being this close to them was 
making me even crazier. 

1/18/71-Age 27 

I was walking around the Village with Pat, and we ran into Tom, the brain damaged, 
would-be could-be child molester. He said he was living with Ray Chen, and invited us up to 
their place. We went. On the way over I asked Tom what ever happened with his law suit. He 
told me the judge awarded him $4,000, and his lawyer got half of it. So much for getting rich. 

Ray was subrenting a one bedroom apartment, and Tom was subrenting space from 
Ray. We had a pleasant enough visit, and I caught up on what Ray and Tom were doing, but 
there was one thing I found so disturbing that it kept entering my mind and got in the way of 
other conversations. Ray showed us the bedroom, which had an antique wooden bed that 
stood about 18 inches off the floor. I asked Tom where he was sleeping, and he said, "Under 
the bed." I had a hard time believing this, but Ray assured me that Tom slept under his bed. I 
didn't know if they realized how sadomasochistic this was. Were they into an S&M scene with 
each other? I didn't think so. But it was very much the dominant sleeping in comfort on the 
bed and the lowly submissive sleeping uncomfortably, and in a state of humiliation, under it. I 
didn't know if Tom understood the symbolism, or if Ray did, but I was disturbed by it. I don't 
know why, but I was. When Pat and I left, I asked her if my feelings were weird, and she said 
she was having the same thoughts. The only difference between Pat and me on this issue 
was that Pat felt secure in her analysis, and I felt insecure. I realized that I was beginning to 
doubt the validity of my impressions and thoughts. I found that I couldn't trust myself. I 
supposed that I felt that I had been wrong about everything in my life, and so I shouldn't 
believe my own thoughts. 
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1/21/71-Age 27 

In Maude's room there is a pastel drawing by Degas. Well, actually, a copy. Maybe. 

The drawing was a present to Maude, at her birth, by a friend of Mother's. The woman, whose 
name was Isabel, had a boyfriend who worked at the Museum of Modern Art, who gave it to 
her as a present, and she gave it to Maude. There was something about the drawing that I 
found fascinating. It was magical. I don't mean the composition or colors, but the image on 
the paper. I had developed a fantasy many years ago that the drawing was the original 
Degas, stolen by the man, who substituted a fake for the original. I don't know why I created 
this fantasy, except that it explained why the image was so magical- it was the original, it was 
alive, it was more than chalk on paper. 

While visiting the library at Pro Arts I came across the same Degas drawing in a book, 
and under it was the caption saying that it was in the collection of the Museum of Modern Art. 
Today, with nothing better to do, I decided to see if I could get a look at the original. I went to 
MOMA, and asked someone where I'd find it. I was told that I'd have to speak to someone in 
the print department, and was shown a telephone that I could use to call. I dialed the number 
and told the woman who answered that I wanted to see the Degas drawing. She asked me if I 
was sure MOMA had it, and I told her that it was listed in an art book, published a few years 
ago, as being in MOMA's collection. She hesitated, and told me that I would need to make an 
appointment to see it. I told her that I was downstairs, and I just wanted to take a fast look at 
it. She told me to come up, and gave me directions. 

The room the prints and drawings were kept in measured about 8X10 feet, with a 
table surrounded by six chairs in its center. Attached to one wall were two shelves, and on 
the shelves were piles of prints and drawings. The woman I spoke to had me sign a form 
showing that I had come into the print room, and then told me that she wasn't sure that the 
museum had the drawing I was looking for. She went over to the shelves and took down a pile 
of drawings. They weren't protected in any way. They weren't in frames, or covered in plastic, 
or even covered with paper. The drawings were by all the famous artists of the 19th century, 
and I just looked in amazement at the way the museum treated these works of art. After 
handling the drawings, in much the same way someone would handle drawings by an art 
student, the woman brought down another pile, and started shuffling through them. Finally 
she found the one I was interested in. She put the drawing on the table and told me to have a 
seat, and then she put the piles of drawings back on the shelves. I sat and looked and looked. 
The drawing I had before me wasn't magical. It was flat. It just lay there. The woman left me 
alone for a few minutes, going into a small walk-in closet sized room to rummage through 
other priceless art pieces. When I was satisfied that the drawing in Maude's room was the 
original, I thanked the woman, and left. 

Of course, I don't know that the one in Maude's room is the original. The one at the 
museum may have seemed flat and lifeless because that would allow me to keep the fantasy 
that the one in Maude's room was the original, stolen by a suitor to impress his girlfriend, who 
wasn't appropriately impressed. As I walked around the city, lost in my fantasy, I got scared. I 
had signed something, so they knew who I was. She had left me alone for a while. If we had 
the original, then I would be accused of stealing it, and replacing the original with a phony 
when the woman wasn't looking. I started hoping that the original was at the museum, or that 
no one ever noticed that the one in the museum was a fake. I started thinking that the police 
would come to the apartment and arrest me and put me in jail and I'd be convicted of being 
an art thief and I'd get sentenced to 50 years and my life would be over. As bad as going to 
jail would be, the injustice of it all would make it worse. 
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1/28/71-Age 27 

I was over at Pat's and she introduced me to two guys she knew from somewhere. 

One, whom I dubbed Big Buddy II, was about 6'4", with blond hair and blue eyes, and he had 
a great physique. His friend was more like a weasel. He was about 5'8", thin, and had dark 
hair and sharp features. Both guys told me that had just gotten back from 'Nam. 

Pat brought out some acid that she said was primo. She asked me if I wanted to trip 
with them. I had witnessed hundreds of trips, but except for my unwilling DMT voyage, I never 
did hallucinogenics. I rarely even did grass, and since my seizure, I decided not to do any 
drugs or drink. I declined. Pat told the guys again that this stuff was really strong. Big Buddy II 
said that they had taken all kinds of drugs in 'Nam, and that they would be fine. Pat and the 
guys swallowed the acid, and I started to say goodbye. Pat wanted to know why I was going. 
She said I could stay and babysit them. I told her the truth, which was that Big Buddy II and 
the Weasel were too big and tough for me to feel comfortable around when they were on 
drugs. Pat told me that Big Buddy II was a teddy bear. I asked her about the Weasel, and she 
said she didn't know him that well. I kissed her on the cheek goodbye. 

I went home. About four hours later Pat called. She was panicking. She asked me to 
come over right away. I told her it would take me about thirty minutes. "What's going on?" I 
asked. She told me that Big Buddy II went berserk, and started demolishing the house. She 
ran into her son's room to protect him, and Big Buddy II literally ripped the door off the hinges. 
She crawled out the window with Edgar. She heard things being smashed, and then she 
heard the front door open and saw Big Buddy II start going down the street. She went back in 
through the open front door, carrying Edgar in her arms. The Weasel was nowhere to be 
found. She looked in the closets, in the shower, everywhere, but couldn't find him. She was 
looking more out of self protection than anything else. She didn't want to sit down and then 
have a wild man jump out of a closet and attack her. She wanted to know where he was. 

I knew that Pat was tripping, but she seemed to be fairly together. I told her to lock the front 
door and the windows, and stay put. What did she want me to do? What could I do? Pat said 
that she couldn't leave Big Buddy II alone in his condition. What if he tried to break into 
someone's house, or attacked someone? The police would come. They might shoot him. And 
what about the Weasel. Someone had to make a search for both of them. Pat told me to 
come over and take her car and drive around and see if I could spot the pair. I couldn't say no 
to Pat, but I sure didn't want to go out looking for Big Buddy II or the Weasel. I just knew that 
something like this would happen. That's why I left. 

I took the subway over to Pat's, out of duty, and against my better judgment. It was a 
few blocks walk to Pat's house from the station. About two blocks from her, I saw three police 
cars. They were stopped in front of a house. Big Buddy II was sprawled in the front yard. I 
thought the cops had shot him. When I got closer, it appeared that they were trying to wake 
him up. It looked like he fell asleep, and the people who lived in the house called the cops. 
With someone as big as Big Buddy II, I could see why three squad cars were on the scene. I 
stood around for a few minutes. He wasn't giving them a hard time. He just wanted to be left 
alone so he could go back to sleep. The cops thought that he was drunk, and were going to 
handle the situation that way. I didn't want to get involved. I didn't know what I could do, 
anyway. I certainly wasn't going to go over and tell the police that Big Buddy II was on acid. I 
went on to Pat's house. She was still tripping, but wasn't in bad shape. I told her the cops had 
Big Buddy II, and they didn't look like they were going to hurt him, and that they thought he 
was drunk and so he probably wouldn't get into trouble for being on drugs. She seemed 
relieved. She was sitting on a couch and was hugging a pillow to her stomach. I asked how 
Edgar was and she said he was fine, asleep in his bedroom. She asked me to take her car 
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and start looking for Weasel. I didn't want to, but I took the keys and started driving around 
the neighborhood. 

I spent about a half hour driving slowly, looking at shrubbery, thinking that Weasel may 
have crawled under a bush and gone to sleep, or maybe he thought he was back in 'Nam and 
was hiding. I couldn't find him, and started worrying about Pat. What if Weasel went back to 
her place and was hassling her? What if he had killed her and the cops blamed me because I 
was driving her car, like I killed her and then stole it? I started to panic thinking about this. I 
started to believe she was dead and I was going to be blamed for it. I couldn't get this thought 
out of my mind. I drove back, and Pat let me in. I was really glad she was alive. I told her I 
couldn't find Weasel, and that the cops had taken Big Buddy II away. She didn't seem happy 
or sad. She thanked me and asked if I would stay the night. I said okay. She went into her 
bedroom, and I lay down on the couch. 

1/29/71-Age 27 

Pat called tonight to tell me that Big Buddy II got himself out of the drunk tank, gone 
home, and found Weasel there. Weasel had left when Big Buddy II started destroying the 
house, and just started walking. Somehow, he found his way home. I told Pat she really 
needed to take care of who she tripped with, but she didn't want a lecture, and I couldn't 
blame her. She said her mother was over and Richard would be over to put the bedroom door 
back on its hinges, and help put the house back in order. She thanked me for my help and 
said goodbye. 

2/10/71-Age 27 

A few weeks ago Pat told me that Denise had passed her national exams with flying 
colors, and was now able to get a job as a court reporter. Today Denise got a letter from the 
New York State Supreme Court in Albany asking her if she wanted to work for them. Pat told 
me that Denise didn't want to live in Albany. She preferred hot weather to cold, and was 
thinking of moving to Florida. Pat said Denise suggested that she move to Florida too. They 
could rent a place together, and Pat could get a job, or stay home and babysit the kids. Pat 
said that she was thinking it over. 

3/15/71-Age 27 

Pat told me that Big Buddy II and Weasel had gotten a loan, bought a limousine, and 
now were in the limo business. I thought that they were functioning, and were in the process 
of creating money, while I was running out of mine. I had been pinching pennies. I tried to eat 
at home, which wasn't difficult since Mother kept the refrigerator well stocked. Sometimes I 
ate at Pat's or Esther's, and rarely at a restaurant. Most of my money went for carfare for my 
trips into the city. I was just wasting time. I decided to go back to Los Angeles. I didn't know 
what I was going to do, but I wanted to get out of the apartment, and Mother seemed like 
she'd like that, too. I didn't know about dad, since we didn't speak to each other. 

When I arrived in New York I had only the clothes on my back, and some boxes filled 
with camera equipment. I decided to sell the equipment to finance my trip to California. I 
placed an ad in a newspaper, and sold everything I had in three days. I had accumulated 
about $2,500 worth of stuff when I was with Alice, which meant that Alice had paid for almost 
all of it. She wanted me to take the equipment, figuring I would need it if I wanted to go into 
business. I got about $1,500 for it, bought a cheap airline ticket, said goodbye to Pat and 
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Esther and to Mother, and left with the clothes on my back. 

3/20/71-Age 27 

I didn't have any place to stay when I arrived, but I knew I could probably crash with 
one of my artist friends, so I set out looking for them. I didn't have a car, and in Los Angeles 
that was like not having legs. I found the cheapest ride from the airport to Santa Monica, and 
walked around looking for Doug, the Texaco gas jockey who introduced me to the other artists 
from Charnard. He had moved to Santa Monica, which is a suburb of Los Angeles, and 
located at the edge of the Pacific ocean. I wasn't sure exactly where he was, but I knew the 
area and figured I'd spot him sooner or later. 

I got lucky and tracked him down in only a few hours. He was living in a storefront 
located about a block from the ocean, on a side street. He was living by himself. His girlfriend, 
who had been working on her Ph.D. in Art History, had quit school. She said her adviser kept 
pressuring her to have sex, and told her she wouldn't get her degree unless she slept with 
him. She managed to get a teaching job at a college in Michigan. Doug stayed in Los 
Angeles. Before she left, they decided to marry. Seemed a bit strange to me when Doug told 
me this, but what they did was up to them. 



Fragment of a photo Eliot shot of Crazy Doug 
and his then girlfriend, and later wife, Trisha 


I had started referring to Doug as Crazy Doug, although not to his face. Doug really 
was crazy. I thought of myself as crazy, but compared to Doug, I was the picture of mental 
health. What happened tonight was a bit extreme, but not by too much. We were sitting 
around bullshitting, and I put my cigarettes down on a table, and then placed my lighter on top 
of them. Doug started to go nuts. He started yelling, "What do you mean by that! Fuck you, 
asshole!" I asked what the problem was. He told me that I knew what the problem was. I told 
him I didn't. He told me I did. I asked him to explain it to me. He said, "Look at your cigarettes! 
Just look!" I looked. "So?" I said. "You put your lighter on your cigarettes. Everyone knows 
what that means!" "What does it mean?" I replied. Doug jumped up from the wooden chair he 
was sitting on. He picked it up high above his head, and smashed it to the concrete floor. It 
broke into about eight pieces. He picked up what had once been a chair leg, raised it up over 
his head, and walked to where I was sitting. I hadn't moved since he first picked up the chair. I 
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was frozen in place. Doug stood over me, and raised the club as high over his head as he 
could. I saw his shoulder start to move down. I knew his arm would follow. It didn't. Crazy 
Doug stood still for an instant, then turned and faced the opposite wall, and threw the club 
with all his might. The club chipped the concrete, bounced off the wall, and landed at my feet. 
He then strode out the door. When he came back he acted a bit embarrassed, but he tried to 
behave as if nothing had happened. 

3/25/71-Age 27 

I never found out what placing a lighter on a pack of cigarettes meant, but I vowed that 
I'd never do it again, at least not when Crazy Doug was around. Talking to Crazy Doug was 
very difficult. He attached meanings to words that other people didn't, but he thought that 
everyone did attach those meanings to their words. For example, he knew that the color 
green had a number of rather standard meanings. Green is associated with foliage, and if he 
painted a person's face green, the person would look sick. But to Crazy Doug, green also had 
a different meaning. What that meaning was, I didn't know. It could have been Communism, 
or bilingual education, or oral sex, or a pizza pie. He thought that everyone attached his 
special meanings to their words. It was very difficult, and very scary, talking to him. Every 
word I said carried some meaning in addition to what I intended. If I used the word "hat," I 
may have been insulting his mother. I stayed with him for another day, and today I found a 
very cheap apartment, with a Murphy bed and a hot plate instead of a kitchen, and a lot of 
cockroaches. 

3/30/71-Age 27 

I got a telephone. I had to give this some thought, because I didn't want to spend the 
money for the deposit, but without a car and without a telephone, I knew I would be totally 
isolated. I started calling my artist friends to let them know I was back in town. Crazy Doug 
gave me the numbers of those who had moved since I last saw them. He let some know that I 
was back, but until I got the phone there was no way they could contact me. All of them 
sounded glad to hear from me, and most invited me over to their studios. I told them I didn't 
have a car, and some said they would pick me up, and others, like Jay, told me to drop by 
when I was in their neighborhood. 

4/15/71-Age 27 

The terror never really left me since Alice asked for the divorce. I just got used to it. 
Sometimes it would be in full bloom, and I'd feel like crying, or raging, or I'd sit and do nothing 
for a few hours until I could think straight. Other times I'd appear to function normally, but 
even then I'd be in a panic state. With the exception of my artist friends, my fear of people 
was so great I couldn't even speak to someone I didn't know. Even doing simple things, like 
taking a bus, was a trial. I had difficulty asking the bus driver if the bus was going where I 
thought it was. I was afraid he'd yell at me, or hit me, or both. 

Usually I'd walk when I needed to go somewhere. Some days I walked fifty blocks, 
bought something for a dollar, and walked the fifty blocks back. It would take a few hours. By 
walking, I avoided being around people, I saved money and I got some exercise. 

Another reason I walked was that in Los Angeles, only poor people took buses. I knew 
I was poor, but I thought of myself as the kid who went to private schools, and summer camp 
for years, and had a college education. Having to take a bus seemed like some form of 
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humiliation being heaped on me by society. I had messed up my life, I hadn't tried hard 
enough to make my parents love me, I didn't study enough in high school, and now I was 
being punished. Well, I'd rather walk, thank you. 

5/17/71-Age 27 

I remembered my phone call about a city photographer's job in New York, and decided 
to call and find out about a job with the City of Los Angeles. The woman in the personnel 
department didn't have to be convinced that the city did, indeed, have photo jobs. She told me 
that a test was scheduled to be given in three months, and that I only had about two weeks to 
submit my application. I asked if one could be sent to me, and she said she would mail it out 
right away. 

5/20/71-Age 28 

It had been three days and the application hadn't arrived. I knew that the woman had 
lied to me, and that she didn't send it, and that she was laughing at me. I thought about taking 
buses downtown to get an application, but I knew that it would be a whole day's trip, and I 
hated buses. I thought about asking someone to give me a lift, but parking downtown was 
impossible. I couldn't think of anything else to do but wait. I spent a lot of time screaming 
inside my head at the bitch who lied to me. I couldn't think of anything else but how much I 
hated her, and how she must be laughing at me. 

When the mail came today, the application was there. This didn't lessen my anger at 
the woman. She had given me an excuse to be angry at someone, and I kept raging at her in 
my head, even as I read the application forms. 

The test would be in two parts. The first would be multiple choice, with the questions 
designed to test the applicants photographic knowledge. Two hours would be given to 
complete this part of the test. Those who scored high enough would be called in for the 
second part, which involved an interview to determine whether the applicant's qualifications, 
as put down on the application form, were legitimate. Some general questions about 
photography would also be asked. The application information said that the city planned to 
hire fifteen photographers over the next two years. In two years, a new test would be given, 
so if I wasn't hired, I would have to start the procedure over again. 

I thought that all I'd have to do was place in the top fifteen, and I'd eventually end up 
with a city job. I wanted this type of job because I felt that it involved a large bureaucracy, with 
a lot of rules that I could learn, which would protect me from whatever sadist I would have for 
a supervisor. I could not even say the word "boss." It brought up images I didn't like. I could 
just barely handle the word, "supervisor." 

I filled out the application form. It wasn't difficult, since I qualified. The applicant either 
had to have two years of photo courses in college, or have worked as a photographer for four 
years, or some combination of the two. Since I had my BFA, I qualified. However, the part of 
the application that asked for my work history was a problem. I could say I'd done nothing for 
the last few years, but I thought I'd better lie and say that I was a "freelance" photographer in 
New York. It would be difficult to check on. I completed the application, and I took it to the 
main post office in Santa Monica, which was only a twenty block walk. I had a clerk weigh it 
so I could be certain it had the correct postage, and then I dropped it into a slot marked 
"Stamped Mail Only." 

As I walked out of the post office I began to panic. Had I put it in the correct box? The 
one next to it was marked, "Metered Mail Only." If I put it in that one, they probably wouldn't 
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send it. They would probably throw it out. Or maybe they'd send it back to me and tell me I put 
it into the wrong box. Did I have my return address on the envelope? I couldn't remember. Did 
the clerk read the scale correctly. What if he knew that I had insufficient postage, and lied to 
me, telling me it was correct. Then it wouldn't be sent along, even if I had put it in the correct 
slot. And if I didn't have my return address, I'd never know that it wasn't sent to the personnel 
office. They'd send it to the "dead letter office," and in a year they'd open it up and find my 
name. That wouldn't do me any good. These thoughts, and similar ones, occupied my mind 
as I walked the twenty blocks home. Once I was there, the thoughts wouldn't go away. I knew 
the clerk had lied to me. He didn't want me to get the job. He was like everyone else. 

Everyone wanted to hurt me. I sat on a chair and stared out the window and raged inside my 
head. 

5/28/71-Age 28 

I concluded that I wasn't going to be allowed to take the test, and spent most of my 
time being depressed. I didn't want to see anyone. I ate very little. I was just watching myself 
grow older. I cheered up when I received confirmation that my application had been received, 
and that I met the requirements, although they were subject to review if I was one of the top 
scorers. The form letter suggested that some review of basic photography could be helpful, 
and there was an admission ticket with the place, day and time I should report for the written 
exam. 

I thought I should study, so I went to the local public library and looked for photographic 
textbooks. The local branch didn't have a wide selection, but they had some. I didn't want to 
read the books at the library. I didn't want to be around the other people who were there. They 
coughed or made sounds that I found disturbing. Besides, I liked to smoke while I read, and I 
couldn't smoke in the library. The problem was that I didn't have a library card. I knew if I 
asked to take the books home, they'd want to see my card, and when I told them I didn't have 
one they'd yell at me and tell me to get out of the library. I started getting angry. I thought 
about stealing the books, but I never stole anything, except for an occasional stick of gum 
when I was a little kid, and I didn't want to start now. I knew if I tried, I'd get caught and sent to 
jail. 

I went up to the clerk and told her that I needed to take the books out so I could study 
for a test, but that I didn't have a library card. I thought that maybe she would have mercy on 
me, because I was trying to get a job. She did. She asked if I had a driver's license. I said I 
did and I proved it to her by showing her my old California license. She wrote the license 
number down and asked if the address was current. It wasn't, but if I told her that, I knew she 
wouldn't let me have the books, and I really needed to read them, and I didn't want to read 
them in the library with people coughing and where I couldn't smoke, so I lied and said it was. 

But then I got scared. What if they had some way of checking. What would they do to 
me? I was lying on an official form. Would they put me in jail? If they did, I thought that at least 
they would feed me. The woman asked me to sign the form, handed me a temporary library 
card, and told me I could take out three books. After I got my permanent card in the mail, I 
could take out up to ten books at a time. She said I'd get the card in about six weeks. I 
realized that I would never get the real card because I gave them an old address, and 
eventually they'd find out I lied on an official form, and I'd be in big trouble. I wanted to 
confess and again throw myself on her mercy, but I thought better of it. I took the three books 
and left. 

I walked home and started to read the books right away. I found that I knew most of the 
stuff in them, but there were some things I didn't know. I found it interesting that I only had to 
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read something once, and I knew it. It wasn't like studying. It was like absorbing information. It 
was the opposite of my problem with names. While I couldn't remember names easily, I 
couldn't forget photographic information. All of it, even the new information seemed obvious. 
And interesting. This wasn't a chore. It was fun. 

8/17/71-Age 28 

I had found all the branch libraries in Santa Monica, and had taken out every book on 
photography, cinematography, and photo history they had. I was no longer trying to learn 
photography, but photo trivia. I absorbed facts that no one ever needed to know, or hadn't 
needed to know for the last fifty years. I didn't know what would be on the test, but it was 
difficult for me to believe that I had overlooked anything. 

I was supposed to show up for the written exam at 11:30 today. To get to the exam, I 
had to either take three buses, or two buses and walk about 35 blocks. I left my apartment at 
eight, knowing all the time I would be late and they wouldn't let me in. Maybe I should have 
left at seven, I kept thinking. I decided not to wait for the third bus, but trotted to the high 
school where the exam was being given. I got there about eleven, and saw a very long line of 
people. I got on the end, and asked someone if it was the line for the photo test. A man said it 
was. I didn't really believe him. I thought he might be lying to me. I wanted to ask someone 
else, but I was afraid that the man I just asked would overhear me and get angry. I got off the 
line and waited for some people to get on, and then I got back on the line and asked a 
woman, who said I was on the right line. I wasn't sure if the man and the woman knew each 
other, and had planned to mislead me. If they were telling me the truth, I wondered how they 
knew it was the right line. I stood for a while and began feeling uneasy. It was getting close to 
11:30, and if I was on the wrong line, I wouldn't have time to find the right line, and then I'd 
miss the test. I was beginning to get very worried when I saw a sign, about five feet from 
where I was standing, which said that this was the line for the photo test. At first this made me 
feel better, but then I started wondering if someone had placed that sign where I could see it 
to fool me. 

A man with a bull horn announced that the line was for the photo test, and everyone 
should take out their ticket, because it would have to be shown at the door. I had checked to 
make sure I had the ticket about every three minutes, but checked again, and it was still in my 
pocket. Then I started to panic. I had been checking to see if I had the ticket by reaching into 
my pocket to feel if it was still there. What if I was feeling some other piece of paper, and I had 
lost the ticket. I took the paper out and gave it a good long look, and read the part about 
having to show it to someone at the door, and decided that it was the ticket that I needed. 

It was 11:25 and people were coming out of the building. A lot of people. It turned out 
that this line was for the second shift. A group with as many people that were on my line had 
just finished the test. I was going to have a lot of competition for one of the fifteen jobs. 
Eventually the line started moving, and I got close to the door. I started worrying that they 
wouldn't let me in on some technicality. Maybe the ticket was too scruffy and not neat and 
clean like the other people's tickets. But I didn't have any trouble. They let me in with 
everyone else. 

The test took me about an hour and fifteen minutes to complete. I had no trouble, 
although there were a few questions I didn't know the answers to immediately. I stayed and 
went over the test a few times. I didn't change any of the answers. I was just checking to 
make sure that I had marked the box I intended, and hadn't made a stupid mistake. I made 
sure all the other information was filled out correctly, such as my name and address and 
telephone number, so they couldn't deny me a job on a technicality. There was about 200 
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people left in the room, and they looked like they were still trying to finish the test, when we 
were told to put our pencils down and hand in the tests and leave. I did, and as I walked out 
into the sunlight I noticed a third line of people waiting to take the test. God, everyone it the 
fucking city was applying for these jobs! 

8/31/71-Age 28 

The information that accompanied the application said it would take about three weeks 
before all the applicants would be notified of their scores. It had been two weeks, and I hadn't 
gotten anything. I told myself that they would notify the people who passed first, and I started 
getting even more depressed than usual. 

Every day I waited by the mailbox for the mailman. He knew me by now, and today he 
handed me my one letter. It was from the city. I wanted to open it right away, but I didn't want 
him to see me do it. This was private. I took the letter to my room and opened it. It said that 
over 1500 people had taken the test, and not everyone could be called in for an oral interview. 
My heart stopped. This didn't sound good. The letter went on to say that if information 
appeared on the back of the letter stating when an appointment had been scheduled, I had 
passed. I turned the letter over and read that I was to appear at 3:30 at the downtown Los 
Angeles personnel office in two weeks. 

9/15/71-Age 28 

It took a three and a half hour bus ride, but I was on time for the interview. Since I only 
had one pair of pants, and one shirt, choosing my wardrobe wasn't difficult. I had tried to get 
the stains out of each, but wasn't too successful. My shoes were in disrepair, and my hair was 
down past my shoulder blades. 

I was called into the interview room. When I entered I wanted to turn and run. Sitting 
there were three police captains, two fire captains, and the head of the photographic services 
for the city. The person who introduced me to the inquisitors said that he didn't work for the 
city, but was an independent consultant. He told me to sit down. I still wanted to run. I sat. 

The consultant asked me what I had been doing for the past few months. I supposed 
he wanted to know what job I had, what type of photography I was doing, or something like 
that. I looked at him and said, "Experimenting with gum bichromate pigment printing," which 
was the truth. This was a type of photographic printing used around 1880. I was interested in 
old techniques, but I was also playing with it because it was remarkably cheap to do. For five 
dollars worth of supplies, I could entertain myself for a few hours every night for a month. The 
consultant looked at me and smiled. He, too, was into old techniques. We started talking 
about them, and commiserating on the problems we had both run into. After a while one of 
the police captains cleared his throat, rather loudly, and the consultant stopped asking me 
interesting questions and started asking me the questions he had written down on a pad of 
paper. I answered the questions without too much difficulty, and only lied about being a 
freelance photographer in New York. Only one of the others asked me a question, and it really 
wasn't a question. A police captain said, "You realize that the city has a dress code, and if you 
were to be offered a job, you would be expected to dress appropriately and get a haircut." I 
replied that I would be happy to comply. They said that I would be sent my test score and 
ranking within three weeks. I left. 
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Eliot on the day of the job interview 


10/2/71-Age 28 

I knew that I didn't impress the city workers, but I didn't do anything wrong, and I felt 
that they would have to give me an "average" score. This was what I liked about civil service. 
If I had shown up drunk, they could give me a low score. Otherwise, they only had a little 
latitude. True, they could give a higher score to someone who was better dressed, but I didn't 
think that I was going to have my overall score dropped a lot because of the oral interview. 

I showed up at the mailbox around the time the mailman came, and waited to see if the 
letter from the city arrived. Usually I got nothing in the mail, but sometimes there was a letter 
addressed to "occupant," and of course, sometimes the telephone bill would come. Today the 
letter from the city arrived. I took it to my room. I was nervous, and was afraid I'd tear the 
contents as I tried to open the envelope. The paper in the envelope had my written, oral and 
combined scores, and my rank. I ranked sixth. Sixth out of 1500! My oral score was 
"average," according to some chart included with the scores. I thought that I might have come 
in first if I had looked better. God, I felt good. I would eventually get a job with the city, and 
begin to live a relatively normal life. I worked hard studying for the test, although it was more 
like fun than work, and it paid off. 

10/5/71-Age 28 

The headlines on all the newspapers were the same. The mayor had instituted a hiring 
freeze, which would be in effect for at least six months, and possibly a year. All departments 
were told to cut back on job positions, and to tighten their belts, to save money. I knew now 
that they really were all against me. It was so obvious. I went berserk. 
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11/7/72-Age 29 

It was difficult for me to remember what I did for the past year. Besides managing to 
stay alive, I really didn't do anything. I had no place to live. I walked the streets, having 
animated conversations with myself, complete with waving arms and a few shouts now and 
then. People tended to avoid me, which was just fine with me. I wasn't eating regularly, and I 
went from being slightly overweight to being skinny. I never asked people for money, and I 
never stole anything. If I didn't have enough money to eat, I didn't eat. I found that a pack of 
cigarettes would relieve hunger for 24 hours, while a hotdog or hamburger, which usually cost 
more, would leave me hungry in a few hours, at most. So I smoked a lot. 

Sometimes I'd get an odd job, usually through one of my artist friends. Someone would 
need help painting a house, or building a cabinet, or moving something heavy. They'd track 
me down, which wasn't easy, since I didn't have a place to live. I was "homeless." 

I walked around at night, as well as the day. In my wanderings, I found some steam 
pipes that played music. They were on a main street in an industrial area. During the day the 
traffic noise drowned out the music, but at night, when it was quiet, the music was easy to 
hear. I hadn't become interested in music, but I liked the unintentional music made by the 
pipes. I'd walk to the pipes at one or two in the morning. I'd smoke and listen for a while, and 
then walk on. Being up at one or two in the morning seemed very natural to me, although for 
the life of me I couldn't think why. 

I would try to see Crazy Doug almost every day. Sometimes my friends left messages 
for me with him. He had moved to a one bedroom house. He taught himself how to make 
specialized artist's paint brushes, and got paid piece work from a company which bought 
them from him. Crazy Doug would spend hours at a time holding these brushes about six 
inches from his eyes, getting the bristles "just right." He kept complaining that he was ruining 
his eyesight, and it was easy to see why. He also made his paintings, and would usually put 
off making the brushes until two or three days before they were due. 

His paintings were very geometric. I didn't understand them. He would get agitated 
whenever I told him that, and he would explain, at length, that they were double-tetrahedrons, 
which, according to him, were the twelve dimensional shapes the universe was made of. I still 
didn't understand them. 

I couldn't understand why I started calling Crazy Doug Crazy Doug. He didn't seem 
crazy to me. He seemed very normal. I remembered vaguely that at one time I had trouble 
communicating with him, but I didn't have that trouble any more. He made perfect sense to 
me. Often we would complete each other's sentences. Sometimes we would just stop in the 
middle of a sentence, and the other would continue the conversation as if the sentence had 
been completed. Everything made perfect sense. 

As an example of how in synch we were with each other, we often discussed "the 
rules." We both desperately wanted to know what the rules were. We knew we weren't 
functioning as well as other people, and we knew why. They knew the rules, but they wouldn't 
tell us. We would usually be laughing hysterically as we pleaded with imaginary people to let 
us in on the secret. "Just tell us the fucking rules, that's all, just tell us the rules." And we'd 
laugh and laugh. Crazy Doug said he once asked his wife, who was now living in New York 
trying to be an art dealer, what the rules were. She told him that the rule was that there 
weren't any rules. Even his wife wouldn't tell him the rules. If your wife wouldn't tell you the 
rules, who would? 

We didn't know why they picked us not to tell, but Crazy Doug did have an idea, 
although he wasn't sure. He told me, with an embarrassed and sheepish face, that he had 
fucked his sister. He thought that maybe that was the reason people wouldn't tell him the 
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rules. I briefly thought about Stephanie, although I wasn't sure if I once actually knew a 
woman named Stephanie, or if I just thought I knew someone named Stephanie. In either 
case, I vaguely remembered that she wanted to sleep with her brother. She seemed to know 
the rules, or at least I thought that if Stephanie existed, she would have known the rules. I 
wondered, if she had slept with her brother, would they have told her the rules, or withheld 
them, like they did with Crazy Doug. 

But I was a little troubled by all this. If Stephanie slept with her bother after she had 
been told the rules, would they have made her forget them? How would they do that? And I 
never wanted to sleep with my sister. I never had a lustful thought about her. I wondered if 
there were other sins or crimes for which the rules were withheld. I wondered what I had done 
wrong. Which sin or crime had I committed? I couldn't remember. I knew it had to have been 
when I was very young, because I could still hear my father's voice in my head telling me I 
was a nothing and would never amount to anything. I'd hear him saying that, over and over, 
as plain as if he was standing next to me. I couldn't understand why other people couldn't 
hear him. Or maybe they could, and just didn't say anything to me about it because they 
agreed with him. 

I wondered what I had done when I was so young to make them withhold the rules 
from me. And it had to be more than just my parents, or just Crazy Doug's parents, who 
withheld the rules. No one, not even now, would tell us the rules. Not even his wife. 

Sometimes I'd sleep on Crazy Doug's floor, but he had a girlfriend and they didn't want 
me around when they were screwing. Her name was Paula. I tried to talk to her, but I had a lot 
of trouble understanding what she was saying. I understood the words, and I did understand 
her meaning, but somehow the meaning wasn't very important, or it didn't have the impact, 
that my conversations with Crazy Doug had. I had great difficulty making my own meanings 
clear to her, so it seemed to be a two way street. Crazy Doug and Paula seemed to be able to 
communicate with each other, but they were having sex, so maybe that had something to do 
with it. 

I remember talking with her late one night, trying to explain my thoughts about it being 
a miracle that any two people could communicate with each other. I was trying to explain that 
what one person said wasn't necessarily what the other person heard. I knew that there had 
to be some sort of translation process, and that different words had different meanings to 
different people, and that there was no chance that a person would be able to select words 
that were meaningful and accurately represented a thought, and say them, and have another 
person hear the words, and interpret them, and come up with the same meaning that the first 
person had. At best, people just thought that they were communicating. 

Paula didn't understand what I was trying to say. In a way, this was an example of the 
problem. But I couldn't get her to understand that, either. Of course, Crazy Doug and I could 
communicate perfectly, so maybe I wasn't right about this, after all. 

While Crazy Doug was getting laid, I wasn't. I hadn't fucked in years. I wasn't fucking 
Alice toward the end, and I didn't try to fuck Pat, if for no other reason than I was depressed 
and terrified. Now no woman seemed to have much of an interest in me. "Maybe if I bathed 
more often?" I thought. 

This afternoon, after spending time with Crazy Doug, I walked about twenty blocks to a 
camera store. I just wanted to look around. There were two young women in the store, and 
one was pushing a baby carriage. I was standing about six feet from them, looking at some 
photographic paper, when I heard one woman say to the other, "Something smells like spit- 
up." She wasn't trying to be rude, or put me down. I didn't even know whether she saw me. 

But I knew that I was what smelled like spit-up. I felt the best thing to do was leave the store. 
Fast. 
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3/4/73-Age 29 

Today I've been thinking that people are a virus, like a skin cancer, or maybe not a 
virus but a type of lice, infesting the planet. The planet is alive, and we inhabit its surface. It's 
obvious to me that we aren't helping the planet, but just living off it, like a parasite. I can't 
understand how people can think that humankind is something special, and good, and 
necessary. Just take a look at the state of the world, at all the countries at war with each 
other, or planning to go to war, and at dictators living well while the people suffer, and at the 
hypocrisy of our politicians, and how they lie with a straight face, and how everyone knows 
that they lie but don't seem to care all that much, and at poverty and all forms of human 
misery. How can someone believe that humans are "God's" creation, or that they are highly 
evolved? Humans are just like cockroaches, or some other bug, or virus, or something else 
we feel are insignificant or a nuisance. All this is very depressing. What's most depressing is 
that people think that they are something special, and good, and that all is right with the world, 
and above all, divinely inspired or highly evolved. How can they think these things. Can't they 
see? 

3/5/73-Age 29 

I stopped at a phone booth and placed a collect call to Mother. I was very hungry and I 
wanted to cry. I told her I was in bad shape and was hungry and needed money. She told me 
they were very poor. She told me that Maude had called two weeks before. Maude told 
Mother that she had to move from the rented room she was living in, and couldn't afford an 
apartment. Maude said that there weren't many apartments for rent in Tel Aviv, and that 
everyone lived in condominiums. Mother told me that they had sent Maude $35,000 to buy a 
condo, and that they had to take out a bank loan to do it, and they didn't have any money, and 
what was she going to do with two children who couldn't take care of themselves. I started to 
cry. Not for effect, but because I was so miserable, and I wanted to be able to take care of 
myself, but no one would tell me the rules, and everyone was being cruel to me, and I didn't 
know what I had done to deserve it, and I would apologize if someone would just tell me who 
to apologize to and for what. 

Mother asked where I was calling from and I told her a phone booth and she asked for 
the number and I gave it to her and she said she'd call me back in a little while. I knew that 
someone would come by and use the phone, just so Mother wouldn't be able to call me back, 
so I stayed in the booth and kept the phone to my ear and kept the lever down with my hand. 
About half an hour later the phone rang and I lifted my hand immediately and Mother said that 
she had wired $1,000 to me and I could pick it up at a Western Union office. She told me the 
man she spoke to routed the money to the closest office to the phone I was calling from, and 
she gave me the address. I thanked her and thanked her, and she said that this was the last 
time because they were poor. I thanked her again and said goodbye. 

I had trouble finding the Western Union office, but I finally did. The clerk didn't seem 
happy to see me. I told him I was expecting money. He asked for ID. I gave him my driver's 
license, but he wanted to know if I had other ID. I said no, and started to get really uptight. I 
wondered if he was going to keep the money and say I picked it up. What would there be to 
stop him? He asked me where I was expecting the money to come from, and how much I was 
expecting, and about a hundred other questions. Finally he started counting out money. More 
money than had gone through my hands in the last six or eight months. He handed it over, I 
counted it in front of him, and then I signed some papers and left. 
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I went to a restaurant and ate. I didn't think I was welcome, but I didn't care. I sat at the 
counter, and overheard the conversation of two men sitting near me. One said that Ed Bain 
was coming in from Brooklyn for some kind of reunion. Then he got up and left, and the other 
started to read his newspaper. I summoned up all my courage and said, "I know Ed Bain." 

The man replied, "That's nice," and swiveled his seat, turning his back towards me. I thought 
to myself that this was why I didn't talk to people. They rejected me and hurt my feelings. I 
thought that if I was better dressed and smelled better, he would have spoken to me. I 
wondered if the man thought that I didn't have any feelings, because I was a bum. I also 
wondered if I had gone to camp with him, or if I knew him from Flatbush Avenue. Maybe he 
was David Jackal, or Paul who liked to lose at strip poker, and I couldn't tell because I am 
brain damaged and can't remember faces easily. I sulked as I ate my food. 

3/8/73-Age 29 

I didn't go out and find an apartment, although I now could afford one. I looked down 
the road and realized that if I had a place, it would not only cost me rent, but I would start 
buying things, like a frying pan and a towel, and I would be out of money much faster then if I 
just kept living the way I was. I would drop in on artist friends and sometimes sleep on the 
floor of their studio or apartment, and occasionally get a free meal, and very occasionally use 
their shower, and other times I'd just stay out on the streets. I did open up a bank account, 
and doled out money to myself, trying to make it last as long as possible. 

Tonight I went over to Nancy and Tom's for dinner. I had gotten a message from Doug 
that they wanted to see me tonight. Even though I had no single base of operations, if one of 
my friends wanted to find me, I was findable. Someone would make a couple of phone calls 
leaving "if you see Eliot" messages, and I'd usually get the word a few hours later. I gave 
some thought to my relationships with my artist friends. I knew that "normal" people avoided 
me on the streets, but my artist friends seemed to accept me just as they accepted each 
other. I would talk art, or in my case, photography, with them. 

I liked Nancy. She was an artist, but she wasn't from Charnards. She lived with Tom, 
another artist. Nancy was only normally crazy, that is, she was like a normal person, but for 
some reason I didn't have difficulty talking to her. We were able to communicate, or at least I 
thought she understood what I meant and I thought I understood what she meant. For some 
reason, she told our mutual friends that I was a genius. I had no idea why she thought that, 
but it was flattering that someone thought I wasn't a complete idiot. 

Nancy looked different from other women. When I first met her six years ago, I told 
myself that she was going to look better as she aged, not worse. I was right. For some 
reason, she seemed to age, not gracefully, but with improvement. She was a little taller than 
me, slim, and was usually cheerful, but not always. Tom was just shy of being six feet, and 
looked like an adult. He wasn't scruffy like the other artists I knew. His clothes were clean and 
were almost in style. He was relaxed and seemed self assured, and he let me know with a 
glance if he felt I was being out of line in his presence. I was afraid of him. 

They lived in the upper part of a two story house. The house was laid out in a strange 
way. It only had one bedroom, but it had two living rooms. They had a daybed in one, and 
once they had told me that I could sleep in that room. Unfortunately, they didn't put a time limit 
on how long I could stay, and I needed very specific information. If they had said I could stay 
for a week, then I'd have stayed for a week. I ran into a problem with them because of my 
inability in reading cues well. This was the same problem that required my girlfriends to let me 
know clearly that they wanted to fuck. If someone wasn't direct, I was lost. 

They weren't direct, so I just sort of moved in. I didn't pay rent. At that time I had no 
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money. I didn't move anything in with me, since I didn't have anything. But I was there 
constantly. I had been there about two weeks when I walked into the other living room and 
found Nancy sitting on Tom's lap. She looked up at me, got off Tom, stormed into the 
bedroom, and slammed the door. That was a cue that even I couldn't misread. I told Tom I'd 
be gone in the morning, and I was. But this incident didn't get in the way of our being friendly. 

I had just worn out my welcome, that's all. 

I got an "if you see Eliot" message that Nancy and Tom wanted to see me. I showed up 
at their place about seven, knowing that was when they ate, and so I would probably get fed. I 
timed my arrival perfectly. They were just about to have dinner. Nancy had made food for me. 
While we were eating, Nancy said that we would be working at Don's tomorrow. Nancy and 
Tom worked irregularly for Don, who owned a business that made props and special effects 
for television programs and movies, and for TV ads. Just about everyone who worked for him 
worked part time. If he had a big project, he'd start calling people in. If you weren't available, 
he'd find someone else, and it might be difficult for you to work for him again. Ajob might last 
three hours or three weeks. And a three week job meant twenty-four hours a day, seven days 
a week. 

Most of his workers were in their mid to late twenties, and were content to work for 
thirty hours, then curl up on the floor of his sound stage where a lot of work took place, or on 
the ground if the job required working on location, get a few hours sleep, and then get up and 
work another thirty hours. I had heard all this from Nancy and Tom, and when they said "we," I 
assumed Nancy meant she and Tom. Nancy looked at me and said, "Did you hear what I 
said, we are working for Don tomorrow." I looked at her and said, "Me too?" and she smiled 
and nodded her head. I thanked both of them repeatedly for recommending me for a job. I 
asked them what we would be doing. She said she wasn't sure, but it involved working 
outdoors. I didn't ask what I'd be paid. Tom just ate while Nancy and I talked. 

3/9/73-Age 29 

I stayed at Nancy and Tom's last night, and this morning we all drove to Don's. I was 
introduced to him and five other people. No one said much to me, except for Dennis. He was 
about my age and had a big smile on his face. He asked if I knew how to make knots. I said 
no. I saw the job being snatched from me, so I lied and said I learned fast. This seemed to 
satisfy Dennis and Don. 

The job was to create and install a three dimensional billboard on the Sunset Strip. A 
lot of record companies had special billboards installed there, since many music industry 
people drove on the strip, and there were a number of large record stores in the area. The 
visual would consist of a huge three dimensional shipping crate attached to the billboard. 
Some of Don's people were to make the shipping crate for the billboard at his studio, and the 
rest of us were to prepare the billboard to hold the crate and then install it and do lettering on 
the billboard. 

As I rode in a pickup truck with Dennis, I asked him why I needed to know about knot 
making. He said that we were going to be doing the equivalent of mountain climbing, and he 
just wanted to know if I happened to have mountain climbing skills. I told him I thought he was 
trying to get me fired before I even started working. He realized that I had a point, and 
apologized, saying he didn't mean to put me in an awkward position. 

We got to the billboard. It was located on the top of a two story building. The top of the 
billboard was about two stories high, so standing on top of it meant that I would be four stories 
off the ground. I really didn't like heights, but I needed the job, even though I still didn't know 
how much I was going to be paid. Nancy told me that Don started people off at minimum 
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wage, so I wasn't expecting big money. But anything would be helpful. 

When Dennis and two other guys and I got up onto the billboard, the feeling was of 
being on top of a fifty story building, not a four story one. This was because the Strip is on a 
hill, and from the top of the building the view wasn't of the street, but of the buildings down the 
hill. I was scared stiff. Dennis showed us how to wear a safety harness, how to make sure it 
was locked, how to attach ropes to it, and the basics of "repelling." It was a crash coarse in 
mountain climbing. While the other guys and I very cautiously moved around the billboard, 
preparing it to be painted, and installing bolts to hold the shipping crate, Dennis was in 
seventh heaven repelling around the fifteen foot high by twenty-five foot wide billboard. I 
thought that he had a death wish. 


3/17/73-Age 29 

The job lasted about twenty hours in all, and was relatively uneventful. No one fell off 
the building, everyone got along with each other, and it was a lot of fun doing something most 
other people will never do: Hanging off a billboard above the Sunset Strip. While everything 
went smoothly, I kept hearing Don, or my father, yelling at me inside my head, saying I wasn't 
doing the job right, and I was a loser, and I'd never amount to anything. When I say I heard 
them, I mean I really heard them as plain as if they were standing next to me, yelling. 

After everything was finished and Don approved our work, we were told we would be 
paid on Friday, which was the usual day Don paid. I made my way to his studio on Friday, all 
the way telling myself that I would probably not get paid because I used up too much paint, or 
because I worked too slowly, or because he just didn't like me, but to my surprise his 
bookkeeper handed me a check for 67.50. I really felt good. I still had most of the $1,000 
Mother had sent, and now I had an additional $67.50. 

I bought a pair of Fry boots, not for fashion, but because they were sturdy and were 
conventional enough looking so they didn't look like workboots. They had flexible steal in the 
soles, to protect feet from sharp objects. I had holes in the soles of my shoes, and talked 
myself into spending the $35 for the boots as an investment. They looked sturdy enough to 
last a long time, and since I did a lot of walking, it seemed like a good thing to do. 

4/2/73-Age 29 

I worked again for Don a few days ago. We were out on location, constructing a set 
and special effects for a TV beer commercial. Around a quarter to five in the afternoon Don 
gathered everyone around to hand out assignments for the next phase of the job. When he 
got to me he said, "Eliot, take the pickup and go to Daniel's and pick up some art supplies 
we're running out of, like spray glue. I'll give you a list." I replied, "No." 

I didn't think I had any options other than saying no. As soon as he told me what he 
wanted me to do, my head was filled with very unpleasant images. I hadn't driven a car for a 
number of years, and I never drove a pickup truck. What if I put a dent in it, or if I wrecked it? 
Or what would happen if I got to the art supply store too late, and it was closed? Or worse, 
what if I couldn't find my way back to the job. I didn't know where we were. I wasn't watching 
when Dennis drove us here. What if I got lost and kept driving around and around, while Don 
got angrier and angrier waiting for me. And then what would happen when the truck ran out of 
gas. I'd be stranded in the middle of the street. And I didn't have any money with me to buy 
gas. I'd have to get out and try to find Don on foot, and people would rob the truck of the art 
supplies, and then the cops would come and tow the truck away. I couldn't tell Don all this, or 
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the other twenty similar thoughts that flooded my head, so I just said "No." 

Don looked at me and said, "Eliot, I said take the truck..." I again said no. He just 
looked at me, and then told Dennis to get the supplies and told me to work with someone 
else. 

I dropped over to see Nancy and Tom tonight, just to say hello, and when Tom saw me 
he said, "I don't know what you did, but you'll never work for Don again." I knew what I did, 
but I didn't say anything. I just felt shitty. 

4/4/73-Age 29 

Today I dropped in to pick up my pay for the last job. I was scared to see Don, but I 
needed the money. I also wanted to see if I could explain things to Don, even though I was 
afraid of him. He was a friendly enough sort of guy of about 50, of medium build and a smile 
in his eyes, but he was also an ex-marine, and I think he thought I was a wimp, and he didn't 
have much use for wimps. I went into his office and told him I wanted to talk to him. He didn't 
seem thrilled. I told him a story, which wasn't the truth, but it was the best I could think up. I 
told him that I knew he was pissed, but I was embarrassed to say that I didn't have a driver's 
license, because I was too poor to own a car. Without a license, I didn't want to drive. He 
looked at me for a minute and then said, "Okay, but next time tell me, all right?" I said I would, 
and he smiled at me, and I smiled at him, and I left. I had managed to convince a father figure 
of something, but this time it was a lie that was believed. Maybe I should just go around lying, 

I thought. 

6/9/73-Age 30 

Don called me back for more jobs. Sometimes I'd work five hours spread over two 
days, and sometimes I'd work eighty hours in six days. I started dropping into his studio even 
when I wasn't called, putting it on my rounds of things to do and places to go. I discovered 
that if I hung around long enough, Don would eventually find something that needed to be 
done, and I'd be there to do it. I started showing up at the studio every morning around ten, 
and I'd just sit around until about eight at night, when everyone would leave, unless a large 
project was going on. Some days I'd make nothing, and others I'd end up working for six 
hours and I'd make $18, less taxes. Whenever I worked, and whatever I did, I heard him 
and/or dad inside my head ridiculing me. It was very painful hearing voices yelling and making 
fun of me, but I needed the money. Sometimes I wanted to cry because of what they were 
saying inside my head, but I didn't and kept working. 

7/12/73-Age 30 

Don introduced me to a man who came into his studio to install a complicated piece of 
photographic equipment. He seemed like an okay guy. He was a few years older than me, 
was casually dressed and was about twenty pounds overweight. His most distinguishing 
feature was a slightly dead look in his eyes. He looked like someone who had been thumped 
on the head when he was a kid, and never recovered. Don said that we had something in 
common. He said that this guy had ranked number one on the photo exam for the city. I was 
glad to meet him. I asked how he felt coming in first out of so many people. He casually said, 
"I'm used to it. If I wasn't first in class on every test when I was in school, my dad would beat 
me." That explained the dead look in his eyes. 
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7/17/73-Age 30 

I was spending a lot of time at Don's, but I also saw my artist friends on a regular basis. 
I didn't want to get out of touch. They were a safety net, of sorts. I wasn't making much 
money, and I needed to be able to drop in on someone on an instants notice if necessary, 
either for food or a place to crash or just for companionship, so I made a point to stay in 
contact. I noticed that I was becoming the butt of jokes. The guys, since most of the artists 
were guys, would tell a joke and somehow relate it to me, or they would say something 
negative about someone or something, and then add, "Like Eliot," or something like that. 
Everyone would laugh. I laughed too. I laughed because I also thought the joke or analogy 
was funny. Tonight someone made fun of me, and I noticed that there was a more clever way 
to put me down, so I said it. Everyone laughed, including me. Something like when I made fun 
of myself at camp so I wouldn't get beaten up so often, or so hard. 

2/19/74-Age 30 

A few weeks ago it occurred to me that Don's studio had about 20,000 square feet of 
space, and many nights it was completely empty. I went to Don and asked if he would mind if 
I spent nights at the studio. He didn't give it much thought at all. He said it would be fine with 
him, and left it at that. 

Don and his daughter, Cindy, who also worked at the studio, left around eight, and I 
had the place to myself. It was like having a tremendous art studio at my disposal. Anything 
that I did had to be put away by morning, but I had space, and free supplies, to play with. Of 
all the things to play with, the one I used most were the two darkrooms. Not only were there 
two darkrooms, but also a commercial 20 X 24 inch view camera used to make color 
separation negatives. These negatives were usually used for making silk screens, which was 
something else I could play with. It was great. I started making gum bichromate pigment prints 
again. During the day I'd be available for work, and at night I'd do my artwork. I'd eat at fast 
food places in the neighborhood, and would occasionally take a shower at a friends, or at 
Cindy's, who had an apartment only a few blocks away. I probably averaged three or four 
hours sleep a night, curled up on the floor of Don's studio, which was a lot better than a lot of 
places I had been sleeping at. 

6/6/74-Age 31 

I noticed that there were large amounts of scrap wood in a large pile at Don's. This 
wood was the remnants of jobs that had been done at Don's in the past. I decided that I'd use 
the wood to make sculptures, something I never did in the past. I decided to make ugly boxes, 
so ugly that no one would want to display them. My fantasy was that they should be sold for a 
lot of money, so the buyer would be in a quandary. Should these expensive works of art, that 
didn't fit in with the decor of the well furnished interior decorated room, be displayed, sticking 
out like a sore thumb, or should they be hidden away in a closet. After giving this some 
thought, I decided to go one step further. I decided to put a "dirty" photograph inside the box, 
and then lock the box in such a way that if it were opened to look at the photograph, both the 
box (and it's resale value) and the photograph would be ruined. I copied photographs from 
dirty magazines, and made photographic prints. I didn't finish the chemical process, so if the 
print was exposed to light, it would start to turn black. I put the prints inside a light tight box 
used for photographic film. I then placed this box inside the box I made out of Don's wood, 
and then placed a lock on the box. I then placed the key to the wooden box on the outside of 
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the box, in such a position that it would have to be removed from it's position in order to use it 
in the lock. 

The lock, and some hinges, cost a dollar or so at a local hardware store, so all I used 
from Don's studio was the scrap wood, and some nails, and the photographic material, of 
which Don had plenty. After the box was completed and locked, I typed the following note: 
"Inside this box is a photograph of a couple engaged in a sexual act. Exposure to light, even 
for a brief time, will cause the image to deteriorate." 

I finished my second box today. It measures about 12" high by 10" wide by 3" deep. It 
is truly an ugly box. I think I'll make a lot more over time, in varying sizes. Just something to 
do as a change of pace from my gum pigment printing. 



Snapshot of a “Box” 

10/10/74-Age 31 

Don came in about three in the morning. He was a little drunk. He liked to drink. I was 
sitting on the floor with my back propped against a wall. I was tired. I had been making 
pigment prints. Don looked down at me and said, "Eliot, you're the hardest working person 
I've ever met in my whole, entire life. But you don't do anything practical. IF you just put your 
talents into something practical, you wouldn't be in the mess you're in. Whose going to buy 
your art? Nobody, that's who!" He walked away, found whatever it was he came in to find, 
and left. I got up and finished making my print. 

1/17/75-Age 31 

Cindy, Don's daughter, was about 25, and depending whether her weight was up or 
down, looked good or bad. She had a good heart. She was super efficient, and seemed to be 
able to do everything that was done at Don's. And that's saying a lot. Although she was super 
competent, she wasn't the happiest person I've known. I found out, by accident, that she was 
seeing a shrink. I didn't know how she had the time, since she seemed to always be working 
on four or five projects at one time. One day I walked into Don's office and she told me to get 
the hell out. I had interrupted a therapy session she was having over the phone. 

Cindy's brother Peter was very good looking. He was around 20, and wanted to be a 
drummer in a rock band. In some ways he must have been like me, since he didn't work, and 
seemed to Don to be a loser, just as I seemed to dad to be a looser. When Peter needed 
money, Don would make him come into the studio and work for it. Unlike Cindy, Peter hated 
being there, and from the looks he gave, I felt that he really hated his father. 

Don liked to drink. Actually, Don was a drunk. But he wasn't my dad, so it didn't bother 
me. I wondered whether the way I felt about Don's drinking was the way friends of my dad felt 
about his drinking. It just didn't bother me. 
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2/22/75-Age 31 

Don had a few full time employees. One, a guy named Carl, decided that he wanted to 
ride his motorcycle around the U.S., and so he left. Don hired a replacement for him a couple 
of weeks ago. The guy, whose name I couldn't remember, apparently felt insecure. I was 
working on a major photographic project, and this guy sabotaged the job. I don't know exactly 
what he did, but everything was ruined and it looked like it was my fault. He called Don in to 
show him the fucked up job, and Don became irate. He started yelling at me, and cursing, and 
I started to freak out. Everyone was in the room, brought there by Don's yelling. I felt 
humiliated. I wanted to explain what happened, but I didn't know what happened. It did look 
like I had been the cause, but I didn't understand what went wrong. I looked around at the 
others, but no one came to my defense. I had a flashback. It was like my father was yelling 
and cursing at me, and at the same time it was like all my friends at camp were no longer my 
friends, and I was also in the fourth grade being humiliated by Mrs. Grover. The last thing I 
remembered seeing was the guy who did this to me leaning against a door, laughing silently. 
Somewhere, I had seen that image before. I turned on my heels and ran out and vowed never 
to go back. 

2/24/75-Age 31 

I called Mother and asked her for some money. I called her about every two months, 
but hadn't needed money from her for quite a while. She had told me that the neighborhood in 
Brooklyn was becoming bad, and that there were murders on the block, and that she and dad 
were afraid to walk home at night. I had suggested that they move a number of times, but she 
always answered, "Where too? We don't have the money to move," and made me feel like an 
idiot for having suggested it. 

When I called today she told me that they were very poor because all their money was 
needed to move. I was glad that they were moving, and I asked where they were going. She 
told me that when Maude went to Israel, they subrented her apartment in Manhattan to some 
school teachers, and they recently gave the teachers notice, and that they would be moving 
into Maude's apartment in a month. Mother said she didn't know how she was going to get all 
the furniture in the large two bedroom Brooklyn apartment into the small one bedroom 
Manhattan apartment, and she didn't know how she was going to pay for the move, and the 
associated expenses. She asked me what I needed money for, and I said I needed to get a 
place to live, and needed first and last months rent. She asked for an address where she 
could send me something, and said I shouldn't count on too much, because they were very 
poor. 

3/3/75-Age 31 

Mother sent $1,000, and I had about $500 from Don's I had managed to save. I didn't 
make much money at Don's, although he did give me some raises, all the way up to $4 an 
hour, but sleeping at the studio was a fringe benefit and saved me a lot of money. I went to 
Jack's house, one of my artist friends, and told him I needed a place to crash for a few days 
while I looked around for a place of my own. Jack lived in an apartment over a bar. It had nine 
giant rooms laid out in no particular order. He had plenty of room, and he said it would be 
okay for me to stay. 
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Jack with Nancy watching television, shot before Nancy got 
together with Tom, and Jack got together with Vivian. 

Jack used to live with Nancy, who was now living with Tom, and now he had a new live- 
in girlfriend, Vivian. She was a very crazed poetess, who spoke about dying before she was 
thirty, since all great poets died before they were thirty. She was gorgeous, in an exotic sort of 
way. Jet black hair, jet black eyes, and, I thought, a jet black heart and a jet black soul. This 
woman reminded me of my sister. I had heard her and Jack yelling and screaming at each 
other in the past, and I wasn't thrilled at the thought of being around them, since it reminded 
me of being back home. But I needed a place to crash, and it certainly wouldn't be dull. 

3/6/75-Age 31 

I found a storefront for rent about fifteen blocks from where Jack lived. It was going for 
an unreasonably low price of $150 a month. It was on a main street, and I couldn't figure out 
why the price was so low, but it would make a good studio, if I ever got back into photography, 
or into doing some other form of art. It had two rooms, both large, with about 1200 square feet 
in all. It had a small toilet, but no shower. I found an ad in a paper for a stove and refrigerator 
for $15 each, and I got one of my artist friends who had a pickup truck to drive me to get 
them. We picked up the appliances in the middle of the night, and I had the idea that the 
woman who was selling them didn't really own them. But I wasn't sure, so I took them. I now 
had cooking facilities, and all I needed was a shower. I made one out of some discarded 
plastic sheeting I found in the back of the store, and from a rubber hose that I hooked up to 
the sink in the room the toilet was in, and I made a drain of sorts out of some pipe, which I ran 
out the back door. 

3/19/75-Age 31 

Something was happening to me. I was beginning to feel depressed. I had felt terrified 
for years. Even when things were going relatively well for me at Don's, I still felt the terror. I 
knew I was being punished, and no one would tell me the rules, and I was always suspicious, 
although I should have kept a better eye on that guy at Don's. I wouldn't make that mistake 
again. I'd watch everyone like a hawk. I wouldn't believe anyone. But I was used to being 
punished, and I had felt depressed on more than one occasion, but this was different. 
Everything started looking black and dark. Nothing had much meaning to me. I didn't care 
about things in general. I didn't get excited about things. I just wanted to sit in my storefront 
studio. 

I decided that maybe painting it would make me feel better. I went to a cheapie paint 
store across the street, and bought ten gallons of paint and a roller. I painted for two days. 
When I finished, I looked around and decided that I had done good. Everything, from the 
ceiling to the floor, was jet black. 
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3/22/75-Age 31 

I had a telephone, and I was centrally located among most of my friends, so I wasn't 
isolated. Sometimes people would drop by, and sometimes they'd come and pick me up and 
take me to their place, but I did spend a lot of time by myself. Curiously, the person I saw 
most was a new friend. His name was Bill, and he was an old friend of Crazy Doug. Bill was 
one of the nicest people I had ever known. 

I met Bill under unusual circumstances a few years earlier, just before I started working 
at Don's studio. I had dropped over to Crazy Doug's around seven in the morning. He was up, 
as I expected, and he told me that he had a weird dream the night before. He said that he 
was flying down a road, which was separated from another road by some storm clouds. He 
knew that the storm clouds meant death, and if he flew into the clouds he would die. Then he 
saw a friend, Bill, flying down the other road. He hadn't seen Bill for a while, and wanted to fly 
over to say hello. But if he did, he'd die in the clouds. He decided that he wasn't afraid of 
death, and so veered into the clouds. Then he woke up. I asked Crazy Doug who Bill was, 
and he was surprised that I didn't know him. I might have known him, but didn't know I knew 
him, because of my damaged brain. I wanted to ask Crazy Doug to describe Bill, but before I 
could there was a knock on the door. Crazy Doug got up and opened it, and he said, "Bill! I 
had this dream about you last night." And Bill said, "That's why I came over. I had a dream 
about you. I was flying down a road, and you were flying down a road coming from the other 
direction, and you turned to come towards me but you disappeared into some clouds." The 
tune from "Twilight Zone" started playing in my head. 

Crazy Doug introduced me to Bill. He was a teddy bear. I mean he looked like one. I 
lost contact with him when I was at Don's. After I got the storefront, someone told me that Bill 
had just gotten out of prison. I didn't know he was in prison. I got his number and called him, 
and he dropped by a few days later. He was driving a Porsche, and he took me for a ride and 
then out to dinner. I asked him why he went to prison, and he said it was because he was 
busted with 132 kilos of grass. What pissed Bill off wasn't so much getting busted, but that the 
cops who busted him reported only 124 kilos. He was really offended that he was being 
busted by cops who were either smoking his dope, or selling his dope, or both. Bill called 
almost every night of the week, and he took me out to dinner three or four times a week. I was 
very honest with him, and told him that I was not only crazy, but I was also getting very 
depressed, and I didn't see much point to living. He would listen sympathetically. He couldn't 
do anything, but he listened. Tonight he took me out to dinner, and he listened. 

4/28/75-Age 31 

Bill called and asked if I would go shopping with him. I said sure. I had nothing else to 
do. We went to a Sears, and he wandered over to the shoe department. He casually asked 
me if maybe I'd like to have a new pair of shoes. I had walked through the steal plates in the 
Fry boots, and now the soles were completely gone. I had what looked like boots on the top of 
my feet, but the bottoms were gone, and I was walking barefoot with the tops flopping around. 
Bill was afraid of hurting my feelings, and was trying to be tactful. I didn't care about the tact. I 
thought the idea of new shoes was marvelous. I told him that it would be okay if he got me 
some shoes, and he looked relieved. The shoe salesman didn't want to get to close to me, so 
I took off my floppy boots and put on the pair of soft soled, casual walking shoes Bill 
suggested that I get. They seemed to fit. Bill paid the $17, and then he took me home. 


5/15/75-Age 31 
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I was almost completely out of money. Sometimes a friend would need me to help 
move something, or help painting a room, but I wasn't making enough money to eat regularly. 

I had to call Mother for rent money, which she sent, after telling me that she was completely 
busted. Mother had to send Maude money, because Maude couldn't find a job, and Mother 
didn't have any money to spare. This time she sent only $150 for the rent. 

I was living on one potato and one fried onion a day, and one pack of cigarettes, except 
for the times Bill fed me, and sometimes I'd get something to eat at a friends studio. I weighed 
myself at Jack's, and the scale read 122 pounds. When I was working out at Vic Tanney's, I 
weighed 128 pounds, and I was sixteen or seventeen at the time. 


6/10/75-Age 32 

My thinking wasn't clear. I was suspicious of everyone. I was even a little suspicious of 
Bill, who still called and still took me out to eat, but only about twice a week now. The only 
enjoyment I seemed to have was in the jokes made at my expense. I thought that they were 
really funny. 

Although I had a shower, I didn't use it much. I was too depressed to care about my 
physical appearance, and if I offended someone with my odor, tough. I knew I was in bad 
shape, but I didn't care. I didn't care about anything. I did find it interesting that as fucked as I 
was, I still had a lot of friends. Other artists seemed to accept me as if I were normal, or 
possibly, just a normally fucked up crazy artist. If I wasn't an artist, I doubt I would have talked 
to anyone, since only artists and Bill, who wasn't an artist, seemed capable of overlooking my 
true state. 

6/11/75-Age 32 

Bill called. I had been crying uncontrollably much of the day. I had nothing to eat for 
thirty hours, and I felt hopeless. I kept hearing my dad say that I was a nothing and would 
never amount to anything. He was right. How did he know? I thought that he must be a very 
smart man. I thought that it was my fault that he didn't love me, and that I deserved not to 
know the rules. I wanted to go see some of my friends, because someone would feed me, but 
every time I started to leave the studio, I'd just start to sob. I thought Bill might take me out to 
eat. But that wasn't why he was calling. He wanted to know if I wanted to rent some space in 
the store to a friend of his who was looking for something on a temporary basis. I said sure. I 
really didn't want anyone I didn't know around, but I needed the money, although I didn't know 
how much I would be getting. Bill said that his friend, Ari, would call. 

I felt better after speaking to Bill, so I managed to get out and over to Jack's, who fed 
me and we talked into the night. Vivian, the crazed poetess, wasn't around. 

6/12/75-Age 32 

Ari came over to look at the store. He said he needed some space to do envelope 
stuffing and bulk mailing. The studio had two rooms, besides the toilet. The front room was 
about 20 X 20 feet, and the back about 20 X 40 feet. He said the front would be fine, and we 
agreed on $100 a month. This meant that my rent was cut to only $50. I didn't have the $50 
for the next month's rent, but it would be easier to come up with $50 than to get $150. 

I was not in complete control of myself, and thought I'd better let Ari know that I might 
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be unpredictable. I told him that I was recovering from a mental illness, and might act weird 
sometimes. He said he spoke to Bill and he was aware that I was having some problems. 

He then told me his problem. He had recently been busted for trying to sell a large 
quantity of heavy duty drugs to a narc. He said that he had never done anything like that 
before, and it was just a whim, and one that he regretted. He had an important lawyer who he 
couldn't afford. The lawyer was handling his case because they had some mutual friends. The 
lawyer said that Ari's case didn't look promising. 

Ari had been busted at a waiting area at an airport. Everyone waiting there was a cop. 
When Ari handed over the dope, about fifty guns were suddenly pointed at his head. They 
had audio tapes and still photographs of him handing over the dope and asking about the 
money. He was, as he put it, in deep shit. Before he got involved selling dope, he had been a 
businessman. His lawyer told him to get involved in some type of manual or petty labor. He 
thought it might look good to the judge to show how far Ari had fallen since his bust: From 
executive to envelope stuffer. Ari chose envelope stuffing/bulk mailing from an ad in a 
newspaper. He was to pay $495 and get all the supplies he needed to go into the new, "high 
tech" business. The company was supposed to furnish the equipment and materials and 
mailing lists, and Ari was supposed to stuff envelopes and run them through a labeling 
machine and take the box-loads of envelopes to the company. They would count the 
envelopes, and send Ari a check for his work. Ari thought it was as good as anything else to 
do. So the studio would be a good place for him to work from. All of this was for show, since 
he had enough money to live on. 

6/22/75-Age 32 

Ace called. To remind you, she was the woman who was living with the guy who 
painted pictures of bird's that were machine gunning people. A few years ago she decided 
that she was a lesbian. She moved out, and was now living in a two room house behind the 
house Crazy Doug lived in. She said she got a job painting half of a house a friend of her's 
was renting. The other half of the house was being painted by someone else. Her friend had a 
roommate, and they couldn't agree how much money to spend painting their new place, so 
they decided that each would pay to have their own section painted to suit them. This job 
would pay me enough to get the $50 I needed for rent, and leave enough money to eat on for 
the rest of the month. I had been averaging a meal and a half a day, because some days Ari 
would buy me some fast food, and some days Bill would take me out to eat, and some days 
someone else would feed me, and I usually had my fried potato and onion once a day. But I 
was crying more often, and my feelings of hopelessness and depression were becoming 
overwhelming for three or four hours at a time. The rest of the time I could more or less 
function. 

6/26/75-Age 32 

Mother called me. She had been doing it about once a week for the last few weeks. 

She would cry. She told me that she didn't know what to do about Maude. Maude didn't seem 
to be able to keep a job. She said Maude didn't have a telephone in her condominium, and 
said it was because telephones were hard to get in Israel. When Maude wanted to call 
Mother, she would use a neighbor's phone, and when Mother called Maude, she would call 
the neighbor who would get Maude. 

The neighbor told Mother that she thought that there was something wrong with 
Maude. She said Maude didn't take care of her physical appearance, and that whenever she 


Page 176 of 637 


walked past Maude's place, it smelled. She said Maude wouldn't let anyone inside, and would 
talk to people from inside the door without opening it. She said she once did see inside 
Maude's place, and it was a mess. Filthy, Mother said the neighbor said. I asked Mother if she 
had spoken to Maude about this. Mother said that Maude said that her neighbor was lying, 
because her neighbor was jealous because Maude was an American. Maude said that all 
Israelis were jealous of Americans. Then Mother started to cry. When she stopped, she said 
she'd try to send me $150, so I knew I'd get at least that. When I finished talking to Mother, I 
cried for a half an hour. Not because of anything she said. Just because the world looked 
black to me. Everything was closing in. I felt like I was smothering. I felt like I had been 
punished enough, but that my punishment was going to continue forever, and I couldn't bare 
that thought. I hurt so much. 

8/2/75-Age 32 

Jack called this morning. He asked if I wanted to buy his car for $100. He had a job 
that required driving up to five hundred miles a day. He didn't work every day, but he put 
about 30,000 miles a year on his car. He had maintained it well, but it had almost 90,000 
miles on it, and he decided he should get something that was more reliable. His problem was 
that he had bought a new car, and his car insurance for both cars was due in a few days, and 
it was going to cost him about $500 if he couldn't get rid of the old car fast, so he only had to 
pay insurance for one car. His offer couldn't have come at a better time. Mother had sent 
$500, I made a few hundred from painting half the house with Ace, and Ari was paying $100 
toward the rent. I told Jack he'd be doing me a great favor selling me his car for so little 
money, and he told me I'd be doing him one. He drove over, I handed him the money, and he 
handed me the registration, and the keys. I drove him home. 

I had a car! I couldn't believe it. I made a round trip to an art store to get some paint for 
my pigment printing in twenty minutes. Two weeks earlier, it took me four hours to make the 
trip walking. I now could visit friends and go places easily. It was amazing how many options I 
had. I felt free. I started to worry about not having insurance. If I got into an accident, 
someone would sue me. But then I realized that I didn't have anything, so I shouldn't be afraid 
of loosing something I didn't have. I just told myself to drive carefully so I didn't hurt someone 
else. 

I called Tyler and told him I had a car and wanted to drive out and see his paintings. 
Tyler was an artist, but not from Charnards, who lived about an hour from Los Angeles. He did 
non-objective paintings, and would have qualified as a starving artist, except for his side 
business. He grew the best psilocybin mushrooms in California, or at least I was told his were. 
They were in great demand, and he lived a quiet, unassuming life with his wife and daughter, 
doing his paintings and selling his special hallucinogenics. 

It was good to see him. I liked his paintings, although I didn't understand them. I liked 
his colors more than anything else. He said he saw them when he was tripping, and made 
most of his paintings when he was high. He offered me a trip, but I declined. He had offered 
me 'shrooms, as he called them, for years, and I always said no. Except for my inadvertent 
DMT trip, I stayed away from heavy drugs, and still usually stayed away from grass. I told him 
I was too crazy to take heavy drugs, and he said taking them might fix me up, they might clear 
my head. I told him I had heard stories about people who took hallucinogens and then freaked 
out, and Tyler said that those were people who would flip out anyway, whether they were on 
drugs or not. He told me that if I hadn't flipped out and started killing people by now, I 
shouldn't worry about 'shrooms. I said thanks, but no thanks. I had a good time without getting 
high, and watched him trip later in the day. 
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10/2/75-Age 32 

I stopped off at a book store for no particular reason. I woke up this morning feeling 
absolutely great. For the past few days I was feeling fairly normal, which meant that I felt the 
terror, but I didn't sit and cry for a few hours on end. But today I felt wonderful, and told myself 
I should go out and do things I hadn't done for a while. When I saw a book store I used to go 
to from time to time, I decided to stop and go in. 

I found a book by Anthony, the pornographer from Pro Arts. I began looking at the 
pictures and started laughing out loud. Some people looked at me, and then averted their 
eyes. I was used to people pretending not to see me. These were the same people who 
wouldn't tell Crazy Doug and me what the rules were. Fuck 'em, I thought. The reason I 
laughed was that I realized Anthony's secret to success in the porn business. The book was 
of couples and women having sex with each other, except you really couldn't see anything. I 
suppose it was soft core. Anthony had lit them as we were taught to light product shots at 
school, like bottles of perfume and wine. That's what made his pictures not pornographic- 
they weren't sleazy, but had style. 

Ari gave me some bad news. His mailing business turned out to be a ripoff. The 
company sold hundreds, if not thousands of $495 startup kits, with the promise of paying for 
the work the people would do, and then they went out of business. Ari lost his money without 
ever getting paid for any of his work. Since he was only doing this to get some mercy from the 
judge, he wasn't crushed, but he was really pissed about being ripped off. In any event, he 
didn't need the front room anymore, so I would have to pay the entire $150 rent myself. We 
were becoming friendly, and since I now had a car, I could go to his house and see him 
whenever I wanted. 

1/15/76-Age 32 

Jim called today. He was one of my oldest Charnard artist friends. He wanted to know 
if I would lend him my studio for a day. I said sure, and then asked why. He told me that a very 
important art collector wanted to see his paintings, but since Jim lived an hour and a half 
outside Los Angeles, and since the collector lived ten minutes from my storefront studio, Jim 
thought it would be best if he packed up the paintings and showed them at my place. Besides 
distance, my studio also had the advantage of having a lot of wall space, and no furniture, 
and so it would look like a gallery. I reminded him that the whole place was painted black, and 
asked if that was going to be a problem. He said he had given that some thought, and 
wondered if it would be all right if he painted it white. I said okay. 

1/28/76-Age 32 

Jim showed up with a lot of paint and some rollers. I spoke to him a few days ago and 
told him I couldn't help paint, because I had a one day job helping someone move some 
furniture. I was happy to have the work, and I was happy not to have to paint. I hated house 
painting. Every time I helped Ace, I heard, inside my head, her and my dad yelling at me, and 
telling me I didn't do good work, and was too slow, and used too much paint. Constantly, 
nonstop, very loud. And mean. 

When I got back that evening it was still light outside, and the studio looked completely 
different. It looked bigger, and cleaner, let alone brighter. Jim lit up a joint and offered it to me, 
and I declined. I asked who was coming over tomorrow. He told me Merle Glick. I asked who 
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Merle Click was, and Jim told me that he was an art collector who was reported to have the 
finest collection of California art in the country. His brother-in-law owned the O. K. Harris 
Gallery in New York, which, according to Jim, was the hottest gallery in the country. 

Jim worked part time for one of the few artists who became rich by doing art. I asked 
Jim if his employer put him in touch with Merle. Jim said that he called in sick with a bad 
toothache, and his employer called Merle, who was "dentist to the elites of the art world," and 
set up an appointment for Jim. Merle was told that Jim didn't have any money, but that his 
work was very good, and a services-for-paintings trade should be arranged. Merle often 
traded tooth work for paintings, which was how he amassed a good portion of his collection. 
Merle said okay, and Jim got his teeth fixed. That was a year ago, and now Merle wanted to 
see Jim's paintings in payment for the tooth work. 

I had attempted to show my work to some galleries in Los Angeles, and I usually got 
the bums rush, which in my case was understandable, since my clothes were in tatters and I 
didn't smell all that good. But my artist friends didn't seem to do that much better. It occurred 
to me that artists were a cheap form of labor for the art market. There were hundreds of 
thousands of artists, but only fifty or so made a good living doing art. The art galleries, art 
museums, art magazines, art curators, art experts, and art restorers all made money, but the 
artists starved. Something seemed fishy to me. When I had managed to show my work to a 
few "important" gallery people, I was asked such questions as, "How do I know I can sell this 
stuff?" and "Do you have a mailing list of people who have bought your work that I can have?" 
and "I haven't read anything about this type of art, so I don't know what to say." 

Since it took me weeks to build up my courage to call a gallery for an appointment, and 
face the normal rejection artists face all the time, my attempts to show my work was limited. 
When the art gallery owner would see me, they were usually rude and started showing me the 
door within a minute or two of my arrival. I would hear my father's voice in my head telling me 
I was a nothing, and I also saw the art gallery owner laughing at me. I thought that Merle was 
probably one of these people, and so I wasn't too impressed that Jim was showing him his 
work. 

1/29/76-Age 32 

I had nothing to do, but I knew that Jim wouldn't want me around when Merle looked at 
his work. I told Jim I'd go out. He said I could come back after four in the afternoon, and I 
came back close to five. Merle was still there, so Jim introduced him to me, and a little later 
Merle left. Jim looked disappointed, because Merle didn't want any of the paintings he saw. 
Merle said he'd contact Jim sometime in the future and look at his new work. I helped Jim 
load the paintings into his van, commiserated with him for a while, and then he left for home. 

2/9/76-Age 32 

Pat called me today from Florida. She tracked Mother down in New York, and got my 
number from her. She told me about what had been happening in her life for the past few 
years. She was on husband number three. I didn't know there had been a number two. She 
told me she went to Florida with Denise the court reporter, but after six months they had a 
falling out, and Pat got a job and met some men and life was going on. There was something 
in Pat's voice that gave me the feeling that there was more to the phone call than an urge to 
let me know what was happening with her. She finally got around to telling me that she just 
wanted to talk to someone who would understand how she felt. She told me that last week 
Big Buddy II was shot in the back of his head by a passenger in his limo. Big Buddy II died 
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instantly. 

2/11/76-Age 32 

I realized that I was on some kind of weird cycle. I would be super depressed for about 
a week, when I would cry uncontrollably, seemingly for no reason at all. Then I'd feel good for 
a week, when I just felt the terror and didn't trust anyone, and then I'd feel very good and even 
competent for about two or three days. During these times life was beautiful. Then I'd drop 
back to feeling normal for a few weeks, and then the depression would return. I was getting to 
the point when I could predict how I would be feeling the next day. 

2/18/76-Age 32 

My artist friend Jay sold a painting for $1,000, and wanted to celebrate. He invited me 
out to a Mexican restaurant he had recently begun going to, called the El Carmine Cafe. It 
didn't seem particularly interesting from its decor, but the food was great, and more important, 
Jay was paying for it. The owner, Paulino, who was our age, and who said he was a poet, sat 
with us for a while. Then Anthony, the pornographer, came in, and Paulino got up and sat with 
him. I hadn't seen Anthony for years, but I didn't want to go over to say hello, because I was 
ashamed of myself and my life, and the fact that I hadn't amounted to anything. 

3/15/76-Age 32 

Mother called and soon started crying. She didn't know what she was going to do with 
Maude, who would call from Israel once a week and ask for money. Sometimes she'd ask for 
$100, and sometimes for $1,000. Mother said she was worried. I needed money, but I didn't 
ask for any. I didn't know what to say, so I just let her cry. 

3/22/76-Age 32 

I went to El Carmine for a meal. I was in my feeling good state, and wanted to give 
myself a treat. When the bill came, I found that I was about fifty cents short. I had never been 
unable to pay for a meal I ordered before. If I didn't have enough money, I wouldn't eat, and if 
I did go to a restaurant, I always checked my money about five times to make sure I had 
enough. I was a little embarrassed, and very afraid Paulino would call the police and have me 
arrested, or maybe he'd just beat me up. I went up to Paulino to tell him about my problem. 

He didn't seem to mind, and said I owed him the money and should pay him when I had it. I 
thanked him and left, without leaving a tip, which also bothered me. 

4/2/76-Age 32 

I went to see Jay, who was about to go to eat at El Carmine. He invited me to join him, 
but he said he was feeling poor and couldn't pay for my meal. I had about thirty-five cents, 
and I still owed Paulino fifty cents, so I didn't think it would be a good idea to tag along. But 
then I thought of the free chips and sauce they put on the table, and I thought that I didn't 
have anything better to do, so I went. 

Jay ordered for himself and I told the waitress I was just keeping Jay company. The 
chips came and I ate most of them, but the waitress brought more chips with Jay's food. 
Paulino sat down with us and I was afraid he was going to ask me for the money I owed, but 
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he didn't. He asked why I wasn't eating. If I had normal social skills, I would have said that I 
wasn't hungry, but I just told the truth, which was that I didn't have enough money to eat. He 
casually said that any time I was hungry I should come and eat, and just leave the checks up 
by the cash register, and he'd hold them, and when I had money I could pay him back. I didn't 
believe what I was hearing. We weren't good friends, although we seemed to have a number 
of friends in common. I didn't know why he said what he said, and I was suspicious that he 
was either making fun of me, or that he was dangling food in front of me and then would yank 
it away. He called the waitress over and told her to get me anything I wanted. I ate well. I 
didn't know if food had ever tasted better. But I was worried that Paulino would demand I pay 
when I left, and call the cops and have me arrested. He didn't. 

5/1 /76-Age 32 

My black depressions seemed to be getting worse. I knew this because I was thinking 
about killing myself. I ran into Nancy at an art supply store a few days ago. I hadn't seen her 
for a long time. She told me she was still living with Jack, and working irregularly at Don's. 

She asked me if I had heard about Don's son, Peter, the would be drummer. I said no, what? 
She said he killed himself a few weeks ago. I had only seen Peter a few times, and I didn't go 
into morning when I heard the news. But I did think that Don's drinking, and the way Don 
bullied Peter, and the way he told Peter that everything Peter did was wrong, or substandard, 
or that Peter wasn't going to amount to anything if he didn't get the crazy idea of being a rock 
drummer out of his head, had a lot to do with Peter's death. 

If Peter could do it, so could I. The studio had gas heat. I thought that I could take 
some sleeping pills or something, and just in case they didn't work, I could first turn the gas 
on. The studio had fifteen foot high ceilings, and it would take a lot of gas to fill the place, but 
the gas eventually would. If the pills didn't get me, the gas would. As I thought about this, I 
realized that I would be creating a huge bomb, and a spark would cause half the block to go 
up in a ball of fire, so I had to leave the gas part out of my budding plans. The pills didn't 
excite me, because I knew I'd probably chicken out, and have to call for help, and that would 
be embarrassing. I decided to give this some more thought. 

I wanted to kill myself because I couldn't take the pain anymore. I was in extreme 
physical pain, although there was nothing obviously wrong with me physically, and I had no 
reason to be in pain. I knew I was in pain, but I didn't think I'd be able to convince anyone that 
I was. The pain was real pain. I really hurt. And I was crying uncontrollably more often. And I 
didn't trust anyone. Not even my friends. I knew that they were talking and laughing at me 
behind my back, and even in my presence. I thought about the last time I had a girlfriend. I 
couldn't remember back that far. No one, I mean no one, had touched me in a tender human 
way in years. People didn't even want to shake my hand when I was introduced to them, let 
alone show me human tenderness. Probably the only other people who have not had 
meaningful human physical contact for as long as me, were those in solitary confinement in 
some penal colony. I was a mess and I knew it. I cried, I hated myself, I was afraid, I was 
terrified. The only difference between the terror I felt when Alice told me to leave and now was 
that now I was living the terror instead of being terrorized by thoughts of living the terror. 

6/16/76-Age 33 

I realized that something was wrong with me. I realized that other people didn't live like 
me, but I also knew that they knew what the rules were, and I didn't. I needed someone to 
help me. I needed someone who would tell me the rules. I needed a shrink. 


Page 181 of 637 


I went to the phone, which was just turned back on after being shut off for non-payment 
by the phone company, and dialed information. I told the operator that I was poor and didn't 
have enough money to see a psychiatrist, but I knew that somewhere there had to be 
someone I could talk to. I expected her to tell me that she couldn't help me unless I knew who 
I wanted to call, but she said that there probably was someplace near me that could help, and 
she spent a few minutes going through the phone book giving me numbers that she thought 
would be good leads. 

She was a stranger and she was being nice to me. I had a very hard time processing 
this thought. Strangers on the street and in stores avoided me. Maybe she was being helpful 
because she couldn't see me. I wrote down the numbers and thanked her and thanked her, 
and then asked if I could send a note of thanks to her supervisor or someone. She sounded 
very pleased, and said she could put me through to her supervisor if I wanted her to, and I 
said yes, and a few seconds later I was telling her supervisor how nice and helpful the 
operator had been. The supervisor said it was always good to hear something nice about an 
operator, and we hung up. 

I cried for a while, and then I called the first number the operator gave me, and I spoke 
to a woman who asked me what my problem seemed to be. I didn't know what to say. What 
was my problem? I just said that I couldn't take care of myself like other people could, and 
that I was thinking of killing myself. She asked if I could drop in for a chat with someone that 
afternoon, and I said I could, and we made an appointment. 

I showed up at the mental health clinic a little early, walked up to a window that had a 
large thick piece of glass with a very small hole to speak through, and I gave my name and 
said that I had an appointment. I was told to have a seat with the five other people who were 
also waiting. About twenty minutes later a man came out and called my name. We went into a 
small office where he started asking me questions, and he wrote my answers down on a 
sheet of paper. 

I had no problem with the questions about my name and where I was born, but I did 
have problems with some of the others. He asked me how I was supporting myself, and I got 
very angry. I knew he thought that I was a drug dealer. How dare he! Everyone I knew used 
drugs, and almost everyone I knew sold at least small quantities of grass and hallucinogenics, 
and I knew one person who spent two years in prison for selling drugs, and another who was 
probably going to go to prison for selling drugs, but I didn't sell drugs. And I let him know it. He 
calmly pointed out that as I just told him, many people did sell drugs, and he was just asking, 
that's all. I calmed down a little, but I didn't like the guy after that. He asked again how I was 
supporting myself, and I really couldn't tell him. I managed to say that sometimes I'd find an 
odd job, and sometimes Mother would send some money, and sometimes a friend would feed 
me, but I really didn't know how I had been staying alive. 

He left the room for a few minutes, and when he returned he suggested that I see 
someone else who worked there, but I'd have to wait until tomorrow to do that. I was told the 
only time that was available, and he asked if I could make it then. I said sure, and I left with a 
little card that had the time and name of the person I was to see written on it. 

6/17/76-Age 33 

I showed up at the appointed time, and saw a woman named Celeste. She asked me a 
lot of questions, and wanted to know about my being suicidal. I told her that the feelings came 
and went. We talked for about an hour, and then she said I should come back the next day at 
the same time. 

I didn't like her. She showed absolutely no emotion when we spoke. It was like talking 
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to a cold, impersonal machine. I dubbed her Cold Celeste. 

6/20/76-Age 33 

Mother called and said that they couldn't afford the rent at the place anymore, so they 
moved to a less expensive building. They only had one floor, and mother told me that it was a 
blessing not to have to walk up and down stairs carrying the half made belts, and that the 
factory was much more efficient, and that she wished someone told her about how easy it 
would be to make the belts on the same floor years ago. I vaguely remembered telling her 
something like that, but I can't remember for sure. But for some reason, I felt hurt after we 
finished talking. 

6/21/76-Age 33 

I had seen Cold Celeste, four days in a row. Today she told me that she really couldn't 
do anything for me. The clinic was for people with short term problems, and I just didn't fit in 
with what they did. She did say that there was a group therapy session for people with work 
related problems, and I did qualify for that. Would I be interested in attending? I said sure, 
okay, it sounds better than nothing. She told me I'd have to make an appointment to see 
another woman who was involved with that program, but both she and the other woman led 
the group therapy. She handed me a note to give to the woman behind the bullet proof glass, 
and said goodbye. 

I made an appointment for the next week with the other woman, and walked outside 
the building. When I got to the street, I got furious. How could she have done that to me? I 
distinctly remembered sitting in Cold Celeste’s office, and Cold Celeste was standing over 
me, shaking her finger in my face, and she was mocking me. I couldn't remember what she 
was saying, but I knew that she was making fun of me. Why hadn't I said anything at the 
time? Why did I casually leave her office, and casually make an appointment to see the other 
woman? I was outraged at how I was treated, but I was confused as to why I just 
remembered it now, and why I didn't react to it when it happened. And for some reason, Cold 
Celeste, in my mind, looked like Mother. 

6/25/76-Age 33 

A week went by and I showed up for my appointment. It was for 4:30. I got there at 
4:20. I was told to take a seat. I sat until past five. I got up and asked what was going on, and 
I was told to sit down and stop causing a commotion. I had noticed a woman come into the 
waiting area a number of times, look around, and then go off into the bowels of the building. I 
saw her come out again around 5:15. I said, "Lady, do you work here?" She said she did. I 
said, "Look, I had an appointment for 4:30 with a woman named Linda, and I've been waiting 
for 45 minutes, and when I get up to ask that bitch behind the window what's going on, she 
tells me to sit down and shut up. What the hell is going on." The woman said that her name 
was Linda, and that she had been waiting for me, and that someone had made a mistake and 
forgotten to tell her I was here, and would I please come into her office now. I got up and 
followed her. 

Linda was very different from Cold Celeste. Linda looked, and reacted, like a real live 
person. She asked me the same questions Cold Celeste, and the man I saw the first day 
asked, but she was gentler than either of them had been. She asked me when the last time I 
ate had been. I told her yesterday. She got up from her chair and went to her desk. She took 
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out a checkbook and came back to where she had been sitting. She told me not to be 
offended. She said she was empowered to give emergency food money to people who she 
thought needed it, and that it wasn't charity, and that when I got a job my tax dollars would 
pay back the fund the check would be written from, so I was really just taking a loan which I 
would repay through my taxes, and would it be okay if she wrote me an emergency check for 
$100 so I could buy food. I told her I'd marry her if she did. She laughed and wrote the check. 

She then told me I was welcome to join the "people with work oriented problems" 
group, which met on Monday's at nine o'clock in the morning, if I wanted to. I said, fine, okay, 
and I left. I knew I would have trouble cashing the check, because I didn't have a bank 
account anymore. The only two people I could think of who would have $100 was Ari, who 
always had a lot of cash on him, or Paulino, because he would have money in his cash 
register. I decided to try Ari first, so I drove over to his place, showed him the check and told 
him how I got it. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a lot of money, and laid $100 on 
the table, and told me to endorse the check. I did, he took the check, and I took the money. 

6/27/76-Age 33 

I hadn't taken Paulino up on his offer to feed me, because I was afraid that he really 
didn't mean it. I thought that if I ate at El Carmine, and then I went up and gave him the bill 
and said thanks, he'd grab me by the throat and call me a deadbeat and call the cops. Now 
that I had some money, I thought I'd give it a test. Tonight I went there and had a great meal. I 
checked to make sure I hadn't lost my money about five times during the meal, and it was 
always in my pocket. When I was finished I left a tip, and then brought the check up to 
Paulino and said I'd owe him for the meal. Paulino took the check and put it in the cash 
register and walked me to the door and put his arm on my shoulder and told me to come back 
as often as I liked. 

7/1/76-Age 33 

Group therapy was very different from my therapy with Dr. Leiberman. He wanted to 
analyze my dreams to track down my unresolved Oedipus Complex, while Linda and Cold 
Celeste were interested in my getting in touch with my feelings. They wanted me to learn to 
express my anger. I walked down the street everyday expressing my anger, but if that's what 
they wanted me to do, I felt I should oblige. I let them, and everyone else in the group, know 
that I thought the world sucked, and that everyone was against me, and that I didn't like 
anyone, and not too many people liked me. They seemed pleased that I was making progress 
in getting in touch with my feelings. 

7/2/76-Age 33 

I was over at Jay's studio. He was talking with a known artist from the Midwest. I had 
seen ads in Art Forum magazine for this guy's paintings. Art Forum was the main art trade 
magazine, and I always thought its function was to tell art gallery owners what to say to a 
perspective art buyer. This artist was dickering with Jay. He wanted Jay to build him a few 
dozen stretcher bars for canvases. He kept trying to talk Jay down in price. 

Jay occasionally sold a painting for a few hundred, and sometimes, a thousand dollars, 
but he paid his expenses by making beautiful cabinets for rich people, to whom he also tried 
to sell his paintings, or doing jobs like the one he was now negotiating. I, not being well 
socialized, looked at this guy and asked him why he was being so cheap. He was a big artist. 
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Jay looked uncomfortable, but he didn't say anything to me, like shut up and get out. 
The guy, whose name I forget but wouldn't tell anyway, told us the following story. He too was 
a starving artist, even though each of his paintings sold for many thousands of dollars. He 
was bought by a syndicate of businessmen. They "discovered" him and offered him the 
following deal. They would pay his rent, and give him a few hundred dollars a month to live 
on, and in return they owned everything he painted. He would get 5% of any sales they made. 
If he ever wanted out of the deal, he had to give them everything he was working on, whether 
completed or not. Since it took him a few months to complete a painting, if he did this he 
wouldn't have anything to sell, and have no way to pay the rent on his studio, or feed himself. 
He would go from a "name" to a starving artist over night. This way, at least his studio rent 
was paid, and he had just barely enough money for food. Since he was an unknown starving 
artist when the businessmen made him this deal, he thought it sounded great. But now he 
was still living the same way he was when he made the deal, and the businessmen were 
living well on the sales of his paintings. I told him to see a lawyer, and he said he had thought 
about it, but he didn't have the money. Jay, who was about the least empathetic person I 
knew, did the job for no profit. 

7/5/76-Age 33 

I've been trying to think of ways to make some money. Most of my time is spent in 
thought, although I can't say that the quality of the thoughts are all that good. But some 
things, like photography, I do know about, and my thoughts on these subjects are not all that 
muddled. I had been thinking about the very bad porno movies flooding the market these 
days. I haven't seen too many, since I don't have money, but sometimes I'll free up a few 
dollars and go and see one, especially if it has an S&M theme. I'm always disappointed, since 
the films are so poorly made. This led to many hours of thought about how they could be 
made better. I analyzed the problem, and came up with the following: These films stink 
because the actors can't act, the director can't director, the writer can't write, and the camera 
man and sound man and lighting man and editor and everyone else involved with the film are 
inept. If this is the case then the answer is to make a film in which the actors don't act, the 
director doesn't direct, the writer doesn't write, and the camera man, sound man, lighting man 
and editor and everyone else doesn't have very much to do, and so can only cause a 
minimum of harm. 

The solution was to nail the cameras down, and not try to pan or tilt them, nor zoom the 
lens, and to nail the sound mikes down, and light the set once and not touch anything 
afterwards, and come up with an idea which would get actors who couldn't act to be natural, 
and write as little as possible, and not direct anything. 

After a few hundred hours of mulling all this over, I decided that the theme of casting an 
S&M film would do as a vehicle. A small sound stage could be rented for a hundred dollars a 
day, and filled with rented cameras and lights and sound equipment, most of which didn't 
have to be in working order. On the stage would be a couch. One actor, a professional 
dominant woman, would interview actors and actresses, who would be found by ads placed in 
appropriate underground newspapers. The actors would be screened by phone, to make sure 
that they knew that they were applying for a role in a hard core S&M film, and that nothing in 
the film would be faked, and also to find out if they had any S&M experience. If they were still 
interested and sounded like they'd do, they'd be told when and where to show up for an 
audition. They would be told that nudity and some S&M action might be called for, just to 
make sure that they would be appropriate for the role. When the actor showed up, someone 
would flip a switch to start up the cameras and sound equipment, and the dominant woman 


Page 185 of 637 


would take the actor over to the couch for the interview. No one else would be around. 

The dominant would explain that the film would be shot on this stage, and the cameras 
and lights etc. were being set up, and that the film was due to shoot within the next few days. 
The dominant would ask a few questions, and then say that the actor seemed fine for one of 
the parts, but that the part involved being spanked, or ass fucked with a dildo, or whatever, 
and that nothing in the film was to be faked, and if the actor wanted the part, then they'd have 
to act it out now, as a rehearsal, and to make sure the actor would and could do the part. I 
assumed that most of the actors, in order to get a role and get paid and get discovered, 
wouldn't object. The dominant and the actors would then have a little sex scene, orchestrated 
by the dominant. When the scene was finished, the dominant and the actor would exit, and 
the cameras and sound equipment would be stopped. 

The actor would then be told that he or she had just done the real scene for the film, 
and if he wanted the $300 fee, or whatever, all he'd have to do is sign a release. If not, then 
the film that was just shot wouldn't be used. I assumed that all, or almost all, would sign the 
release and take the $300 being waved in front of them. When the next actor arrived, the 
cameras and sound equipment would be turned on, the dominant and the actor would go to 
the couch, and the dominant would start the process over. In this way, the actors acted 
naturally, since they wouldn't be acting, except of course for the dominant woman; the camera 
man and lighting man wouldn't fuck things up because they would set everything up once and 
then not touch it again, and the editor would have almost nothing to do, since each scene 
started with the actors walking onto the set, and ended with the actors walking off-- so one 
scene seamlessly blended into the next. Additionally, there was no director or writer to mess 
things up. And finally, a film made like this should cost very little money. 

I wrote up the idea, using a typewriter I borrowed from Ari, and took it to a notary public 
and had it notarized so that no one could steal my idea, and today I mailed it off, along with a 
cover letter to Mistress Barbara, the editor of an S&M magazine which advertised a lot of 
S&M porno movies that could be bought mail order. I chose the magazine because its mailing 
address was only a few blocks from where I was living. I hoped she'd be interested in buying 
the idea. 

7/7/76-Age 33 

I told Linda the shrink about my film, and about sending it off to the magazine. I thought 
Linda would be angry with me, and tell me I was perverted, and yell at me, but she didn't. She 
just asked me how much money I thought I'd make, and I said I didn't know. 

7/9/76-Age 33 

I had an appointment with Mistress Barbara today. Although the magazine was located 
only a few blocks away, I left early and waited almost an hour before going inside. The office 
consisted of one large room, with doors leading to other rooms scattered about. I told a 
woman of about 60 that I had an 11:00 appointment with Mistress Barbara, and she told me to 
have a chair and wait. I waited until 12:30, all the time getting angrier and angrier. I knew that 
Mistress Barbara, and the 60 year old witch, were making me wait on purpose, and that they 
were laughing at me. I finally got so angry I couldn't stand it any longer, and even though I 
needed to sell the movie idea because I needed the money, I decided I'd rather starve, which 
I had been having plenty of practice doing, so I got up and said in a nasty voice that I had 
waited long enough and I walked out. 
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7/13/76-Age 33 

I went to see Mistress Barbara again. She sent a letter saying that she was sorry that 
she missed me, and that I should come by today at 11:00. I knew that she was going to make 
me wait again, but I decided to go anyway. 

This time the 60 year old woman took me in to see Mistress Barbara right away. She 
was about 30, trim, and not pretty but kind of cute. She didn't look like the Mistresses shown 
in porno magazines, but more like an aging tomboy off a farm in Iowa. She apologized about 
the other day, saying that the other woman, whom she called Wilma, was an idiot, and that 
Wilma had been told to tell me that she wasn't able to keep the appointment. She then called 
Wilma stupid. 

She asked me to tell her more about the film. I went into some detail, trying to explain 
the logic behind it. She seemed interested, and told me that a porno film maker from 
Denmark, who is a friend of hers, would be staying with her this weekend and she would see 
if he was interested in doing it. 

During our conversation she took a phone call, and from what I could gather it was 
from a girl, who was her girlfriend, and it was kind of a weird conversation. It was like Mistress 
Barbara was a man trying to soothe an irate lover. She kept saying, "Of course I love you," 
and things like that. She finally told the girl to go out and buy herself something, and that 
she'd see her tonight. After our conversation about the film, when I thought she'd tell me to 
go, she started telling me about her ex-husband, and how they started the magazine together, 
and how the distributors were mafia and kept stealing from her, and other stuff. She finally 
told me to go, and to call her the next week. Then she said I should wait, and she took out a 
check book and wrote a check, and handed it to me, and it was for $100. She said it was for 
my time, but I think she could tell I was poor and hungry. 

7/17/76-Age 33 

I saw Linda the shrink today and told her about my meeting with Mistress Barbara, and 
that I called back this morning, and that Mistress Barbara told me that she showed the guy 
from Denmark my idea, and that he liked it, and offered $1,000 for it. Mistress Barbara 
sounded angry and said that the offer of $1,000 was insulting, and that she turned it down. 
Linda said that Mistress Barbara had some nerve, turning down the money without asking me 
first. I just figured that the guy from Denmark, or Mistress Barbara, or both, would make the 
film and not give me anything, and that I didn't have enough money to hire a lawyer, so 
getting the idea notarized was just a waist of time and money, and that I probably wouldn't 
even know if the film was ever made because I didn't go to too many porno films because I 
didn't have the money. I left Linda and walked around babbling to myself. I wondered if 
Mistress Barbara gave me the $100 because she felt guilty because she was going to rip me 
off. 

7/19/76-Age 33 

I called Mother and asked for money. She started to cry almost immediately, and told 
me that she was really poor. She said she just sent Maude $2,000, and she didn't have any 
more money and the IRS was going to close down the business and put dad in jail. I asked 
why Maude needed $2,000. I really wanted to know how she managed to get so much. 

Mother told me that Maude had three jobs. One job was with a man who was trying not to go 
bankrupt. He hadn't paid her in three months. Maude said she didn't want to leave him 


Page 187 of 637 


because he was nice, and he would pay her when business got better. She just got another 
job with a law firm. They paid once a month, and they held back one month's salary. Mother 
said they did that in Israel. This meant that Maude wouldn't get paid for two months. The third 
job only paid $65 a week. "How can she live on only $65?" Mother asked. I didn't believe a 
word of it, and I don't think Mother did, either. Between sobs, Mother said she would send me 
what she could. 

8/8/76-Age 33 

I had been thinking of taking Taylor up on his many years standing offer to trip on his 
mushrooms. I didn't take heavy drugs for two reasons. First, I thought of myself as being too 
crazy. I thought I might flip out and never come back. Second, I was always suspicious about 
what was really in the drugs people took. When someone dropped acid into their mouth, was 
it really LSD, or something like LSD, or was it strychnine? 

I wouldn't have to worry about this last point with Taylor's 'shrooms, since I saw them 
growing, and he would pick them from the earth in front of me if I asked him to. I mentioned 
thinking about tripping at a group therapy session, saying all my friends had suggested that I 
try the stuff for years. Both Linda and Cold Celeste said that it sounded to them like some 
kind of initiation rite. I didn't know why I wanted to try tripping, but I thought about it a lot. 
Maybe I was so terribly tired of my rather dull and predictable life that I was willing to risk any 
consequences. 

I called Taylor and asked if his offer was still open. He said sure, and seemed delighted 
that I finally decided to try his 'shrooms. He had an almost religious attitude toward them, sort 
of as if they were a sacrament or something. I asked him when it would be convenient, and he 
told me to come over on Friday night. He told me not to eat anything during the day, which 
wasn't difficult for me to do, and to try to put myself into a spiritual or good place. He said I 
should read something that made me feel good for a few days before coming over. 

Recently I had started reading books on Buddhism, as well as books by Timothy Leary. 

I didn't know why. I was in the Bodhi Tree, a hippy/spiritual/metaphysical type bookstore, and 
a book on Buddhism caught my eye. I bought it, and found it interesting, although I didn't 
really understand it. When I had some money, I bought another, and I enjoyed reading it. It 
helped pass the time, and kept my mind off being crazy. I started rereading the books, so I'd 
be in as good a place as I could be when I tripped. My depressions still came, but I didn't 
think I was due for another one for a while. And I hadn't been suicidal since I started going to 
group therapy, so there was a chance that I would be in a good place for my trip. 

8/11 /76-Age 33 

I arrived at Taylor's around four. He looked at me and told me I looked nervous and I 
should try to relax. He said he'd trip with me, and that his wife would babysit for us. I realized 
that if I was going to trip, this would probably be the best of all circumstances. I asked Taylor 
to tell me exactly what I should expect. 

He told me that after I ate the mushrooms I wouldn't notice anything for about forty-five 
minutes. Then I'd probably yawn a few times, but I wouldn't be tired. I might feel a bit chilly, 
but not cold. When I reached that point, I should shut my eyes and try to make colors appear. 
For people who used 'shrooms before, the colors usually came by themselves, but for first 
timers, the "light show" sometimes had to be helped along. He said the light show differed 
among people, but generally I would see constantly changing kaleidoscopic neon colored 
lights that would last as long as I liked. After five or ten minutes of the show, I should open 
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my eyes and have a look around. I would be tripping by then. 

He said that my vision would probably be sharper or clearer, that whites would look 
whiter and blacks blacker. I would probably notice that the walls weren't straight, but bowed, 
or bulged, or both. From then on, my trip would be my own. 

He told me that there were two things I might experience. One was rare. It was called 
"ego death," and was greatly sought after by trippers. It was like being one with the universe. 

It was the trippers dream. This was a good place to be at. But I shouldn't be disappointed if I 
didn't get there, since most tripper's never did. He also told me about the negative aspects of 
trips. Even if everything was going well, it was likely that I would glance down at the floor and 
notice a few thousand snakes at my feet, or if I went to the bathroom and looked into the 
mirror, I would almost definitely see myself as I would appear if I were 150 years old, and if I 
continued to look, I would probably see my skin ooze off my face, revealing my skull with a 
few patches of skin stuck to it. I told Taylor that didn't sound appealing. He said that there was 
a trick to dealing with these, and other, unpleasantries. I must "stare them down." I must look 
at the snakes and say, "Aren't you interesting. How did you get there? Let me see if I can 
count how many of you there are." If I saw myself as an old man, I should continue to look, 
and tell myself that it was interesting to see what I would look like if I did live to be 150 years 
old. By not panicking, but by taking control, I would defeat the illusions, and they would just 
disappear. It was as simple as that. 

We went to the room where Taylor grew the 'shrooms, and Taylor filled two plates until 
they were heaping. I asked if we had to eat all of them, and he said all that were on my plate. 

I asked what a lethal dose was, and he said he had asked a pharmacologist who was a friend 
and who did 'shrooms, and he was told that for an average size person, about 120 pounds of 
fresh mushrooms eaten at one sitting would produce enough toxin to kill. I looked at the 
plates, and then lifted one, and estimated it weighed about two pounds. I stopped worrying. 

We went back to the dining room, and we started eating. Taylor ate slowly, but I ate 
fast. He was amazed that I didn't mind their taste. He said he didn't really like the way they 
tasted. I told him I didn't like mushrooms, period, but that I was starving, and this was my first 
food in over 24 hours. 

The trip went precisely as Taylor had told me it would go. I noticed myself yawning and 
feeling chilly, and I put on a sweater Taylor handed me. I shut my eyes, and after a few 
attempts at seeing colors, I saw the light show. It was very pretty, but not worth the price of 
admission. I opened my eyes, hoping that there was more to tripping than this. There was. 
Everything was clear and sharp. And my other senses seemed sharpened, too. The first thing 
I looked at were the walls. They did bow out. It was amazing. I knew that they were perfectly 
flat, but they didn't look that way at all. I looked at everything, and everything seemed new, as 
if I was seeing them for the first time. The dining room table was fascinating. I examined it for 
about ten minutes, and kept finding new areas to explore. 

I got up and walked around. I felt good. Relaxed. I started thinking about things I never 
thought of before. About life. What it was, what it meant. I glanced down and saw the snakes. 

I didn't know whether I saw snakes because Taylor said I would, or because they are a 
common hallucination, but there they were. I was having too good a time to let it be ruined by 
an unpleasant illusion, so I did what Taylor told me to do. I stared them down. I refused to get 
afraid. I looked at them for about thirty seconds, and then looked away for a second, and then 
looked back. The snakes were gone. They didn't return. I walked around the house, thinking 
pleasant thoughts, and occasionally I'd see Taylor sitting somewhere, and I'd say hello, and 
he'd smile, and I'd continue exploring new things. 

About four hours into the trip I felt the urge to sit down. It just seemed like the thing to 
do. I found the easy chair in the living room, sat down, and felt myself "walk through a 


Page 189 of 637 


doorway." That's the only way I can describe it. I was literally in a different place. I was in ego 
death. 

Ego death is the best experience a person can have. It is a place of no value 
judgments. The term is somewhat descriptive, since the "I" we all carry with us is gone. "I" 
isn't important. Nothing is important. Everything has value. Nothing has more value than 
anything else. It's a very Buddhist place to be. Evil is not just the other side of good, but good 
and evil are the same thing. They are just different manifestations of the same energy. 
Everything was only one thing. Everything was God. God was not good, nor evil. God was 
God. It was really that simple. Of course, if you haven't experienced this place, it's hard to 
swallow all this, but a person in a state of "ego death" wouldn't be the least bit offended if you 
told him he was full of shit. 

I realized that for the first time I could remember, I was at peace. The terror was gone. I 
was not scared. There was nothing to be scared of. Nothing except myself, and since I was in 
ego death, my "I" wasn't a factor. I looked at our babysitter who was reading a book, and said, 
"If I should become catatonic, and some nice people from a hospital come and take me away, 
and if I just lie in a bed for the rest of my life, don't be concerned. It will be because I am at 
such a good place that I don't want to come back to what you call reality." She smiled and 
said, "You may not want to come back, but you will in a few hours." She went back to reading 
her book. 

I noticed that I was divorced from myself. I thought of Eliot as a separate person, not 
the person I now was. But I didn't know who I was, because the "I" was gone. I realized that 
there wasn't a language to describe the thoughts and feelings I had, or that I didn't know the 
language if it did exist. Taylor came in and looked at me. I looked back. I felt like a Tibetan 
Llama I had been reading about. I just smiled. Taylor said, "You look like someone who 
walked through the doorway." I wasn't surprised that he used the same words to describe the 
feeling I had just before ego death, since it seemed like the only way to describe what it felt 
like. I nodded yes. I asked him where he was. I meant where he was on his trip. He knew 
what I meant, and he said he was at a good place, but not as good as mine, and I should 
relax and enjoy myself. I didn't need instructions from Taylor. I was in complete control. 
Regardless, I appreciated his watching out for Eliot. 

Every once in a while, me'd get up and feed Eliot. He was like a favorite pet. Me didn't 
feel hungry, but me thought that Eliot might like something to eat. Every so often me would 
light a cigarette for Eliot. Me wasn't in need of a cigarette, but Eliot may have been, and since 
me liked Eliot, it was the least me could do for him. Besides, sooner or later, me would again 
be Eliot, so me thought me should take care of him. 

About five in the morning Taylor checked on me. He asked if I was down yet. I told him 
not entirely, but I was down enough to be sharing his reality again. He told me that coming 
down was a very gradual process, and I really wouldn't know I was down for quite a while 
after the fact. He said that it really took about two weeks to lose all the residual effects of the 
trip, and for about a week I'd be feeling good. 

Taylor's wife Sue had gone to bed around three, after she determined that both Taylor 
and I were in good places. Taylor went into the bedroom, and I opened a convertible couch 
and fell asleep. I got up around noon and felt good. Not the kind of good I had been feeling on 
the strange cycle of depression, feeling normal, feeling good, etc., but just good. I wasn't 
scared. I wasn't angry. I didn't hate. I just felt good. I felt at peace. I stayed till Sunday night, 
and then went back to the studio. I still felt good. 


8/14/76-Age 33 
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Linda the shrink asked me to describe the type of woman I'd like to be involved with. 
This took some thought, since I didn't think I really had a choice. It seemed to me that 
somehow, without much thought on my part, I ended up with a woman. I suppose that I 
showed some initial interest, and if she put out definite cues, I was hers or she was mine, or 
we were each others. I never fantasied about the "perfect" woman, so this was harder for me 
than it might seem. 

After giving it some thought, I said, "She'd be nonviolent, non-malicious, non-vicious, 
kind, gentle, warm, loving, very bright, and pretty, or whatever I think pretty is." I think I 
described the opposite of my sister and mother. 

11/5/76-Age 33 

My life had remained pretty much the same for the past few years, but it had also 
changed. I still lived hand to mouth. Sometimes I'd have enough money to pay my rent and 
utility bills on time, and sometimes not. I was still dependent on Mother to bail me out of 
financial disaster every two or three months, and I still felt the terror, and I was still suspicious 
of people, and still thought that everyone but Crazy Doug and I knew what the rules of life 
were, and that they wouldn't tell us. 

But I had made some new friends, like Bill, the guy who bought me shoes, and Ari, the 
guy about to go to prison. Bill stopped calling every day. Now I'd hear from him about twice a 
week, and he'd feed me about once a month. But I didn't have anything against his backing 
off. He had his own life to lead, and I appreciated everything he had done for me. Ari was 
someone I could drop by and talk to, and he always seemed to have plenty of money, so I 
usually got fed. 

I was going to group therapy once a week. I noticed that I'd feel better when I left the 
therapy session then when I arrived, but that feeling would only last a few hours. There was 
something about being with other people who shared similar problems that made me feel less 
isolated. I would also see Linda once every two or three weeks for a private therapy session. 
These sessions were different from the sessions I had with Dr. Leiberman. With him we talked 
more about the past than the present, and with Linda we talked more about the present than 
the past. I also ate more regularly, since I started going to El Carmine almost every night. 
Every so often Paulino would ask me if I could help him do something around the restaurant, 
like paint the kitchen or help him move the heavy stoves and refrigerators around, in return for 
dumping my accumulated tab. 

All in all though, I really didn't see that much of a change in my life. For example, when 
it would be my turn to talk in group, either Linda or Cold Celeste would leave to go to the 
bathroom. I knew that they were leaving to turn on the tape recorder, but I didn't know why 
they wanted to record what I said and not what the other people said. I had asked Linda in our 
private therapy sessions what was wrong with me, and she smiled and asked me if I wanted a 
diagnosis, and I said I guessed so. She said that "they" didn't believe in diagnosis, and so I 
didn't have one. I didn't believe her, but I didn't press since I could see that it wouldn't do any 
good. My feelings that people, even those who said that they were helping me, were in some 
way doing things against me, or not telling me the truth, were always present. 

And above all, I certainly wasn't happy, and I certainly wasn't functioning like other 
people. I still seemed to be going through a cycle of depression and feeling good and feeling 
super good, and the cycle seemed to be getting shorter. A cycle that used to take two or 
three weeks to complete now took a week. When I felt depressed, I'd cry, uncontrollably, but I 
no longer felt suicidal. 

So, things had changed, but everything remained the same. I learned of another 
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change that did not directly effect me this evening when Mother called. She said that Maude 
had come home from Israel, and then she put Maude on to talk to me. I tried to be pleasant, 
although Maude and I were always distant, unless she was close enough be beating me up. I 
asked her what I thought was a normal question, "How did you like living in Israel?" and she 
replied, in a very angry, almost nasty voice, "I hated it. It was like living here. Israel is just like 
the United States. Everyone there wants to be an American. I didn't like any of them." I said, 
"Okay," and left it at that. Mother had told me that Maude would be staying with them until she 
found a job and a place of her own. I thought of the three of them living in a one bedroom 
apartment crammed with the ample furnishings of a much larger two bedroom apartment, and 
thought that there would be some interesting times ahead for all of them. 

1/16/77-Age 33 

Ari came over to the studio and asked me for a favor. He said he needed a wet 
mushroom. I told him I wasn't in the business of selling drugs, and that his problem with the 
law was a good reason why. He told me he needed the 'shroom because of his legal 
problems. His lawyer told him that all the routine stalling tactics were coming to an end, and 
they would actually go to trial in a short time. The attorney needed some confidential 
information about the tactics the prosecution would be using, and the only way to get it would 
be to bribe a court clerk to get a look at some documents. Someone who could furnish the 
needed information had been found, but he didn't want money. He wanted psilocybin 
mushrooms. Some dried mushrooms were found, but the contact said they wouldn't do. He 
wanted to grow mushrooms, and needed a freshly picked one for its spores so he could start 
his own garden. The lawyer didn't know where he could get a fresh mushroom, but Ari did. 
Through me. 

I didn't know if Ari was telling the truth, or if he was setting me up. I knew that it was 
common to make deals with the police to get a lighter sentence, and I thought Ari might be 
trying to get me, or Taylor, or both of us to lighten his own load. On the other hand, he could 
be telling the truth. If so, I had inadvertently learned a rule of life. Don't believe the TV lawyer 
programs, because the legal system didn't work like them. I wanted to help Ari, but I didn't 
want to go to jail for 500 years. I told him to give me two days and I'd see what I could do. He 
said okay, but please try to get the 'shroom, because it might keep him out of prison. 

As soon as he left, I called Taylor, and asked him if I could come over right away. I 
didn't want to tell him why, because I thought the phone might be tapped. Taylor said I could 
come over, so I left. All the way to Taylor's I was on the lookout for cars that might be tailing 
me, and I worried that my phone might have been tapped and even though I didn't say 
anything, the cops would know who I called, and start watching Taylor's house. There was 
another problem. If Ari was telling the truth, Taylor might not want to give a fresh mushroom to 
someone who might end up going into a competing business with him. I decided to ask Taylor 
for one plump, juicy mushroom, and let him think it was for me, and not mention anything 
about Ari and cops and stuff like that. I got to Taylor's, spent about half an hour there, and left 
with a mushroom in a plastic baggie. 

I drove immediately to Ari's. I thought that if it was a setup, the cops would be waiting 
for me in two days, so I'd show up within a few hours and hopefully avoid them. I kept looking 
all around me as I drove, trying to spot any cars that might be tailing me, and worrying 
whether the cops had busted Taylor as soon as I left. Actually, I wasn't worried that they might 
have, because I knew that they had. I was in a panic state. I was going to go to jail for 5000 
years, and I was the cause of Taylor getting busted, and it really wasn't Ari's fault, because he 
was scared about going to prison, but he did set me up and I was angry with him, and I was 
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very confused about how I got into this mess in the first place. 

I parked in front of Ari's house and looked around for the cops. I didn't see any, which 
only proved to me how well they hid themselves. I had tried not to touch the plastic baggie so 
I wouldn't get my finger prints on it, but naturally I did when Taylor handed it to me. I had 
wiped the baggie off with a rag about a dozen times while driving to Ari's, to remove Taylor's 
and my prints, but I wasn't sure I had gotten them all. Could some of Taylor's prints be inside 
the bag? I was a mass of nerves as I walked the few steps from where I parked to Ari's door. I 
rang the bell. I knew that 10 cops with drawn guns were going to jump out at me. Ari opened 
the door, and I hurriedly pushed my way past him so I would be off the street with my illicit 
'shroom. I was holding the baggie by a corner, and I held it up for Ari to see. He smiled and 
took the baggie and looked at the 'shroom and hugged me. 

He then asked how he could be certain that it was a real 'shroom. I wasn't insulted by 
this question. A lot of people were selling what they called 'shrooms, but were really store 
bought mushrooms laced with LSD or something. I told Ari about bluing. I told him if he broke 
a piece of a wet 'shroom off, and then put some water or saliva on the exposed part, it would 
turn a very noticeable blue in about 45 seconds. Actually, to me it looked blue-green, but it 
was called bluing. I told him that it wouldn't be a subtle change, but a very obvious one. If he 
ever had occasion to test a wet 'shroom, and it didn't blue, or if he had to convince himself 
that it had turned "sort of blue," he didn't have the real thing. He thanked me, and I left. I 
drove to my studio, looking over my shoulder for the cops all the way. 

2/18/77-Age 33 

A few weeks ago every TV news program led off with the same story. A MAJOR child 
pornographer had been arrested. It was Anthony. I thought the story ludicrous. I knew 
Anthony was a pornographer, but he didn't seem the type to be into child pornography. I 
hadn't been to El Carmine for a while, because I happened to have enough money to eat 
elsewhere, and I needed a break from Mexican food, regardless of how much I liked the food 
at El Carmine. I decided to go and ask Paulino what the real story was, since he and Anthony 
were friends. 

When Paulino sat down at my table to chat, I asked about Anthony. Paulino told me 
Anthony was out of town, hiding from the bomb and death threats he had been receiving 
since his arrest became big news. The story was that Anthony had been asked by a married 
couple to shoot a film of them having sex. This wasn't too unusual. Young, good looking 
couples, and sometimes not so young and not so good looking couples, who had the money 
and an exhibitionistic bent, sometimes paid professional photographers to shoot their 
lovemaking. Anthony made the film, and he became friendly with the couple. They told him 
that they wanted to make a photo book of beautiful women from around the world, and they 
wanted to know if he would be interested in taking a round-the-world trip with them. They 
would finance the trip, and he would get a percentage of the book. Anthony thought this 
sounded like it would be fun, and they started to make serious plans. Paulino had once 
pointed the couple out to me some time ago eating with Anthony, and mentioned at that time 
that the three of them were going to photograph pretty girls around the world. 

It turned out that the man was a second story artist, and had committed a series of 
burglaries throughout the more affluent areas of Los Angeles. This is how the couple was 
planning to finance the trip. Anthony didn't know about this, and just thought that the couple 
were normally well-to-do children of well-to-do parents. The cops busted the burglar and got a 
search warrant to look for stolen property in his apartment. They came across the film 
Anthony shot, and they knew it was made by him because Anthony, being a professional who 
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took pride in his work, had a copyright notice and the address of his studio at the beginning of 
the film. The police learned that the couple weren't married, and that the girl was only sixteen. 
This made the film child pornography, which delighted the police, who had wanted to bust 
Anthony for years. They couldn't, because his work was too good, and thus had artistic merit. 
But child pornography, that was another matter. 

Whether Anthony knew that the girl was underage, I didn't know, but I did know that in 
the Los Angeles area, fourteen year old girls often looked twenty. There was something about 
Southern California that made girls mature faster than in other areas of the country. And when 
the couple was pointed out to me at El Carmine, I didn't think she was a minor. In any event, 
Anthony was out on bail, and was hiding from the nice, normal people who believed what they 
were told by Connie Chung and the other nice people who read the news on TV after 
diligently checking the facts from all concerned parties. I asked Paulino what was going to 
happen to Anthony, and he said the case would eventually be thrown out of court. 

I went to Taylor's to trip. This was my third time. Taylor told me that this type of tripping 
should be spaced out over time, once every three or four months was ideal, although I noticed 
that he tripped on 'shrooms about once a week. My second trip was similar to the first, 
although I didn't walk through the door into ego death. I had a good trip, though, and enjoyed 
seeing familiar things in unfamiliar ways, and thinking thoughts that seemed to materialize, full 
blown, like Athena from the head of Jupiter. 

This trip was different. It was a "bummer," although it wasn't all that bad. It was just 
annoying. I never got beyond the light show stage, and this light show was different. I saw 
Times Square at night, with hundreds of millions of lights that just kept moving and moving 
and changing and moving and changing and changing and moving and I couldn't stop them. It 
didn't matter if I shut my eyes or if I kept them open, the lights just kept changing and moving. 
It was exhausting. I was glad when the trip was over. 

3/27/77-Age 33 

Anthony's case was thrown out. The one news show I saw tonight mentioned this in 
terms that made it sound like another child pornographer got off on a technicality. He did, sort 
of. 

Ari was convicted. Because he was a first time offender, his attorney managed to get 
him two years probation. At least he wasn't going to prison. 

3/29/77-Age 33 

Jim, my friend who borrowed my studio to show his art to Merle, called and invited me 
to spend the weekend at his place. He asked me to drop by on Saturday, around two in the 
afternoon. It sounded like a good way to spend some time, so I accepted. Jim also asked me 
to bring some of my gum-pigment prints, saying that he hadn't seen any of my recent work. 
Jim liked my pigment prints, as most of my artist friends did. I had given a lot away, but Jim 
took one, my best. He was over at my studio and saw it lying around in a pile of prints, looked 
at it for a while, and then said he wanted it. I told him he could have any of the others, but not 
that one. He said, "I want this one," and he seemed unusually firm. Jim was the easiest going 
guy I ever met. This was the first time I ever saw him being assertive, so I shrugged my 
shoulders and said he could have it. I thought if I didn't, he'd end up getting it anyway, so I 
just gave in. The photograph was of dots. I realize that this doesn't sound very photographic, 
nor very descriptive, but it was a photograph of dots, which is both accurate and descriptive. I 
started photographing dots after I stopped photographing rectangles. Since he had enough 


Page 194 of 637 


taste to pick my best, and to insist on getting it, I thought he deserved to see my latest work. 
3/30/77-Age 33 

Mother called and cried a lot. She said Maude was impossible. She said Maude took 
her words and twisted them into something completely different, making Mother sound nasty 
and evil and mean. She also said that Maude had begun to trash the apartment. If she drank 
coffee late at night and spilled some on an antique table, she wouldn't wipe it up, but just let it 
seep into the wood. And she left used tissues all over the place, and she took off her clothes 
and left them scattered all over the floor. Mother said it was a full time job cleaning up after 
Maude. 

I suggested to Mother that Maude might need a shrink, and Mother told me that she 
had suggested that, and Maude went berserk and said that she was perfectly okay, and it was 
Mother who was sick and needed a psychiatrist, and then she threw some furniture around 
and stormed out of the house. I suggested to Mother that she kick Maude out. "Where would 
she go? She doesn't work, how would she survive?" Mother replied. I suggested that Mother 
threaten Maude and say that if Maude didn't go to a shrink, then she would have to move out. 
Mother didn't think that would accomplish anything, and cried. 

I didn't ask for money. Sometimes after Mother called me, she would send some 
money, even if I didn't ask, but not always. When I hung up I thought it would be nice if she 
sent something. 

email Eliot 
abouteliot@aol.com 


END OF PART 2 


Part 3 


Eliot’s Story by Hugo (An Autobiography) V 6.0.1 


4/2/77-Age 33 

I put my gum bichromate pigment prints, which were only about 4X4 inches, into a 
paper bag, and drove off to Jim's house. My dots and rectangles were large, as big as 16 X 
20 inches, and I thought how simple it now was to scoop twenty tiny prints into a paper bag to 
show someone. When I arrived, Jim walked me into the living room, and reintroduced me to 
Merle. I didn't know Merle would be there, and now I understood that Jim wanted me to show 
my work. I wasn't angry with Jim, but I didn't want to show my work, either. Merle had come to 
Jim's to look at new paintings, and to choose one if he wanted to, in return for the dental work 
he had done on Jim two years earlier. Merle was still looking at Jim's work, and I left them 
alone. 

I didn't want to show my work to anyone associated with the business of art. The few 
times I tried in the past always turned out the same way. I would summon up enough courage 
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to go through the process of calling and making an appointment to show my work. The gallery 
owner, who always was well dressed and slick, although never as well dressed as Edward G. 
Robinson, or even Basil, looked at my photographs and didn't know what to say. They hadn't 
read about the photographic process in an art trade magazine, and so they didn't know how 
to react. Since the reaction was always the same, "Drop back in six months and let me see 
your new work," which is an art gallery owner's way of saying "Get lost," 

I decided that they all had the same masturbation fantasy. They all fantasized about 
discovering the next, great, artist. They would be famous. They would be written up in the art 
trade magazines as powerful people. They would get good seats at the "in" restaurants. The 
funny thing was that each had probably seen the work of artists that they could have 
promoted, but since they didn't recognize the art as either good or marketable, which might 
have been two different things, they smiled and said "drop back in six months" and then went 
to their secret place inside their head, and had their masturbation fantasy. 

I decided that there wasn't any good art, anyway. Art came and went in fashion, and 
art history was replete with examples of "court painters" who lived well, but whose art, after 
they died, became curiosities, and also of examples of "great" artists who couldn't sell their 
work while they lived. I concluded that all there was were artists who could make up a good 
story about why their art was great, and then convince the powers that be that the story was 
true. If they were successful, they became "great," or at least, "known," and the artists who 
couldn't come up with a good story, or who couldn't sell the story, remained "unknowns." My 
artist friends didn't buy this story. They really thought that there was good art and bad art, and 
that they, of course, made good art. They told me my idea was crazy. Even Crazy Doug told 
me I was crazy. I decided that even if I was capable of concocting a good story about why my 
art was great, I was incapable of convincing anyone it was true, because I was incapable of 
convincing anyone of anything. I realized that I would remain an "unknown," and I had learned 
to accept it. 

The work I was doing did have a meaning, of sorts. Photographs appear, as if by 
magic, complete, without any signs that a human being was ever part of the process. I 
intentionally made my prints so that the process of making them was apparent. I wanted them 
to have thumb prints on them. I wanted them to look like my Morris assignments at Pro Arts. I 
wanted them to look as if a human being made them. They contained notes about exposures, 
and the area where the masking tape held the negative to the watercolor paper, and the 
pencil marks used to accurately place the different negatives onto the paper, were left on the 
print. My prints were meticulous in that everything that was in them was placed intentionally in 
position. Most photographs have two or three readings, that is, the first place the eye goes is 
the first reading, then the second element the eye sees is the second reading, and then the 
third element is the third reading. My prints had seven readings. And each reading was 
intentional, as I guided the viewer's eye from point to point. At least, that's the way it was in 
theory, since no one, not even my artist friends, were sophisticated enough to follow what I 
was doing. Of course, the problem could have been with me. Maybe what was obvious to me, 
wasn't obvious to those I thought it should be. Sort of like Crazy Doug thinking that everyone 
understood that double-tetrahedrons were the design elements of the cosmos. 

I went into the kitchen to get something to drink, and passed by Merle on the way. He 
said, "Jim tells me you work in photography." I said yes. He said, matter of factly, "I don't like 
photography." I didn't take that as a put down. I thought he said it to explain why he wasn't 
interested in looking at my work. It was fine with me. I said, "I don't like photography, either," 
which was true, since I was bored with the sameness of the Kodak look, and kept walking 
toward the kitchen. 

About half an hour later Merle had selected one of Jim's paintings, and he was getting 
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ready to leave. He walked down a hallway and looked at my print of dots hanging on the wall. 
He looked at it for quite a while. His facial expression was one of consternation. He realized 
that he didn't know what he was looking at, and that both intrigued and bothered him. Jim 
said, "That's one of Eliot’s photographs. You really should look at his stuff." Merle looked at 
me and said, "If you wouldn't mind, maybe I should take a look." I thought he was going to 
say, "Come here and explain this to me," but he didn't. He didn't want to hear my story. He 
wanted to figure it out for himself. I thought this might be interesting. 

We walked into the living room where I had left my brown paper bag. He sat on one 
side of a coffee table, and I sat on the other. I took all the prints out at the same time and 
placed them in a pile in front of him. He looked at the one on top. He looked at it and started 
talking almost immediately. "Look at this," he said, pointing to the first reading, "and at this," 
pointing to the second reading, "and at this," now smiling and pointing at the third reading. I 
watched as he went from reading to reading, and I was amazed that I had actually managed 
to do what I had tried to do. I started to get concerned when he got to the sixth reading. I 
knew every square millimeter of my prints. Merle was seeing things that I lost hope anyone 
would see, although they were there in plain sight. My concern was that he would find things 
that I didn't know were there. It does often happen that an artist, through the "creative 
process," puts elements into a painting that he or she didn't intend or even notice were there, 
but my prints were meticulous, and I knew everything about them. Or so I thought. My prints 
were the only thing in my life that I had control over, and if Merle started finding things I didn't 
know were there, then I wouldn't even be in control over my own art. Merle didn't. He stopped 
at reading seven. He was smiling broadly. He didn't ask me anything. He understood. 

Merle silently looked through the rest of them, but occasionally he made a comment, 
such as "Look at that!" After about an hour, he asked me how much I sold my work for. I told 
him the truth, "I don't know, I never sold any." He said he would like to buy two, one as a 
present for his brother-in-law, the art gallery owner, and the other for himself. He asked if 
$100 each sounded all right. I went Jello-like inside, but managed to say, "Fine." He picked 
out two, and said I should drop by his house on Monday around four and he would give me a 
check. He spoke to Jim about delivery of the painting he selected, said goodbye to me, and 
left. I asked Jim if Merle was good for the $200, and Jim said I had nothing to worry about. 

4/4/77-Age 33 

Jim gave me Merle's address, and I was over at four sharp. I knew he wasn't going to 
be there, and if he was, he was going to give the photographs back to me and say he 
changed his mind, or that he was going to keep them and lie and tell me he had paid me at 
Jim's. Instead, he was the perfect host. He wrote me a check, and gave me a tour of his 
collection. My knowledge of art was limited, since I spent my time thinking about photography, 
and I can't keep all the stories about why a particular painting is "great" straight, but I did 
recognize the names of the artists, and I even liked some of the pieces. They were much 
better cared for than the art in the room where the prints were kept at the Museum of Modern 
Art. 

5/21/77-Age 34 

I had decided that I was tired of being crazy. My life had become so routine that the 
monotony was in itself intolerable. My appearance was still shabby, although since I installed 
the shower I tended not to smell like spit-up, or at least not all the time. There were still 
enough hippy freaks walking around that I suppose I blended in with the scenery. Some days 
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I managed to not draw too much attention to myself, but other days I was too crazed. If I was 
having an animated conversation with myself as I walked down the street, possibly raging 
against a real or imagined slight, or trying to explain to the imaginary policeman that I didn't 
rob the imaginary liquor store, and I had never been in that liquor store, and I didn't 
understand why he was accusing me of such a thing, I suppose I just looked like a freak on 
drugs. I still was eating regularly at night at El Carmine when I didn't have money, and I still 
visited friends, who were, for the most part, still making me the butt of jokes, but I had been 
doing most of this for years, and I was just plain bored. I still felt the terror, but the monotony 
was almost as bad. I decided that maybe it was time to look for a job. 

I saw an ad for a job opening in a factory that made expensive professional motion 
picture cameras. I managed to get myself together enough to call, and then go for an 
interview. I really didn't want to, but I also wanted to. The interview went well. I was asked 
what my last job was, and I said I was a self employed photographer, but business was bad 
and I didn't want to work for myself anymore, and preferred to find a job and let someone else 
worry about running a business. This seemed to satisfy the interviewer, who told me I could 
start the next day, at minimum wage. 

7/22/77-Age 34 

I hated working. I loathed it. It was as bad as I had imagined it would be, and then 
some. I worked in a small room with two other people, and a supervisor named Ho. Ho was 
from Taiwan, and he spoke little English. All he seemed to say was, "No good, noooooo 
goood. Look I shooowww you how." He never said, "Good." He seemed incapable of saying it. 
Speak about a disapproving father! Mine could have taken lessons from Ho. One fellow slave 
got so frustrated that he would regularly smash the metal innards of the cameras we were 
working on against anything hard whenever Ho walked out of the room. 

I realized that this company didn't care very much for my health. I sat with five or six 
large open bottles of cancer causing solvents a few inches from my nose, and my hands were 
covered with "munge." Munge was a liquid lead. It was not hot, but made liquid by diluting it 
with solvents. Part of my job was to paint the inside of the camera housing with munge, which 
deadened the sound of the motor. Munge was all over my hands by lunch time. When the 
lunch truck arrived, everyone dropped what they were doing and ran out to get on line. We 
only had half an hour for lunch, and there wasn't time to go wash up. Sometimes, if I was last 
on line, I would have to eat the food on the way back to my work bench. So I would get on 
line, and get my food, and eat it, along with the munge on my hands. I realized that the 
solvents and munge were going to kill me, but I really didn't care. 

The only good part of the job was getting paid, which wasn't much by most people's 
standards, but was a lot by mine. But the money really didn't do much for my mental health. 
Ho made me feel like I really was a nothing and would never amount to anything. My fall from 
the human race was made more real whenever I thought to myself that I had managed to end 
up working for Ho after going through two private schools and getting a degree in 
photography. True, my grades weren't good, and I wasn't very bright, but I should have been 
able to do better for myself than this. 

This afternoon I slipped while cutting something with a razor like knife, which no one 
ever showed me how to properly use. I got up and put my hand over my cut finger and went 
to the restroom. Some people came in while I was washing my finger to ask if I was all right. 
They knew something was wrong because I left a trail of blood down the hallway. I said I 
thought so, and they looked at my finger, and turned a little pale, and had someone drive me 
to a doctor who was under contract with them to take care of just such emergencies. The 
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doctor's nose was huge and red. It looked like a colored light bulb. He had a drinking problem. 
He put six stitches in my finger, bandaged me up, told me to come back in two weeks, and 
sent me back to work. I tried to keep the munge and solvents off the bandage, without much 
success. 

Tonight I went to a party. Nancy had called a few days ago and invited me, and it was 
something to do, and I thought I might get some sympathy, because of my finger. It wasn't at 
Nancy and Tom's, but at a friend of theirs. I knew some of the people, but most of the 
gathering were strangers to me. When I arrived, I saw Nancy sitting in the back yard, and I sat 
down next to her to say hello. A woman neither of us knew was also sitting at the table. For 
some reason, Hugo made an appearance. He hadn't been around for many years, and he just 
materialized. 

The woman's name was Jennifer. She was a little taller than me, slim, pretty with small 
tits, about twenty-eight, and I learned that she worked at a Montessori school during the day 
and babysat some nights for a couple with two small children, in return for the free rent of a 
cottage behind their house. I didn't know how Hugo did it, but he charmed her out of her 
panties. 

I, that is Hugo, took her home a few hours after meeting her, and she, like Tanya, made 
it obvious that she wanted to have sex. She didn't want to have sex there, because she didn't 
want the children to see me in the morning. Since she was already making plans for a long 
night, I told her we could go to my studio. We did. We fucked. A few times. I hadn't been with 
a woman in years. I hadn't been touched, held, had nice intimate things said to me in years. I 
had plenty of sex, but only with my hand. I had numerous S&M fantasies over the years, but 
sometimes I'd go a few months without jerking off, because I was depressed. When I wasn't 
depressed, S&M fantasies gave me a feeling of control, a feeling of having and understanding 
rules. I might not know the rules of society, but at least I knew the rules of an S&M 
relationship. Jennifer and I didn't engage in S&M. We just fucked, with a bit of sucking thrown 
in, but it was heaven nevertheless. 

Jennifer had been coming over to my place about three or four times a week, and 
usually spent the night. The third time she came over I asked her, at the appropriate moment, 
if she liked anal sex. She said she did, and we had sex that way twice that night. The next 
time she came over I asked her if it was okay to use her bottom, and she said she preferred 
sex that way. I liked it both ways, so it didn't make that much difference to me, but I was 
interested in why she preferred it in her bottom. She told me that the pressure of a cock 
against the back wall of her vagina gave her more pleasurable sensations than a cock did in 
her puss. She told me I could have her either way, but she would prefer that I just assumed 
that I would use her ass, and if I felt the need to ask, I should only ask if I wanted her in the 
more usual way. We had more anal sex than vaginal sex after that. 

Tonight, while we were lying on the makeshift bed I had made out of scraps of wood 
and an old mattress, and as I gently rubbed her puss, I asked her if she had ever been 
spanked. She said, "No" but then added, "Would you make me stand in the corner? Maybe 
naked. And wait for you to call me for my spanking? Maybe you could sit on a chair and tell 
me to crawl over to you. I'd crawl very slowly, knowing that the sooner I got to you the sooner 
I'd be getting my fanny spanked." 

We added some spanking to our games, but she was much more interested in anal 
sex, and I was more interested in being with a woman who was nice to me and who enjoyed 
being with me and I didn't want to complicate things by getting too heavily involved with S&M. 

I thought that if we were together for a long time, I might move in that direction, but for the 
present, I was happy to just be inside her. 

I thought about why most of the women I had been with were either interested in 
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spanking, or S&M, or were willing to play those types of games to make me happy. If all 
women had these interests, it would be general knowledge. I decided that not all women had 
these interests, but that I had some kind of radar that zoned in on women who did. Either that, 
or I was wrong and all women did have these interests. 

10/19/77-Age 34 

I was called into the office at work and told that two people had to be laid off, and I was 
one of them. I felt terrible. I had failed. I couldn't even keep a lousy factory job. I stopped 
going to group after I started the job. I had spoken to Linda the shrink a few times on the 
telephone, and told her how much I hated the job, and so I thought the thing to do was to call 
and report myself. I went home and called Linda. I expected a lecture on getting along better 
with people and working harder and becoming more valuable to my employer, but instead 
Linda said, "Good!" I didn't believe what I heard. I told her I was just laid off, and was a failure, 
and asked her what she meant by "good." Linda said that I hated the job, but refused to quit, 
since I didn't want to think of myself as a loser or quitter, so I "arranged" to be one of the two 
people selected to be laid off. She pointed out that I probably would qualify for unemployment, 
which hadn't occurred to me. I asked if I could come back to group, and she said "Sure." 

10/25/77-Age 34 

Jennifer and I hadn't been getting along. We had another fight tonight. Sex was still 
good, but we didn't have that much else in common. We had begun to argue lately, and I saw 
that we are about to break up. I knew I'd miss having someone be nice to me, and be intimate 
with me. By intimate, I don't mean fucking, but cuddling and holding me and feeling her breath 
as she slept. I was beginning to get sad just thinking of being alone and untouched again. Or 
maybe I was getting sad because I was going into one of my down cycles. Or both. 

10/30/77-Age 34 

Mother called and cried. Maude was being mean and vicious, and was wrecking the 
apartment, and was stealing things and probably pawning them, and Mother didn't know what 
to do. Again I suggested telling Maude to see a shrink or get out, and again Mother said she 
didn't think that was a good idea. I asked for money, but she said she didn't have any, that 
Maude was more of a burden than she could deal with, and that I was on my own. 

1/2/78-Age 34 

I was three months behind on my rent, but except for one letter from my landlord, I 
wasn't hassled. I didn't know what to make of his rather lenient attitude, but I prepared for that 
unpleasant knock on the door. It came today, but not from my landlord, or at least, not from 
my old landlord. He had sold the building, and the new landlord appeared with a notice for me 
to be out within five days for non payment of rent. I tried to stall him, but he wanted me out, 
and I didn't see that I had any choice. I called Jack and asked him if I could stay with him until 
I found a new place. He said he had plenty of room, and I should come over whenever I 
wanted. 


1 /7/78-Age 34 
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I loaded up a few boxes of things, and left the refrigerator, stove and shower for the 
new landlord, and drove to Jack's apartment over the bar. I took a room I had stayed in 
before, and spent a few days with him and Vivian. They fought like cats and dogs, when they 
weren't doing drugs. Most of my artist friends did hallucinogenics, and Jack did too, but 
Vivian, the poet who wanted to die before she was thirty, did cocaine and probably a bit of 
heroine. Between the drugs and fighting, I knew I'd have to find another place to stay, fast. 

1/9/78-Age 34 

I saw an ad for an artists studio space for rent in Venice, which is a part of Los 
Angeles, located next to Santa Monica, and I went to see if it had possibilities. It was one 
room on the second floor of an old building, which measured about 8X11 feet, and it had 
plumbing for a sink. It didn't have any windows, and the bathroom was down the hall. An 
outdoor staircase led to a private entrance. It was for rent with the understanding that it was 
not zoned for living. It cost $70 a month, and I took it on the spot. I paid for it with some 
money I got from Mother. 

1/10/78-Age 34 

I got some wood and built a sink to make pigment prints in, and I built a funky looking 
bench that I would sleep on. Although the room was not zoned for living, I could legally work 
there any time I wanted, and the guy who rented it to me knew I was going to sleep there, so I 
wouldn't have to hide late at night and pretend that I wasn't there. There was one aspect of 
the place I had overlooked when I grabbed it. The view from my private second floor door, 
which I could leave open, was magnificent. It was an almost unobstructed 180 degree view of 
the Pacific ocean. I giggled as I thought that someone, not too far from me, was paying 
through the nose for the same, or lesser, view. Of course, he probably had more room, and a 
bath. 

And a bath was going to be a problem. The bathroom down the hallway just had toilets. 
I didn't want to smell like spit-up again, and recently I had been trying to bathe more or less 
regularly. I decided to wash with a cloth every day, and borrow a shower whenever I could. 

1/25/78-Age 34 

I was walking down a street and I was accosted by a woman who asked me if I wanted 
a job. I assumed she was a Moonie or something, and started to walk past her, but she said 
that she worked for the Southern Unified School District and that they had immediate job 
openings. No skills necessary. I decided to stop and have a chat, and after a while she gave 
me the address of the personnel office. 

I went directly there, and told the woman behind the desk that I was told that there 
were job openings. She had me fill out an application form. I did, and handed it back to her in 
a few minutes. She handed me a printed test, and told me to go into a small room that had 
some tables and chairs, and start taking it. She told me I had half an hour. I walked into the 
room and sat down and looked at the test. It seemed to be a general skills test, like adding 
and simple math, but when I turned the page there were a lot of questions about the use of 
hand tools. I guessed at the answers as best as I could, and handed the test in before the 
time limit was up. The woman told me to have a seat, and about twenty minutes later she had 
the test scored, and told me that I had passed. Now all that was left was a physical, and then 
the job was mine. 
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I had neglected to ask what the job was. Just a minor oversight, due to my shock at 
being qualified for a job I wasn't looking for. I asked the woman about the job, and she said it 
was a federal training CETAjob, which would last for one year, and which would teach job 
skills to people like me. I didn't know what "people like me" meant, but I really didn't care. I 
asked how much it paid, and she told me it was $4.75 an hour. Golly, I had been in the right 
place at the right time. I was getting a job with a city agency, and they were going to teach me 
some kind of skills. 

The woman gave me directions to the doctor's office. A nurse checked my eyesight and 
hearing, and then ushered me into a room that had a barber's chair. She told me to strip 
completely and sit in the chair, and then she walked out of the room. I thought she was 
kidding. Sit naked in a barber's chair. I took everything off except my pants. I had stopped 
wearing underwear years ago. She opened the door, looked at me, and told me to take off my 
pants. I did. If she got her kicks looking at naked guys sitting in a barber's chair, so be it. 

It wasn't her that got the kicks, but some slimy male M.D. He took a good long look at 
my cock, and then he took my blood pressure and listened to my heart. He wrote something 
on a chart and told me I failed the physical. I just looked at him. Then I said, "What do you 
mean I failed?" He said, "Your heart beat is 120 times a minute. You have a bad heart. You're 
too sick to work." I told him he was crazy. He gave me a dirty look. He said that if I wanted to 
appeal, I could. I told him I did, and then asked what I had to do. He smiled and said, "Just 
get a doctor to convince me that you aren't too sick to work. You have one week." He turned 
and left the room. 

1/26/78-Age 34 

I decided to fight. If my heart was beating at 120 times a minute, and if I was about to 
die, I wanted to know. If I wasn't too sick to work, I wanted to know. I was angry at the doctor's 
barber's-chair-side manner. He seemed rather sadistic to me, and this was not a consensual 
relationship. I didn't know if I wanted the job, simply because I didn't know much about what 
I'd be doing if I got it. But the thought of having a "city" job interested me, and working would 
be a step on the road to economic recovery, and possibly psychological recovery. And, of 
course, the feeling that a job had been dangled in front of me, and then pulled away, was too 
reminiscent of my past, and made me angry. 

Instead of just leaving and talking out loud to myself for a few days and having revenge 
fantasies, I wanted to do something that might get me the job, and so beat the doctor, instead 
of letting the doctor beat me. I realized that I needed a doctor of my own, one on my side, 
who would at least explain to me how much longer I had to live if I really was too sick to work. 
The problem, of course, was that I didn't have any money to go to a doctor. 

I decided to call Paulino. He had introduced me to a variety of people over the past few 
years at El Carmine. I had eaten with the children and grandchildren of the rich and famous, 
and with a number of doctors and lawyers and probably some Indian chiefs. For some 
reason, Paulino would occasionally call me over to a table he was sitting at, and introduce me 
to the people he was visiting. This wasn't strange in itself, but more times than not he would 
ask me to sit down and order my meal. Eventually he would leave, and I would dine with total 
strangers. I didn't know if Paulino wanted me to see what "normal" people were like, and use 
them as role models, or if he was punishing those he had me eat with, or if he thought I would 
put on an interesting show, or if he just didn't realize how crazy I was. However, since I was 
eating on the cuff, I didn't think it politic to tell Paulino that I'd rather eat alone, so I did as he 
asked. 

I was sure Paulino could arrange for me to get to see a doctor. He listened to my 
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problem and gave me the number of a doctor I had eaten with once in the past. I called, got 
through to him, and told him the story. I also told him I didn't have any money to pay, and he 
told me to come right in. 

His office was on the Sunset Strip, and I was out of place in his waiting room. I tried to 
blend in with the rubber trees in his waiting room, and may have been partially successful, 
since none of the people in the waiting room got up and left. 

He eventually called me in, listened to my story again, listened to my heart and took 
some blood tests and hooked me up to a machine that made a chart of my heart rhythm, and 
then told me to come back the next day. 

1/27/78-Age 34 

The doctor told me that I did have a fast heart beat, but that his tests didn't show 
anything to explain it, and I seemed in fine shape otherwise, and he gave me a diagnoses of 
"benign tachycardia," and said he had other patients who had the same condition, and I 
shouldn't worry about dying. He said he tried to call the doctor, but he couldn't get through, 
and on the third call the other doctor's nurse told him to send a letter. My doctor said he would 
send a letter today. 

2/7/78-Age 34 

It took two more letters and three more telephone calls for me to get medically cleared. 
My doctor, who never charged me, told me that he thought that there was something wrong 
with the other doctor. He said his phone calls weren't returned, and that if it turned out that I 
was denied the job for medical reasons, he'd put me in touch with his cousin, a lawyer, 
because he felt the other doctor was trying to fuck me over. 

But it didn't go that far. I had been calling the personnel office every day to find out 
what my status was, and they finally told me that I had been cleared to work by the city 
doctor, and that I should report for work the next day. My fantasy that a city job came with 
built-in safeguards against mean people proved to be true. They gave me the address of the 
maintenance facilities, and the name of the supervisor of the carpentry department, where I 
was to become a carpenter's assistant. 

I wrote the information down, including the supervisor's name, which was Jim, and 
reported for work at 7:00 AM, today. Jim was about sixty-five, slightly shorter than me, and 
slim and wiry. He was pleasant. He welcomed me aboard, and asked why I was starting a 
week later than the rest of the CETA workers, and then introduced me to the other CETA 
workers and carpenters who were milling around waiting for 7:30 to begin their work day. 

There were four other CETA workers. One was Paul, who was about sixty, tall and out 
of shape. He looked like he had spent most of his life hanging around race tracks. Two other 
guys, Mark and Dorn, were in their early twenties, and seemed normal enough. The fourth 
was Carol, who was the only female CETA worker hired by the district. She was in her late 
twenties, about 5'10", gangly, and had a tough, no nonsense manner. The carpenters were a 
mixed lot, mostly in their forties and fifties, mostly out of shape, and mostly bored looking. 

4/18/78-Age 34 

I had been working at the district for a few months, and I was becoming an old hand. I 
realized that this was not a job training program, at least not in practice. The school district 
was making money off me and the other CETA workers, and that was the only interest the 
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district had in us. The federal government paid the district the money to pay us, plus 
additional money to train us. If we got $5 an hour, and the district got $10 for each hour we 
worked, and if there were twenty-five CETA workers spread out among the carpenters, 
painters, sheet metal workers, etc., then the district got $125 an hour above our salaries, or 
$1,000 a day, or $5,000 a week for having us on the payroll. That was our purpose. 

The CETA workers would tag along with the carpenters and sometimes hold a piece of 
wood in place, or hold the end of a tape measure, or take the truck back to the maintenance 
yard and get some more nails, and generally keep the carpenters company. This morning I 
turned to the carpenters who were standing around before we started our work day, and 
asked, "Why don't they just mail the CETA workers a check and let us stay home?" The 
carpenters thought that this was very funny, and that I obviously didn't have the Protestant 
work ethic. But since the CETA workers didn't do very much, if anything, I thought the 
question had merit. 

This afternoon I was told by my supervisor Jim to find Bojack and Sidekick. These 
weren't their real names, but I couldn't remember their names, and so I dubbed them Bojack 
and Sidekick. These guys were from the Ozark Mountains. From deep in the mountains. Very 
deep. Bojack was about sixty, and reminded me of the actor Walter Brennan. He managed to 
maintain a three day growth of beard. He was short, and had the manner of someone who 
was always sizing up any situation he was in to see how he could make it come out to his 
advantage. Sidekick was Bojack's son-in-law. He was tall, wiry, and had a slightly dazed 
expression on his face. They said that their wives were back in Missouri, and I had the idea 
that Bojack and Sidekick were hiding from them. 

Bojack and Sidekick were utility maintenance men. All the schools had their own 
janitors, but Bojack and Sidekick would be sent to the schools to do the very dirty jobs the 
janitors and other maintenance people wouldn't. Jobs like digging up and cleaning out 
clogged sewage lines, which could involve walking around knee deep in shit for a few days. 
They also did jobs that took a long time, and which would require working on weekends and 
nights. They would strip off the wax from gymnasium floors, and then re-sand and re-wax 
them. In order for jobs like this not to disrupt the school schedule, they were done when the 
school was closed for a few days, such as on three and four day holidays, or weekends. This 
meant that Bojack and Sidekick needed to have the keys to the maintenance yard, and to the 
trucks and equipment. 

Bojack had the idea of going into the home repair and maintenance business. 

Naturally, they used the district's trucks and materials, and so they could under charge, but 
make a higher profit, than their competition. Jim had warned them about using district trucks 
and materials, but Bojack and Sidekick had a good thing going, and just pretended that Jim 
hadn't said anything. Apparently they had been working a private job last night, and they 
didn't show up for school district work. Jim needed them and told me to go find them and get 
them to come in. I asked Jim where I should start looking, and he handed me one of their 
business cards, which had their home address, and told me to start there. 

I was very nervous as I arrived at their one bedroom Murphy bed type apartment, and 
really didn't want to knock on the door. But I screwed up my courage and did, and Sidekick 
eventually opened it. Dressed in long-john underwear, complete with a back flap, he yawned 
and scratched himself and asked what time it was and then said he and Bojack would be in to 
work in a half hour. I reported back to Jim, told him what Sidekick said, and I got a new 
assignment that kept me under-occupied for the rest of the day. 


4/24/78-Age 34 
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When Carol, the token woman CETA worker, wasn't around, the carpenters would 
sometimes whisper to each other, "Do you think Carol is a, a Lez?" Carol wasn't the picture of 
femininity. She had an attitude that said, "I don't take shit from anybody," and the carpenters 
were intimidated by her. She had a wicked sense of humor, and a lot of energy, but she kept 
to herself a lot and didn't get involved in the bullshit conversations of the guys. I liked Carol, 
although she tended to keep her distance from me as she did from everyone else. It was 
obvious to me that she was a lesbian, which made her all the more interesting, but I didn't 
give my opinion to the carpenters. When they asked me, I just shrugged my shoulders. 

For some reason, Jim told Carol and me to take a truck and drive to the Pacific Ocean 
and find a tree and park under it for the day. We had no idea why he wanted us to get lost, 
although we assumed that it had something to do with office politics, and ours wasn't to 
reason why, but just do what we were told. We took a district truck and drove out to Malibu, 
found a tree, and parked. I told Carol that she was the only interesting person around, and 
that was probably because she was gay. She just looked at me. I told her that if she wanted to 
pretend that she wasn't gay, that was fine with me, but I knew she was and she knew she was 
and we would probably have more to talk about if she just admitted it. She just looked at me. I 
told her that my friend Ace was gay, but in name only, since she had never been with a 
woman, but just fantasized about it, which was the truth. I asked Carol if she would like to 
meet Ace, because Ace was lonely and needed someone to help her get from the fantasy of 
being gay to the reality of being gay. Carol just looked at me. I asked Carol if she knew other 
gay women, and Carol said yes, and then caught herself, and looked concerned, and then 
said if I told anyone that she was gay she'd kill me, and I almost believed her. 

Carol told me she had a BA in computer science. I asked her why she wasn't in a nice, 
clean, air conditioned office. She said that she didn't like the way women were treated by 
companies, and that she really enjoyed working with her hands. She said that there were a lot 
of gay women who would be happy to hire a woman carpenter. Unlike the other CETA 
workers, who did very little between paychecks, Carol was trying to learn as much as she 
could, and would routinely ask the few competent carpenters questions. They didn't give her 
very meaningful answers, either because she was female, or because they didn't want to be 
bothered, or both, but she kept asking anyway. 

Since we had nothing to do but talk, I took the opportunity to satisfy my curiosity about 
her medical exam for the district. I asked her if she, and thus other women, sat naked in the 
barber's chair while the doctor ogled her. She got an angry look on her face, and said, "That 
pig! I, I don't want to talk about that." I took her answer as a "yes". 

4/27/78-Age 34 

I spoke to Ace about Carol and asked if it would be all right for me to bring her over 
some day, and Ace seemed very interested. I realized that Ace was avoiding meeting lesbians 
for some reason. After all, Los Angeles was a major city, and there were gay bars and 
hangouts that couldn't have been all that difficult for Ace to find. But Ace didn't seem 
interested in actually pursuing her lesbian interests. Instead, she just told herself, and just 
about anyone else, that she was a lesbian and that was as far as she went. 

Carol and I arrived unannounced at Ace's, but that was usual with my friends. Ace was 
on the telephone talking long distance with one of her friends, a famous lesbian feminist 
writer. The woman was having some personal problems, and Ace was on the phone for the 
better part of an hour. Carol and I sat around, and I started to feel uncomfortable. I was trying 
to do Ace a favor, or at least I thought it was a favor, and she was being rude to Carol. 
Eventually Carol got tired of waiting, said she was going to leave, and I apologized for Ace. 
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About ten minutes later Ace finished her conversation, and she came out of her bedroom to 
discover that Carol had gone. I let Ace know that she had blown it. 

Ace asked me if I had Carol's phone number. I didn't. I had told Ace a few days ago 
that Carol's girlfriend was working as a cook at an "in" restaurant near the beach. Ace told me 
that she was going to go to the restaurant, find Carol's girlfriend, and find out how to contact 
Carol. 

5/1 /78-Age 34 

I was keeping a carpenter company at a city college, where the school district did work 
under contract, and noticed all the young people. I started to feel sad. I felt that I was old, and 
that I had wasted a lot of my life, and that the young people had everything to look forward to, 
and I had blown it. I was sad, but not depressed. I hadn't been depressed in a while. But 
being sad still wasn't pleasant. 

I don't know why I stopped being depressed. I just did. I noticed the strange cycle was 
getting shorter, so what had taken a few weeks to transpire, eventually took a week, and then 
only one day. Then the cycle stopped. Weird. 

6/12/78-Age 35 

I had been around long enough to begin to see how graft and corruption worked at the 
maintenance yard. It was remarkably simple. There were a number of jobs that were 
considered either too big or too technical for the maintenance crew to do, and these were 
farmed out to the private sector. Jobs that cost less than $15,000 did not have to be bid on, so 
the maintenance supervisor and for all I knew, the administrator for the school district whose 
job was to oversee the maintenance department, would hand these out to friends, in return for 
kickbacks. Kickbacks would usually come in the form of a friendly poker game, in which the 
contractors always lost. Jobs over $15,000 were supposed to be sent out for bids. If this was 
done, it would be more difficult to get kickbacks. Not impossible, just more difficult. To avoid 
this situation, the job would be broken down into smaller jobs, each with a price below 
$15,000. If, for example, a school building needed to be re-roofed, and the job was estimated 
to cost $25,000, then the east section of the roof was written up as one job, and the west 
section as another job. In this way, both jobs were priced around $12,500, and it would be 
business as usual, and a poker game could be scheduled. 

This was the big graft I was aware of. If there was graft higher up in the school district, I 
didn't know about it, although some of the old time carpenters told me that they could tell me 
stories that would curl my hair, but they never did. The carpenters, of course, had their own 
things going. Mostly petty theft, but on an ongoing basis, it could amount to meaningful 
money. 

For the last week Jim had me working with Bob. He was in his late thirties, and looked 
more like a Latin lover in grade B movies than he did a carpenter. Bob didn't usually work 
with other people, because he was an alcoholic, and needed time to go to bars during the 
day. Tom went in to Jim's office to complain about having to work with me, but Jim told him he 
had to. I think Jim was punishing Tom for something. It wasn't bad working with Tom, because 
he actually knew what he was doing, as far as carpentry was concerned, and was young 
enough to be energetic. He would get a job that would take other carpenters a day to do, and 
finish it in a few hours, which left him time to visit bars. He took me along, since he really 
didn't have a choice. If he sent me back to the maintenance yard, Jim would know that Bob 
had finished the job, so if he wanted to drink, he had to take me with him. I sat and watched. 
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Today Tom loaded up the truck with six sheets of plywood, and then drove them, and 
me, to his apartment. He had me help him unload the wood and put it into his garage. I didn't 
like doing it, but I didn't want to get into an argument, so I did what I was told. This was the 
way the carpenters made a few extra dollars. Tom wasn't going to sell the wood. He had a 
freelance job, and would use the wood for it, and charge the customer $120 for the wood, on 
top of his fee for doing the job. 

7/5/78-Age 35 

I noticed something curious today. I was at one of the high schools, and saw the boys 
and girls flirting with each other. What was curious was that the girls were beautiful, well 
dressed and groomed young women, and the boys were pimply faced disheveled kids. They 
were all the same age, but the girls were sophisticated, and the boys weren't. I couldn't see 
what the girls saw in the boys. 

7/19/78-Age 35 

In traveling around to the different schools, I had discovered the "hidden places." 

These were rooms, or just areas, that no one but the maintenance people knew existed. I 
found them fascinating. They exist in all large buildings, but most of the people who work in 
them don't know about these hidden places. Getting into them usually involved climbing 
through a trap door in a ceiling. These trap doors were often located in locked closets or other 
storage rooms. Once in the ceiling, the carpenter and I would usually have to crawl for a short 
distance, or walk through a narrow corridor, but eventually we would be in an area where 
access to plumbing or electrical equipment for the building was housed. Sometimes these 
areas were empty, but sometimes there were card tables and chairs, or a cot or mattress. 
These were areas where someone could disappear to, either to hide from a supervisor, or, I 
imagined, from the world. 

Today I was led to the best hidden place I had been to so far. It was furnished with a 
couch, an office sized desk, a coffee maker and a television set. What amazed me was that 
the area was very difficult to get to, and yet there were large pieces of furniture in it. It had to 
be a major undertaking to get the couch and desk up the trap door and around the small 
walkways, and I wouldn't have believed it possible if someone had just told me about it. But 
seeing was believing. I looked at this oasis, surrounded by pipes and unfinished walls and 
debris, and started thinking of what a marvelous photograph it would make. Even the lighting 
was beautiful. I started thinking that someone should shoot a book of "hidden places," but 
then realized that since they are hidden, they would be difficult to find and get access to. Too 
bad, I thought, since it would make a fascinating picture book. 

7/25/78-Age 35 

Ace had found Carol at the restaurant, when she went there to find out how to contact 
Carol. She apologized, and soon they became good friends. Carol was very well connected 
in the lesbian community, and Ace now was becoming a card carrying member. She still 
hadn't actually had sex with a woman, but at least she was making lesbian friends. Her 
general attitude was changing. She went out to see people, instead of waiting for people to 
drop over. She seemed more interested in life. She was happier. 

Carol asked Ace if she knew where to get 'shrooms, and Ace told Carol to ask me. I 
never discussed drugs with Carol, and she was surprised to learn that I did mushrooms. She 
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asked me if I could get her some. She told me that around her friends, she was called the 
"acid queen," and that she had been using hallucinogens for years. I told her that 'shrooms 
were strong stuff, but she told me that she could handle it. I felt uncomfortable. I didn't deal in 
drugs. But she was a friend, and I didn't want to say no. I decided to do it, and told her it 
would cost $15, which is what Taylor said he sold a hit for. I got 'shrooms free, but I couldn't 
take some from Taylor and then either give them away or sell them. I decided not to make a 
profit, and so I wouldn't feel as if I were a drug dealer. Just someone doing someone a favor. 
I'd pay Taylor $15, and sell them for $15. 

Almost as soon as I committed myself, I started worrying that this was a setup, and that 
Carol was an undercover narc, and I was going to go to jail for fifty years, and I was angry at 
myself for saying I'd do it. But I didn't feel I could back out. I told myself that Carol really 
wasn't a narc, and I was being silly. I didn't believe this last thought, because I knew that she 
was a narc, but I tried to pretend that I believed she wasn't. 

I drove out to Taylor's and bought some 'shrooms. He asked me if I was going into 
business, and I told him that I was just doing a friend a favor. I stayed at Taylor's that night, 
but didn't do any 'shrooms myself. Today I gave the 'shrooms to Carol, looking over my 
shoulder, waiting for the cops to jump out of the shrubbery and grab me. They didn't. Carol 
paid me, and said thanks, and put the 'shrooms in her car. She said she wanted to take them 
over the weekend, and asked how she should keep them. I told her she could just leave them 
in the baggie in her home for the rest of the week, or put them in the refrigerator, or freezer. 

8/7/78-Age 35 

Carol came up to me the first thing Monday morning. She took me by the arm and 
pulled me away from the carpenters I was bullshitting with. She said, "I really respect you. You 
take that stuff often? I've tripped a hundred times, but never like that. It was amazing. I really 
respect you." Being respected, even if it was because I had access to and used primo 
'shrooms, made me feel good. No one had told me that they respected me for anything for 
longer than I could remember. Maybe no one ever had. 

8/27/78-Age 35 

I went into Jim's office to waste some time. Jim had the look of a man who was trying 
to figure out what had happened. I asked him what was going on. He told me that he, the 
maintenance supervisor, and someone from administration had called Bojack in to fire him. 
Bojack had been caught using the district trucks and materials, and since he had been 
warned a few times, they were going to fire him. Bojack showed up at the appointed time, and 
went into the office where the three men were waiting for him. Before they had a chance to 
say anything, Bojack said, "I am an alcoholic, and I need help." Then he sat down. The 
supervisors had been outflanked, and they knew it. They couldn't fire him, because he had 
just admitted that he was sick, and had asked for help. The policy of the district was to help 
addicts, and not fire them. So now the district had to pay for counseling, and give him time off 
during the week to attend the therapy. Jim just couldn't believe that Bojack and beaten the 
system, again. 

9/15/78-Age 35 

Jim had me working with Edward. Edward, like Tom, worked by himself. Unlike Tom, 
Edward wasn't an alcoholic. Edward was just crazy. He was so crazy that he made me seem 
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sane. He was very, very paranoid. I was, so I thought, very very suspicious. I knew that the 
world was out to get me, and that there were rules I didn't know and I wasn't being told, but I 
didn't take it as personally as Edward did. Edward thought that the world, and in particular the 
maintenance department, was actively plotting against him. Whatever happened, he saw it as 
another example of the plot. 

Jim was in the habit of rotating the difficulty of assignments among the crew. If 
someone had a particularly difficult or disagreeable assignment, the next one would be easy. 
When Edward was given a difficult assignment, he would curse and throw his hammer at a 
wall and protest to anyone who was around, except for Jim, that, "Everyone else is just 
loafing, and they have me doing all the work." And when Edward had something easy to do, 
he threw his hammer against the wall and complained, "They don't treat me like a man, they 
treat me like a child. I'm a trained carpenter. Everyone else gets real things to do, and I only 
get baby assignments." 

Jim told me to work with Edward, and for the first time I questioned him. "Do I have to? 
Really?" Jim said yes, and off I went. I ducked a few hammer throws during my two days with 
him, and felt foolish returning the hammer so he could throw it again later on. It was like 
returning a loaded gun to someone who just shot it at me. Today he complained about how 
hard he was working, and how easy everyone else had it, and I pointed out that I had heard 
him complain when he had an easy job that others were doing "real work." He looked at me 
and said, "Don't you think I know that? I know that there is something wrong with me, but I 
can't help how I feel!" I realized that we had more in common than I first thought. 

10/1/78-Age 35 

Mother called and cried about Maude being abusive. Maude took things from the 
house and pawned them, and Mother couldn't do anything about it. Maude took money from 
Mother's purse, or from dad's pocket, and Mother couldn't do anything about it. Maude 
terrorized Mother, and Mother couldn't do anything about it. I told Mother to throw Maude out, 
and Mother cried and said, "Where would she go? What would she do?" We had this 
conversation numerous times before, but I continued as if we hadn't. I suggested that Mother 
tell Maude to see a shrink, and threaten to kick her out if she didn't. Mother told me that 
wouldn't work, cried some more, and said goodbye. I wondered if Mother would send money. 

11/6/78-Age 35 

All hell had broken out. I had never seen so much activity in the maintenance yard. 
Carpenters, as well as plumbers and painters, were meeting in shifts in Jim's office. I asked 
what was happening. I was told that there had been a major mistake made with the budget at 
the college. The college had contracted to have a certain amount of maintenance done over 
the year. It was about seven weeks to the end of the year, and there was about $120,000 left 
in the budget. This money had to be spent. If it wasn't, the college would spend less money 
next year on maintenance, and the excess money would be spent elsewhere. This couldn't be 
allowed to happen. All the money in the college's maintenance budget had to be spent, and 
the sooner the better. 

11/10/78-Age 35 

Everyone was going over the work orders for the college, seeing how they could spend 
money. The CETA workers were given the jobs the regular employees would usually do at the 
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high schools and elementary schools, and all able bodied full time employees were sent to 
work at the college. This in itself cost money, since a CETA worker cost the district $5 an hour, 
and full time employees cost at least $12. So if a full time employee helped a full time 
employee, it cost the college at least an extra $7 an hour. The college was billed considerably 
more than the hourly rate of the maintenance worker, so these figures doubled or tripled. But 
it was still small change, and more had to be done. 

Everyone pitched in to solve the problem. Plumbers, for instance, decided that they 
could replace a leaky faucet instead of replacing a rubber washer. Carpenters found that they 
could replace a "sticky" door with a new one, instead of just putting some 3-in-1 oil in the 
hinge. With everyone pitching in, it was soon apparent that the college's maintenance budget 
would be entirely spent. The panic subsided. The game plan was understood by everyone, 
and everyone would do his part. 

12/19/78-Age 35 

Proposition 13, which put a ceiling on property taxes in California, passed a few 
months ago. The powers-that-be decided that a show of force was needed to show the 
people of California that they couldn't mess around with the bureaucracy. The school district 
decided to lay off the entire maintenance department. They chose the week before Christmas 
for the greatest impact, and the newspapers had a field day with stories of the "cruel facts of 
life" created by the passage of Proposition 13. 

The layoffs didn't effect the CETA workers that much, since their year was almost up, 
and most of them were making plans to move on to other things anyway. And it didn't effect 
the supervisors, or the administrators in the school district office, because they weren't laid 
off. But the full time workers were screwed. Many of them had been accruing their sick and 
vacation time, looking forward to using it to take early retirement at full pay. The school district 
passed the word that all vacation time had to be used up before the laid off worker could 
apply for unemployment insurance, and a few of the maintenance people started to age, 
visibly. And my fantasy of a government job, with civil service protection from the whims of 
supervisors, was shattered. 

We were told to report, en-mass, to the local unemployment office today, where special 
arraignments had been made to handle the 125 newly unemployed people. We showed up 
and sat in a special section, where we were guided through the process of filling out the 
forms. There were signs that read, "School district CETA workers here," and "School district 
carpenters form line here," and when we finished filling out the forms we got onto the 
appropriate line. I was near the end of the CETA worker's line. 

Everything was going well, until it was my turn to speak to the clerk. I turned in my 
forms, and the clerk looked through a computer printout, and said, "You don't qualify for 
unemployment." I got angry, but managed to hold my temper. I said, "Why not?" "You didn't 
work," the clerk replied. "What do you mean I didn't work?" "Your name isn't on the printout 
from the State, so you didn't work," the clerk said. 

Our paychecks came with a nonnegotiable duplicate, and I kept each one. I knew that 
something would go wrong when I applied for unemployment, and so I made a point to keep 
all of them. I brought them with me, and took them out of my pocket and dropped them in 
front of the clerk. "These are my check receipts. They prove that I worked. Look at them!" The 
clerk glanced at them and said, "I'm sorry, but you don't qualify because you didn't work. Now 
please make room for the next person." 

Yip, I went berserk. "You god damn fucking asshole, look at the fucking check receipts 
and tell me I didn't fucking work. Who the hell did you suck off to get your job, asshole! Get 
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me the supervisor of this God damned place." The woman was slightly taken aback. She 
turned a few shades paler, and seemed flustered. She disappeared behind a wall, and I 
assumed some armed guards were going to come out and pounce on me. Instead she 
returned and said I should step over to an unused window and that the manager would come 
out to speak to me. I moved, but I kept talking. "Ask him!" I said, pointing to the CETA worker 
who had taken my place. "I worked next to him for almost a year." Paul, the CETA worker who 
looked like a race course tout, said I had indeed worked, but the clerk wasn't interested. 

A few minutes passed and a woman came out to ask me what the problem was. I 
almost choked with anger and frustration. "That idiot over there said I don't qualify for 
unemployment, and here are all my check receipts, and what the hell is going on?" The 
manager cautioned me to watch my language and lower my voice. I told her to look at the 
check receipts and then tell me I didn't work. She looked at the check receipts, and then said, 
"It's obvious that you did work, and Sacramento has made some kind of mistake. I'll have to 
write them and get this mess straightened out." She told me to come back after Christmas 
and ask to see her, and she gave me her card. I left, knowing that I was right, that "they" 
really were out to get me, unlike Edward the carpenter, who was wrong when he thought that 
everyone was out to get him. I had proof. I had a book I wrote under a contract that got 
snatched away from me after I wrote it because of the sale of the company; I studied 
my ass off and scored sixth out of over 1,500 people, and then they put a hiring freeze 
into effect, and after the freeze was lifted, they never got in touch with me. Now, 
everyone else just waltzed through the unemployment procedure, and I was told I 
didn't work. It seemed that every time I was beginning to see the world in a slightly 
different, and better, light, something happened to prove to me that I was right all the 
time, and that there really was a conspiracy against me. I left and went back to my room, 
where I talked to myself, out loud, late into the night. 

12/18/78-Age 35 

I called Mother and told her about my problem, and asked for money. I hadn't asked for 
anything for a while, but I was afraid that she wouldn't believe this story and not send 
anything, since she was used to Maude's lies. She told me about how awful it had been living 
with Maude, about how poor she was, but said she'd see what she could send. 

7/9/92-Age 49 

Look, I not only thought that Mother wouldn't believe my story about not getting 
unemployment, I don't think you believe it either. It probably seems like a weak attempt 
at dramatic effect. I assure you that my problem with the unemployment people, and 
everything else in this book, is true. Unfortunately. However, for those of you who are 
tiring of my life, which I certainly was by this time, I would like to let you know that, in a 
few years, things do start to turn around for me. More or less. At least for a while. 

12/27/78-Age 35 

The manager of the unemployment office told me that she hadn't heard from 
Sacramento, and I should either call her or come back in after the first of the year. I told her 
that she knew I worked, and was entitled to unemployment, and that this wasn't something to 
take lightly. I pointed out that a CETA job was for poor people to begin with, and that I didn't 
have the money to stay alive while she wrote letters to Sacramento. I asked her if she could 
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call. She said she would if she didn't get a response by mail by the beginning of the year. I 
asked how long this might take to clear up, and she frowned and said it could take up to six 
weeks. I saw red, but I had gotten a check from Mother for $300, and so I wasn't destitute. I 
could still pay my $70 rent and eat. 

2/11 /79-Age 35 

Carol called me. I hadn't seen her since the unemployment line-up. She asked if she 
could come right over. She sounded serious. When she arrived, she got right to the point. "I'm 
pregnant. I'm going to have an abortion tomorrow. What I want to know is whether I can come 
over here afterwards?" I told her I was sorry about her predicament, and I tried to be 
sympathetic because it was easy to see that she was freaked out. I asked her if she had told 
her girlfriend, and she said no. I asked if she wanted me to go with her to the clinic. She said 
no. I told her I'd be happy to see her whenever she wanted. I couldn't resist asking any longer, 
so I said, "What happened?" She got a sheepish tone to her voice and said that she had gone 
home for the holidays, went to a party where she met a former boyfriend, got drunk... 

2/12/79-Age 35 

Carol came over about noon. She looked fine. She didn't seem to be in any discomfort, 
and was in good spirits. I didn't know how she really felt, but on the surface, she was fine. We 
went out to eat. I wasn't sure whether she should be eating so soon after an operation, but 
she said it was okay and she was hungry. We spent a few hours together, she thanked me for 
being there for her, and she went on her way. 

3/15/79-Age 35 

I eventually got my unemployment, and was taking it easy. I was feeling much better 
than I had been only a few years ago. I didn't go through the cycle of feeling very good, then 
normal, and then depressed anymore, and hadn't since before the CETAjob. I felt what I 
considered to be normal, which meant that some days I'd feel better than others, but I didn't 
sob uncontrollably any more, and things didn't seem hopeless, and I thought that my thinking 
was clearer. I didn't feel the terror anymore, although I knew that it was just under the surface. 

I didn't know what I was going to do for money, and when it got low on it I knew the terror 
would return. For now, I was emotionally all right. 

I was over at Ace's and was talking to a guy I didn't know about the recently past hippy 
commune days. I told him that communes couldn't work, since humans were territorial 
animals, and communal life, as well as communism, went against human nature. This guy 
said that I might be correct, but that he knew of one commune that did work, and that tended 
to prove me wrong. I looked at him and said, "You mean the Magic Folks in San Francisco." 
He looked amazed that I knew about them. Just how I knew that he was referring to the Magic 
Folks commune defied logic. It just had to be them. I said, "Let me tell you about Esther and 
Pat and Richard." 

Richard got a large apartment for his family in Hashbury, which was located in the 
heart of the San Francisco hippy/drug movement. He supported himself selling acid and other 
hippy drugs of choice, and soon there were about fifteen people living in the four bedroom 
apartment. When Pat and Esther arrived, Pat moved in with her child, but Esther refused to 
live there, because unmarried people were having sex with each other. She got an apartment 
in Oakland. Every morning at seven o'clock she would arrive and start cooking breakfast. She 
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usually brought donuts, but made sure that the kids had eggs and toast and other good things 
to eat. She spent the rest of the day cleaning, and shopping for food, and cooking lunch for 
anyone who was around, and then dinner, as well as babysitting. At eleven o'clock at night 
she drove back to her apartment in Oakland. Esther eventually got used to people walking 
around naked in front of her. She did put her foot down at people not closing the bathroom 
door when they used the toilet. That she insisted they do, or she wouldn't come over any 
more. They took a vote and decided that when Esther was around, they would make sure to 
close the bathroom door. 

I pointed out to the guy that every commune would have worked if they had an adult 
compulsive cleaner who was also a Jewish mother. I told this story to impress Ace and her 
friend with my "coolness" at knowing such esoteric things. I succeeded. 

Ace may have topped me with a story about giving Charlie Manson and one of his 
girlfriends a ride out to the ranch they were staying at in the middle of nowhere. She said she 
was driving back from San Francisco, and met them at a fast food place where she stopped 
to get a cold drink. Manson asked if she could give them a lift because their car broke down. 
When she got them to the ranch, Manson asked her to stay for a while, but she thought he 
was weird and left as soon as they were out of the car. 

4/7/79-Age 35 

I got some mushrooms from Taylor and brought them back to my room. This was my 
seventh or eighth trip. About half had been good, and the rest not so good, but I really never 
had a classic bad trip. A bad trip for me was just an annoying trip, something I'd rather avoid, 
like my life, but nothing that really scared me. I had taken one trip before this one on my own, 
also in my room. During that trip I discovered what the "high pitched noise" was. This was a 
short very high pitched sound many 'shroom tripper's heard, but couldn't identify. I was 
tripping about three in the morning and I realized that about thirty seconds after I heard the 
sound, a car passed by. After this sequence occurred about five times, I decided that the 
noise was from the engine of cars a few blocks away. I told Taylor about this discovery. He 
thought I was nuts. Of course I was, but that didn't make my discovery invalid. 

I wanted to have a good trip, so I made sure to read a lot of metaphysical things, which 
for me was Buddhism, and I fasted during the day. Around seven at night I ate the 'shrooms, 
and about eight I was tripping. I passed through the light show rapidly, since I found the light 
show interesting, but not worth tripping for. I didn't know where I would be going, but I didn't 
want to dwell on the lights. A little while into my trip I walked through the door, and settled 
comfortably into "ego death." Without the "I," without making value judgments, I found total 
peace. 

About midnight I had the answer, which just appeared, fully formed, without having first 
asked a question. It took me a few milliseconds to realize what the question was that I now 
had the answer to. It was the answer to the Koan, "What is the sound of one hand clapping?" 

I giggled, and marveled that the answer was so simple. "Why do people give this any thought 
at all?" I remember thinking. "It's so obvious!" 

The answer was "me." The answer meant that I am a creation of God, or "All That Is" 
as some people prefer to say, or of the "Supreme Being" or the "Great Spirit" or the "Great 
One" or any other means people have of conceptualizing an organizing force or spirit from 
which life, and everything else, springs. And as a creation of this force/spirit, I am a 
manifestation of that force/spirit, and thus a part of it. I am an aspect of "God," and in a sense, 
godlike. I help create my own reality. As I was created, I create. It is a value judgment of 
whether what I create is good or bad, better or worse than what someone else creates. What 
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we perceive is an illusion that we create, and for all I know, we are an illusion which "God" 
has created. On a 'shroom trip, all of this was crystal clear, and more meaningful than 
anything else I had experienced in my life. 

4/8/79-Age 35 

The answer, "me," was less meaningful when I came down from my trip then when I 
was experiencing it. Now, it was just an intellectual answer, while a few hours earlier it was 
the most exquisite, and beautiful, thought I had ever had. I thought, "Well, at least I won't 
have to think about its meaning anymore, and won't have to swing my hand past my ear." 

4/16/79-Age 35 

Carol invited me to a party she was giving. I had never been to one of Carol's parties, 
nor even to her apartment, but I assumed it would be about the same as any other party given 
by my friends. I showed up around eight, knocked on the door, and was let in by her girlfriend. 

I had met a number of her friends, sometimes at the restaurant her girlfriend worked at, and 
sometimes I'd be introduced to them if I bumped into Carol on the street. 

Carol's apartment looked like a grown-up's. It had real furniture, in some organized 
style, with nice colors which blended with each other. Most of my friends lived in their studios, 
which were furnished with hand-me-down tables and chairs they got from other artists, and 
with paint on the floor and walls. Other friends, like Ari, had inexpensive furniture with pieces 
that did not match. I liked being in Carol's apartment. I think it reminded me, on some level, of 
my parents apartment when I was growing up. While the psychological baggage associated 
with that apartment wasn't pleasant, the joy of looking at beautiful furniture and art objects 
was something I missed. 

I was the only straight male at the party. I was the only male at the party. I was 
surrounded by about thirty gay women. I didn't find this intimidating, since I seemed to 
appreciate those people who didn't have what was considered standard sexual interests. I 
liked sexually "bent" people, I suppose. I was an oddity at the party. I soon found that I had 
about thirty surrogate mothers, each one trying to determine if I felt comfortable, if I had 
enough to eat, and if I had enough to drink. I had no doubt that if they were straight women 
they would have avoided me like the plague, since I wasn't all that neat and clean. I didn't 
know if Carol had told her friends about her abortion and seeing me afterwards, or if that was 
our little secret. If she did tell them, maybe this was my reward, although no reward was 
necessary. If she didn't tell them, then I was just surrounded by a group of very nice women, 
who happened to be lesbians. 

I stayed for about two hours, and then thought I should leave and let the women stop 
being concerned about my happiness. No one said I should, and I don't remember picking up 
any vibes that said I had worn out my welcome, but I thought it was the thing to do. A year or 
two ago I would have moved in. I thought that I was making some changes toward fitting in 
with the larger society. 

Just before leaving I overheard some women discussing the word "person." They had 
a problem with the sexist person, but couldn't come up with an alternative. Passing by, I 
suggested "perentity." They seemed to like the suggestion. I realized that this was the second 
time I had recently said something to impress others. The first was my story about the Magic 
Folks commune. This might be natural for a normally functioning person, but I had spent the 
last I don’t-know-how-many-years putting myself down, and making myself look, and sound, 
stupid. I had avoided saying anything clever, or knowledgeable, except to make fun of myself. 
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I realized that I hadn't put myself down to any of the women in the room. I remembered 
recently thinking, "Making fun of myself isn't the thing to do." 

4/20/79-Age 35 

The man I was renting my room from told me that the building had been condemned 
and that I would have to move out by the end of the month. This didn't make my day. I was 
running out of unemployment benefits, and I realized that if I didn't do something soon I'd be 
out on the streets again. I could feel the terror welling up inside me. 


4/21/79-Age 35 

I stopped off at Ari's and told him that I had to move. He told me that one of his 
business associates owned a couple of apartment houses, and maybe he had an opening. Ari 
made a phone call, and then told me that his friend, whose name I forgot as soon as I was 
told it, was coming by. A little while later he arrived. His purpose was to get some coke from 
Ari, who split cocaine he bought with others to cut down on the price. This was what my artist 
friends did with grass. For example, Jay would by a kilo of grass, and then split it up and sell 
it, leaving him some at no cost. The difference between what Jay and Ari did was that the 
penalties for dealing in grass were less than those for dealing in coke, and Jay hadn't been 
convicted for dealing grass, but Ari had been busted for dealing coke. I thought that Ari was 
taking some foolish chances. The landlord told me that he had an inexpensive apartment for 
rent, and that I should take a look at it. If I wanted it, I should tell the manager, and because I 
was a friend of Ari's, he wouldn't require a security deposit. 

I drove to the apartment, which was about ten minutes away. It was in a four unit one 
story building, with the four units separated from another four unit building by a ten foot wide 
strip of grass. The apartment consisted of one fairly large room with the ubiquitous Murphy 
bed, a kitchen and a bathroom. The bath could be converted into a darkroom without much of 
a problem, and the price of $75 was about what I had been paying for a windowless room 
without a bath, so it seemed like a good deal. All I needed was some way of making enough 
money to pay the rent. 

4/25/79-Age 36 

I moved into the apartment today, which didn't take much doing. All I had to do was 
shut off the telephone, pack my few photo supplies into a box, and drive across town. I had 
enough money for the first and last months rent, but not much more. I did have the telephone 
turned on, so I wasn't isolated from my friends, and I saw this as a necessity, and not a luxury. 

I found myself slipping a bit on my road toward getting my mental health act together. I 
related it directly to my running out of money. I fell into the CETAjob, although I did have to 
put up a fight to actually get it, so I didn't have to go out and face rejection looking for that job. 
The job before CETA at the camera factory was a disaster, but so was my life. I really wanted 
to be "normal," like other people, but I still didn't trust the world. I still heard my dad telling me 
that I was a nobody and would never amount to anything, and I desperately wanted to stop 
hearing that voice. It seemed to me that dad, and possibly Mother and Maude, had written a 
play for me, and I couldn't rewrite the lines. I could write, and rewrite if necessary, the lines in 
an S&M relationship, but other than that I felt vulnerable and helpless. The only consolation 
from the mass layoff at the maintenance yard was that I wasn't singled out. If that happened, 
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it may have been too much for me to deal with. But when everyone met the same fate as me, 
and laid off from the maintance yard, I realized that sometimes the world wasn't very nice to 
other people, and I wasn't the only one who got shafted- but, then again, I was the only one 
who was denied unemployment benefits for a while, and I was the only one who had to fight 
to get the job. 

When I had the CETAjob, I noticed that I didn't talk out loud to myself, and I didn't rage 
at the world, or if I did, it was a lower level rage that lasted only an hour or two, and not a day 
or two, and I only heard dad telling me I wasn't doing the job right now and then. And the 
deep depressions had completely gone. I didn't feel the terror when I was getting a paycheck, 
either. Now I was beginning to talk out loud to myself again, and I heard dad's voice 
tormenting me, and I could feel the terror getting closer to the surface. At least I didn't sink 
into fits of sobbing, and feelings of hopelessness. 

6/4/79-Age 36 

I was walking from my car to El Carmine and I saw a couple coming towards me. I had 
seen couples like them before, usually on streets that were near interesting restaurants. To be 
charitable, he was average looking. He was about 45, a little shorter than average, with 
thinning hair, and he had a physique that wasn't terrible but had seen better days. He was 
wearing a stylish suit that was adequate, although it didn't measure up to the suit worn by 
Edward G. Robinson, or even Basil. She was drop dead beautiful. Not pretty, not beautiful, 
but drop dead beautiful. She was tall, exquisite in face and form, and sophisticated looking. 
She wasn't a scrawny fashion model, but one of those rare women whose looks caused men, 
and other women, to stop what they were doing and take a better look. I wondered how a guy 
like him got a woman like her. I always wondered this when I saw these couples. I decided 
that he either had fifty million dollars, a fourteen inch cock, or both. I had neither. 

6/28/79-Age 36 

I heard an ad on the radio that the PACE exam for federal government jobs was going 
to be given soon, and there were only a few days left to put in an application. The ad said that 
the exam was open to any college graduate who wanted to try to get a government job. 

Having had my experience with the school district, I no longer believed that a government job 
offered the type of security, and protection from mean supervisors, that I believed before I got 
my CETAjob. But I needed a job, and working for the government sounded better than 
anything else I could think of. I did survive the CETAjob, and didn't have too many problems 
with the other workers, and I did meet Carol. So I managed to get the application mailed off, 
not really caring all that much if the letter had the correct amount of postage, or if they 
received it in time. 

I got a notice of the time to show up for the exam. I hadn't taken an exam since the one 
for the city photographers' job. I studied for that one, but this one was supposed to be on the 
kind of stuff people were supposed to learn in college. This didn't make me feel optimistic, 
since Pro Arts didn't have challenging general education courses, and trying to give myself a 
"normal" college education in two weeks didn't seem realistic. The only real tests I had taken, 
besides the city photo exam, were at City College in New York and in high school. And on 
those tests I got mostly C's or D's, or flunked. 

I showed up for the exam and took a look at the competition. They were all neatly 
dressed, wearing suits or dresses, and looked like normal people. Most were younger than 
me, and only a few were older. I stuck out like a sore thumb. The test was the hardest test I 
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had ever taken. It was so hard it was scary. We had a short break between some of the 
different parts of the exam, and I went into the men's room and started to freak out. I heard 
voices telling me I was stupid, and couldn't pass the test. I must have been mumbling out loud 
to myself, because a man, a few years younger than me, told me to try to relax and he was 
sure I'd do just fine. I don't know why he was being nice to me, and I didn't believe him, but I 
did appreciate his attempt at being supportive. 

I got back to my apartment after the test feeling like the stupidest person alive. About 
ten days later, I got a notice from the government with my score. I was in the lowest group, 
just barely passing. According to the information that came with my score, I would be eligible 
for only a few jobs. The higher the score, the more job opportunities were available. The 
information said I'd be contacted about any jobs I might be qualified for. 

Only a few days went by and I got a letter asking me to come in for an oral exam for a 
tax auditor's job with the IRS. I wasn't interested in this kind of work, but I was broke, as 
usual, and someone was waving a job in front of me, so I decided to go to the interview. 

When I arrived I was ushered into a very small room that had one table, with two 
inquisitors sitting behind it, and a chair about four feet away from the table for me to sit on. 
One of the inquisitors was a man who looked like an accountant. I don't know what an 
accountant is supposed to look like, but he looked like one. The other inquisitor was a 
woman, who just looked mean. These two asked me a series of questions, which were in the 
form of a situation that they set up for me, and then asked what I'd do. One involved my 
working in the "return department" of a large department store. The policy was not to refund 
money unless there was a store sales receipt. A woman who looked poor wanted to return a 
lamp, one which only that store sold. She told me she shouldn't have bought it, and that she 
needs the money to pay her electricity bill. But she didn't have the sales receipt. I told her that 
she had to have the receipt in order to get her money back. She pleaded with me to give her 
a refund. After this set up, the inquisitors asked me what I would do in this situation. I asked 
them how much the lamp cost. The man said $24. I said I'd buy the lamp from the woman. 

The inquisitors just looked at me for a very long second. I got the idea that I gave them the 
wrong answer, or at least, not the answer they wanted to hear, but that's what I'd do, and I 
really didn't want to be a tax auditor anyway, so I just told the truth. 

Another question involved my working for the IRS. I was told that an 85 year old 
woman had signed a joint return with her husband. He recently died, and it was determined 
that they owed about $75,000 in back taxes. In order for her to pay, I knew she'd have to sell 
her house. She'd end up destitute. The inquisitors asked me what I would do in this situation. I 
said, without missing a beat, "I'd lose her file". Their mouths dropped open, and they just 
stared at me, this time for a about 10 seconds. 

They asked me a few similar questions, and I gave inappropriate answers, not because 
I was trying to play with them, but because I was telling the truth. They told me that I would 
receive information from them in a week or so. 

A week later I got a very thick bundle from the IRS. The letter inside said that they were 
offering me a job as a tax auditor. Golly, thought I, they must be really hard up. The rest of the 
bundle consisted of about 50 pages of forms I had to fill out. All under penalty of perjury. One 
form instructed me to list the addresses of all the places I have lived since I was 18, along 
with the names and addresses and telephone numbers of any landlords I had. I just looked at 
this one form and started to freak. How could I fill it out. What street should I put down when I 
was homeless? What street should I put down when I was living in my car at Pro Arts? I don't 
think the Federal Government hires people like me. I don't think anyone hires people like me. 
And I couldn't even remember all the places I did live in, let alone the names and addresses 
and telephone numbers of the landlords. I briefly thought about lying, but then remembered 
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the part about perjury. Then I looked at some of the other forms, decided I couldn't fill them 
out either, and decided to forget about the job. I took the forms and put them in the trash cans 
outside the apartment. 

Last night, before going to sleep, I got very scared. Maybe I was supposed to return 
the forms, and not throw them away. They were official government forms. They were the 
property of the Federal Government. Maybe the instructions said to return the forms, even if I 
didn't want the job, and I overlooked it. Maybe I was in violation of one or more Federal laws, 
and the FBI was going to come and get me. This morning I told myself I was being silly. But 
sometimes during the day I started to get scared again. I think applying for jobs is something I 
should try to avoid in the future. 

7/1/79-Age 36 

The only luxury I allowed myself was reading, and the usual subject matter was 
Buddhism, or some metaphysical subject matter. I came across a paragraph in a book about 
Buddhism that I found gratifying. I had come up with the answer of the Koan about one hand 
clapping, but I didn't know if it was the right answer. I knew it was the right answer when it 
popped into my head, and it made perfect sense to me at the time, but as time went by I 
began to wonder if it was, indeed, the answer. The only reason I doubted myself was that, for 
all practical purposes, I doubted myself in everything. 

The author explained that all Koans had the same answer, and that answer was "I am." 
I gave a few seconds thought to the differences between "me" and "I am." I decided that 
someone had told the answer to the author, since the single word "me" was a more elegant 
answer than the two words, "I am." Then I thought that "I am" is Old Testament biblical, and 
was the answer God gave when Moses asked who He was. Viewed in this way, "I am" could 
mean that the sound of one hand clapping was God, but a god who was separate from the 
individual. "Me" meant that I, and everyone else, was God, or a manifestation of God, and I 
found this more satisfying than my interpretation of "I am." Finally, I decided that I was 
probably splitting hairs, and that "me" and "I am" were equivalent. Or close enough. I had 
spent about twenty years, on and off, moving my hand past my ear in an attempt to come up 
with a literal answer to the Koan, and so the metaphysical answer that materialized in my 
head had to be correct. I decided to stop doubting myself on this point. 

7/2/79-Age 36 

Ernest lived in the front apartment where I lived. The owner of the building, Ari's friend, 
told me to watch out for Ernest because he made his living suing people. I got to know Ernest 
because he didn't work, and so he was around about as much as I was. He was on disability 
for a back injury he got while working at the post office. I asked him about suing people, and if 
he really made a living doing it. He told me he had sued seven people in the last four years, 
and had won all the cases. He told me that he had another suit in progress, and expected to 
win that one too. I asked him what kind of lawsuits, and he said everything and anything. I left 
it at that. 

7/9/79-Age 36 

I helped Ace paint another house. Ace wasn't a house painter, but somehow she found 
people who wanted their house painted cheaply, and she, like me, could get by with little 
money, so she would take the job. I got enough money to last a month, which was a lot for 
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me. 

7/15/79-Age 36 

The only thing I knew about the "art world" was my conversations with my artist friends. 
From what I could gather, there was "good art" and "bad art", and they could tell the difference 
between the two. Interestingly, they always seemed to agree with what the art magazines 
said. If an art magazine proclaimed someone as doing good artwork, or being a good artist, 
then my friends also thought that was the case. 

I saw the art magazines as trade papers which proclaimed what/who was "in" and 
what/who was "out". I would look at some of these magazines at my friends studios, but I 
didn't understand what the articles said, since they seemed to be written in some foreign 
language. It wouldn't really make a difference if I could understand them, since I knew that the 
article wasn't about art, but about selling art. 

Somewhere along the way I decided that there wasn't any good or bad art/artists, just 
art/artists who had been anointed by the powers that be. Maybe the artist slept with the right 
people, or got them drugs, or whatever. Logic told me this, even though I knew my logic was 
fucked. It occurred to me that if there really was "good art" and "bad art", then all the art critics 
would agree, and, logically, there would only have to be one art critic who would make the 
pronouncements, with all the other critics being redundant. Of course, this wasn't the case. 
Further, wasn't it common knowledge that some artists weren't "discovered" until after their 
death, and other artists, who were big and successful during their lives, were considered just 
curiosities after their deaths? And what about artists who had done artwork for many years, 
facing rejection from the art critics who could tell good from bad, and then were "discovered", 
and then, after a year or three of success, faded from view. If art was an absolute, why wasn't 
their work proclaimed "good" years earlier? And why did their popularity fade after a short 
time? My answer to these questions was that art was a product, something that was marketed 
like any other product, and some people were lucky and got anointed by an important person 
in the art world, and others were not. 

I thought that maybe other artists would share my view. All the art magazines were 
written by professional writers and critics. I thought it'd be neat to have a magazine written by 
artists. The leading art magazine was called Art Forum, so I thought that if I put out a 
magazine, I'd call it, Artist's Forum, and I'd let any artist say whatever he or she wanted. 

I figured that putting out such a magazine would involve nothing more than having a 
typewriter, finding a printer, and some way to get the magazine onto newsstands. I thought 
about this for some time and decided that I should look into it. Maybe I could make some 
money out of it. 

Today, after looking through a lot of ads in the Yellow Pages, I called a printer who 
seemed a likely candidate, and went down and had a chat. They showed me a magazine they 
made for someone else that was printed on newsprint, and was eight pages, and cost $172 
for 500 copies. That was a lot of money, but it was doable, but I still needed to find a 
distributor so I can get the magazine onto newsracks so people could buy it. 

8/14/79-Age 36 

I ran into Thomas, who had been an advertising student at Pro Arts. I spoke to him 
every few years, usually when I met him by chance on the street. Thomas was on a different 
spiritual plane than anyone I knew. He was different. He saw the world in a totally unique way. 
But unlike me, he functioned. He made a living, although he was not economically successful 
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the way most people think of the term. He was very, very weird. In a spiritual sort of way. I 
asked Thomas why some people, like me, had great difficulty in getting through life, and other 
people seemed to just breeze through it. He told me that those who were "successful" had to 
be. I asked him what he meant. "Look, Eliot, they're majoring in three dimensional reality. 
They have to succeed. If they don't they have to do it all over again until they get it right. I'm 
only auditing this course. It's not my major. I don't have to succeed. Others have to get it 
right." I really liked that answer. I decided that I, too, was just auditing. 



Thomas on a Sunday afternoon at the beach. 


8/19/79-Age 36 

It took me a few weeks to work up the courage to find the printer for the magazine, 
because I knew that they'd yell at me and laugh at me and tell me that I didn't know what I 
was doing and that I was stupid. It didn't turn out that way. I suppose that maybe they thought 
all those things, but wanted my money more than they wanted to ridicule me. It's been a few 
weeks now, and I still haven't been able to get up the courage to ask someone at a magazine 
rack if they could give me the telephone number of a distributor who might be interested in 
handling my magazine. I knew that the magazine wasn't going to look "slick", and that I 
wouldn't be able to find a distributor, but I was to scared to even get to the point of having a 
phone number to call. Today, after standing in front of a magazine rack for over an hour, trying 
to get the courage to ask the man for help, I forced myself to ask, "Do you know of any 
distributors who might be interested in handling a small art magazine?" The man said, "No." 

8/25/79-Age 36 

I went to another magazine rack, and stood again for an hour, and screwed up my 
courage, and asked a man if he knew of any distributors who might be interested in handling 
a small art magazine. He said, "Yes." I asked if he could give me their phone number, and he 
said he wasn't sure he should, but I kind of looked at him pleadingly, and he gave in, and 
gave me the number. Maybe someday I'll call. 

9/10/79-Age 36 

Besides not wanting to be laughed at, I remember Mistress Barbara telling me that her 
porno magazine was distributed by the mafia, and I thought that maybe all magazines were 
distributed by the mafia, and if I got involved with them, I might end up in real trouble. What if 
they made me deliver dope for them or something, and if I didn't, they'd kill me? 

The thought of putting out the magazine, and maybe making some money, kept 
entering my thoughts, so I called the number today, and spoke to a woman, and told her I 
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wanted to put out a small art magazine, and needed someone to distribute it. She asked me 
how many I wanted to distribute, and I said I didn't know, but I thought I'd have at most 500 
printed up. She said it didn't sound like it was going to be a big money maker for her, but she 
was interested in the arts, so I should drop by her place and talk to her. She said she and her 
husband worked out of their house, and she gave me directions. 

I went over, found the house, screwed up my courage and knocked on the screen door. 
A middle aged woman opened it. I told her who I was and she smiled and let me in and we 
talked about my magazine. I didn't have a sample to show her, but I did tell her how it would 
be printed, and that I wanted to put an issue out every two months. She asked me how much 
I wanted it to sell for. I said I thought $1, but I didn't know how much she was going to charge 
to distribute it. She said she took a percentage, and it varied, but for a small magazine like 
mine, it'd be fifty percent. I did some fast calculations. If the magazine cost me $200 for 500 
copies, and if I sold them for $1 each, I'd take in $500. If she took half of that, I'd have $250, 
less the $200 for the printing and associated costs, which would leave me all of $50 every two 
months. Not a lot of money. But, it'd be better than nothing, and maybe I could get some 
advertising revenue. 

She asked me when I wanted to put out the first issue, and I told her I have most of it 
done, but I needed a distributor before getting it printed, and she said when I had them, I 
should bring them over. 

Wow, I had a distributor. And she didn't laugh at me or make fun of me or yell at me 
and tell me I was stupid and my idea was stupid. But we didn't sign any papers or anything 
like that. As I drove home, I started thinking that maybe she was lying to me, and after I paid 
the money to have the magazine printed, she wouldn't take it, and never planned to take it, 
and then she'd laugh at me, and there wouldn't be anything I could do about it. 

9/28/79-Age 36 

I got the magazine printed. I wrote the entire eight pages, using a typewriter I borrowed 
from Ari. I just talked about my view of the art world. I gave my address for people to send 
letters and articles to. 

I was worried that the printers would take my 50% cash deposit, which took some 
doing for me to get, and not print the magazine and just keep my money, and there wouldn't 
be anything I could do about it. But when I went to pick up the magazines they were ready, 
and I gave the printers the remaining money. The magazines looked tacky. They weren't slick. 
They weren't Pro Arts. I felt kind of ashamed. It looked like something a kid would do. I 
thought that the distributors would look at them and laugh and tell me they looked like 
something a kid would do and that they wouldn't handle it, and I couldn't blame them if they 
did. 

But they didn't. They looked at the magazines, counted them, and then told me they'd 
start to put them out at "selected" magazine and bookstores where they thought artists might 
go. They said I should call them in a month to see how sales were going. I left, feeling pretty 
good, and decided that I should start writing the second edition, just in case not too many 
people sent me stuff. 

10/28/79-Age 36 

I've spent a lot of time writing the second issue. I had a hard time thinking up things to 
write about. I called the distributors today and they told me that only two had sold. I got a little 
depressed, but thought that maybe I should still try to put out another issue, because it might 
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take time for people to start to buy them. The distributors sounded like they would still put out 
my magazine, even though all they made was $1 so far. 

11/19/79-Age 36 

I had another luxury, besides books. Occasionally I'd buy some pornography. I still had 
S&M fantasies and interests, and needed some new material to help me fantasize when I 
jerked off. I hadn't been with a woman since Jennifer, and I hadn't been touched in a 
meaningful way since we broke up, and I was again feeling lonely and isolated. My S&M 
fantasies usually got stronger at these times, since the feeling of control, even if limited to 
sexual fantasy, was better than no control at all. 

I bought a correspondence magazine, mostly to look at the pictures of "real people" 
who advertised in them. I had no thoughts about trying to meet someone through the ads, but 
I found pictures of ordinary looking people who were into S&M a turn on, especially when 
compared to the paid models who posed for "spanking" magazines. 

Lo and behold, there was a picture of Amy. She was standing in front of one of Arthur's 
paintings. Arthur was one of my artist friends, and Amy was his girlfriend of a year's standing. 

I knew that she was into S&M. I don't know how I knew, but I did. It was the same way I knew 
the girl from France was into S&M. It was obvious. I once complimented Amy on the "slave" 
bracelet she wore. When I did, she stiffened, but she didn't say anything. Somehow I had 
developed radar tuned to women with interesting sexual interests. I didn't know that Arthur 
also had these interests. I guessed that my radar was for women only. 

2/12/80-Age 36 

I saw Ernest, my neighbor who sued people for a living, limping. He had a large 
bandage on the big toe of his right foot. I stopped in front of his apartment and asked him 
what had happened. He said that he went to his girlfriend's house on Sunday, and spotted a 
throw-away newspaper on the street. He walked over and picked it up, and then walked 
across the lawn to enter the apartment building. He was wearing his open toed sandals, and 
he tripped on an automatic sprinkler head in the grass, cutting his toe. He seemed quite 
happy with the situation. He just finished calling his attorney, and was now suing the building 
owner for causing the accident. I asked how the owner caused the accident, and Ernest said 
that his lawyer would think of something. I asked how much he was suing for, and Ernest said 
$4,000. The trick, he explained, was not to sue for too much. A $4,000 suit was simpler for an 
insurance company to pay then to fight. He would get about $2,500, and his lawyer would get 
$1,500, and the insurance company would feel that they got off easy, and everyone would be 
happy. True, it would take some time to get the money, which was why Ernest tried to have a 
couple of suits going at the same time. If he paced things out right, he could have a steady 
income. 

3/18/80-Age 36 

Ari had put me in touch with Robert, a friend of his who owned the apartment house Ari 
had moved into. Robert was in the process of converting the building into condominiums, 
which seems to be the rage these days. Robert was married, but he fooled around. His 
current girlfriend was a girl who recently appeared in Penthouse, or some magazine like that. 
He wanted to use her as a model for a brochure he was putting together for the condos, and 
needed a photographer to shoot it. 
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I hadn't shot anything for ages, but Ari told me I'd get paid $500, which was a fortune, 
so I jumped at the opportunity. I got the feeling after talking to Robert that he was more 
interested in keeping his model girlfriend happy, and that he really didn't care about the 
pictures, or at least, not as much as he cared about how happy she'd be doing modeling for a 
real job that didn't involve her taking her clothes off. I did an adequate job, delivered the 
pictures on time, and Robert wrote me a check on the spot. I felt good about getting paid, and 
about having done an adequate job after all this time, but I felt a little strange about being, as 
far as I could tell, the means for this guy to get to fuck the model. Oh well. 

4/4/80-Age 36 

I put out three issues of Artist's Forum, and sold a total of 9 magazines, and spent a 
small fortune putting them out, and only got one person to send me an article, which was 
really just a long letter to the editor, and I was running out of ideas of what to write, and the 
distributors, who were always nice to me, didn't seem to be very enthusiastic about handling 
my magazine. I decided to stop publishing the magazine. 

4/22/80-Age 36 

I decided that if I was going to make changes in my life, I had to start thinking positively 
about myself. To do that I had to first stop thinking that I was an asshole who deserved the life 
I was living. I realized that making jokes about myself, and permitting my friends to make 
jokes at my expense, was counter productive. I decided that both had to end. I planned to 
accomplish this in two stages. First, I would spend some time not putting myself down, which I 
knew would be difficult, since I was used to doing it, and because I did see myself as a 
laughable person. After I had succeeded in changing this about myself, I thought I'd ask my 
friends to lighten up on me. 

I was over at Jay's tonight and Phil, a sculptor, made me the butt of a joke. Instead of 
just keeping my mouth shut and working on not trying to come up with an even better 
putdown, I asked him not to make fun of me. I surprised myself at my unplanned 
assertiveness. He looked at me for a second, and then smiled and said, "Sure." About ten 
minutes later he did it again. I asked him to cut it out, and he just ignored me. A few minutes 
later I decided to leave. I was beginning to think that this place, or more accurately, these 
people, weren't good for my mental health. 

4/28/80-Age 36 

I went back to Jay's and there was a repeat of last week. This time I became more 
assertive, telling all that I really didn't like being talked to that way. The response was, "What's 
the matter, can't you take a joke?" I said, "I guess not," and got up and walked out. 

I realized a couple of things as I drove home. First, my friends really weren't at fault. 
They had been treating me this way for ten years, and I had unilaterally changed the rules of 
our relationship. Second, this was a repeat of high school. I wanted to change and become 
something else, and they, my artist friends, were acting like my high school classmates. I was 
in a "caste" of sorts. They had an image of me in their heads, and I couldn't change it. Based 
on my experience in high school, I realized that I would be wasting my time trying. The third 
thing I realized was that I was going to be lonely. Most of my artist friends met at Jay's or 
Jack's or wherever there was a lid of grass, and I just couldn't be around them anymore. A 
few, like Ace and Tailor and Jim, who didn't put me down and who I could see at their place, 
could be kept as friends. 
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5/15/80-Age 36 

I got a letter from Russia today. It was written in English. It was from some professor 
somewhere asking me if I could send him a copy of Artist's Forum. I wonder how he found out 
about it? Was this some kind of CIA scam trying to find out if I was a Commie or something 
and was trying to ship coded messages to spies? 

After giving this some thought, I wondered about writing a letter to the Russian 
government and asking them if they'd like to support an American anti-establishment art 
magazine. Maybe they could get some publicity out of it. The U.S. government wouldn't 
support me, but maybe the Russian government was interested in starving artists, and would. 

I decided that I would just pretend I didn't get the letter. I didn't want to get involved with 
the Russians. 

10/17/80-Age 37 

I had it. I couldn't take it any more. I wasn't living. I was, at best, barely existing. I would 
see Mercedes and Rolls Royces roll by and I'd get angry. Why was I so fucked up, and other 
people weren't? Why was I starving while other people were driving cars that cost what I 
could live on for 30 years. I realized that getting angry wasn't going to solve anything, and I 
also realized that in the past, getting angry made me feel better, but now I just felt angry. I 
couldn't stand the boredom, the routine, the monotony of my life. I couldn't stand getting older 
and not feeling as if I had accomplished anything. My spiritual and metaphysical readings 
may have made me feel a bit better, but they weren't helping me make changes in my life. My 
years with Dr. Leiberman, discussing my unresolved Oedipus complex, hadn't seemed to 
prepare me for my adult life. My time with Linda the shrink, who I hadn't seen since I took the 
CETA job, focused on my feelings, but that hadn't done anything to change my life. I wasn't 
seeing most of my friends, which made me even more isolated than I had been. I hadn't been 
laid in l-don't-know-how-long, and since most of the women I knew were gay, it didn't seem 
likely that I would get laid any time soon. I was, as far as I could tell, exactly the same as I 
was ten years ago, with the single exception that I no longer felt the terror on an ongoing 
basis. It was always just under the surface, and sometimes it broke through, usually when 
rent was due and I didn't have the money to pay it, and I knew I'd be out on the street again. I 
ate at El Carmine a lot, because I didn't have enough money to feed myself. Sometimes my 
refrigerator didn't even have white bread in it. I still had to call home and ask, if not actually 
beg, for money. At best, I no longer hit deep depressions and sobbed uncontrollably and felt 
totally hopeless, and that was a blessing, but the rest of my life had remained remarkably the 
same for years, and I saw that it would remain so for the rest of my life. Unless I did 
something about it. 

I was sitting on a convertible couch someone had given me, looking at the door of my 
seedy apartment, and I said to myself, "I'm 37 years old, and I don't have enough money to 
pay the rent for that door!" I didn't want to go on this way. I couldn't go on this way. 

I started thinking about what I'd like to do with my life. I thought that since I was so old, 
I'd never find a woman who loved me, and so a normal family life was out. The best I could 
hope for would be finding some kind of a job that I liked, and go to work like a normal person, 
and then come home to a studio the job paid for, and do my art work. The only training I had 
was in photography, but I didn't feel that I could function in that profession. It involved selling 
myself, and I still felt that I couldn't convince anyone of anything. How could I convince 
someone to use my services? And if I did get an assignment, I would have to deal with the 
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rejection that I knew would follow. I knew I'd fail. I knew the client wouldn't like my work. Just 
sitting and thinking about this brought my dad's voice into my head telling me that I was a 
nothing and never would amount to anything. If I were a stronger person, if I could prove my 
dad wrong, if I wasn't such a loser, if I had something unique to offer, if I just wasn't me, if... 

Listening to the radio today I heard a public service announcement that said that there 
were only two weeks left to sign up for classes at Cal. State University, Los Angeles. I said to 
myself, "Big fucking deal." The announcer went on to say that college loans in the amount of 
$2,000 were available. I shouted out loud, "There is a God!" I could live a year on $2,000. I 
could go back to college. I might be the oldest student on campus, but I would be a student. 

I'd have an identity. If someone asked me what I did, I could say, "I go to college." Now, I just 
mumbled that I didn't do much of anything. 

If I was going to go to college, and get the $2,000, I'd have to study something. I tried 
to think of what to study. Besides my artwork, I wasn't really interested in anything. I realized 
that doing art was really a form of masturbation. Creating art made artists feel good. But it 
wasn't a way to make a living. What I needed was a job or profession that would make me 
enough money to live like a normal person, and give me enough time to do my art. But, the 
question remained, what should, or could, I do. I thought for a while and decided that I did 
have two other interests besides art. One was computers, and the other was psychology. I 
didn't know anything about computers, except that I liked them. I wasn't intimated by those 
machines that were beginning to change society. But most computer jobs I saw advertised in 
newspapers were for computer operators or programmers. The thought of sitting in a sterile 
air conditioned room pressing buttons on a keyboard for eight hours a day turned me off. 
Besides, you had to be smart to learn about computers, and I wasn't. I decided that although 
computers may be the coming thing, they weren't for me. 

Psychology, on the other hand, seemed attractive. True, I was crazy, and I probably 
would get "culled" from any college program as being too crazed to be a psychologist. But I 
might manage to slip through, and I probably wouldn't have much trouble learning psychology. 
After all, I thought, I had logged many hours talking to shrinks, and what they did didn't seem 
to be all that taxing. I felt I could say, "And how did you feel about that?" with the best of them. 

I could get a job somewhere, or possibly even have my own practice, and be able to arrange 
my own hours to suit myself, and eke out a living. I didn't see myself as a Beverly Hills or Park 
Avenue shrink charging an arm and a leg to say, "And how did you feel about that?" but rather 
someone who worked with poor people or with starving artists. 

There was a very different reason to study psychology. Maybe I could find out what 
was wrong with me. I had mixed feelings about the benefits of psychology. I felt that speaking 
to someone was better than being isolated, and that shrinks could help point out the obvious 
to the patient, but I didn't believe that therapy could work miracles, since I had seen two very 
different types of therapists and I was not exactly a poster boy for the success of the 
profession. But maybe there were things I could discover, and in a sense, become my own 
shrink. I reasoned that I probably could do as good a job as the shrinks I had seen. 
Psychology, and student loans, would be it. Now I had to find out how to go about getting into 
college. 

1/19/81-Age 37 

The fact that I managed to enroll meant that I had to be less crazy than I had been. I 
found that almost everything I was told about the admissions procedure was wrong. In the 
past I would have taken the misinformation as further proof that the world was in a conspiracy 
against me, but now I just reasoned that the people I was dealing with at the college were 
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idiots. I had to put off paying until the last day, because I had to wait for Mother to send tuition 
money. She seemed happy that I was doing something, anything, but I think she would have 
been happier if I had gotten a job. Tuition was $36 per unit per quarter, and I was taking a full 
load of 16 units, so Mother had to cough up $576. 

After I had my official enrollment forms and receipts, I made my way to the financial 
assistance office, and filled out some more forms. A woman took me into a room, looked over 
my application, and asked why I was applying so late. I told her I didn't know I was applying 
late. Possibly she thought that I had started school in September, and didn't realize that I was 
just starting now. She then frowned and told me that I didn't qualify. She said that since I 
already had a bachelor's degree, I couldn't get financial aid for another one. Instead of going 
berserk and strangling her, I looked her in the eye and said, "Please show me that rule in 
writing." She said okay, fine, and got out a large rule book and thumbed through it for a few 
seconds, and then handed me the appropriate page. I read it. I interpreted the paragraphs on 
the page differently than she did. I told her how I read the material, and asked her to point out 
what I was getting wrong. She looked at the material, and then said, "Yes, I see how this is 
ambiguous. Viewing it your way, you do qualify. I'll put your application through, but someone 
else may challenge it." I signed some papers, and asked when I would get money. She said 
that if everything did go all right, it would be at least ten weeks. If my application was going to 
be disallowed, they would contact me. In this case, no news would be good news. 

1/22/81-Age 37 

Classes started. I was taking Introductory Psychology, Introductory Physiological 
Psychology, Logic, and Introductory Statistics for Psychology. All of these classes were 
required by the psychology department for a B.A. I was waiting for the course work for my 
B.F.A. in photography to be evaluated to see what general education credits I could transfer. I 
found that since I had a bachelor's degree, I was admitted as a graduate student, and so I 
wouldn't have to take most of the required general education courses, which meant that I 
could concentrate on psychology. 

The first day of classes I got really scared. Not the terror, but normal fright. I was going 
back to college at the age of 37, fast pushing 38, and as everyone knows, brain cells start 
dying after 25. Not only was my brain deteriorating, but I didn't have a particularly good track 
record as a student. I had flunked French and Chemistry in High School, I flunked out of City 
College in New York, and my grade point average at Pro Arts was mediocre, and the only 
reason I wasn't thrown out was because I cheated in Morris' class. How could I have thought 
of going back to school? I really was crazy. I knew that I would flunk out. I saw that 
inevitability as another humiliation in life that I'd have to carry with me. 

I found my classes and sat in the first row in each. I knew I couldn't sit in the back and 
get distracted. I had to focus all my attention on the professors. I had carried all my books 
with me, which cost about $100, but soon learned that in a real college like this, bringing 
books to class wasn't necessary. Books were for homework, while class was for lecture. 

2/2/81-Age 37 

I had been attending college for two weeks, and hadn't spoken to another soul out of 
class. I thought that I would be the only person to go through the entire degree course-work 
and never speak to another person except in class. Just as I finished that thought, a woman 
came up to me and asked if I was in her introductory psychology class. I told her I didn't know, 
since I sat in the front row and didn't look behind me much. But even if I sat in the back, I 
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probably wouldn't have recognized her, or remembered her name if she had told it to me. She 
went on her way and I thought that I might meet people if they came up to me, but I was much 
to shy, or scared of rejection, or fearful of sadistic people, to approach someone. 

2/11/81-Age 37 

I thought that I would be the oldest student on campus, and would be discriminated 
against because of my age by the other, younger students. I found that I was wrong. I wasn't 
the oldest by far, and there seemed to be many students in their late twenties and early 
thirties. This made me feel more comfortable about being in school. 

I found a cafeteria that was located in the same building as the psychology department, 
and started using it as a study hall. I didn't have enough money to eat, but I could afford the 
relatively inexpensive coffee, so I would sit in the cafeteria, drink coffee, smoke cigarettes, 
and study and study and study. I was determined that if I flunked out, it wouldn't be because I 
didn't read the assignments. The only academic success I had was when I had read the 
assignments in Mr. Polanski's history class in high school. Besides, I enjoyed the material I 
was reading. I didn't understand most of it, but I enjoyed reading it. 

Sometimes other students recognized me as I read and would nod as they walked to 
their table, and occasionally one would stop and ask a question about something that was 
said in a class, and we'd talk for a short time, and then they'd move on. I wasn't making 
friends, but I was getting used to talking to strangers. It wasn't easy, but since we had 
something in common, it wasn't all that difficult, either. 

2/14/81-Age 37 

There was only one woman in my introductory psychology lab class. This course was 
designed to compliment the introductory psychology class, and introduced the students to 
some basic equipment and methods used in psychological research. I had observed that 
there seemed to be slightly more women taking psychology classes than men, but in this 
particular one credit lab course there was only one woman. She was about 22, and the other 
guys were circling around her like sharks getting ready for the kill. They would have been 
circling even if other women had been in the class, because she was drop dead beautiful. 

She looked like she should have been on some movie set, or in a photographer's studio, if not 
on a yacht in the Mediterranean. She dismissed all the attempts by the other students to get 
to know her. I, too, went over to say hello, and she dismissed me as well. I took it personally, 
but I didn't get angry. I just assumed that one of the customs was that old men like me 
shouldn't talk to young women. 

2/25/81-Age 37 

I was having great difficulty understanding the material in my physiological psychology 
class. The text book was less than 200 pages, and each chapter ran only fifteen pages or so, 
but it seemed that each word in the text had a highly specialized meaning, and I didn't 
understand what the words meant. I went to the professor after class and told him that I had 
read some of the chapters seven or eight times, and I still didn't understand them. The 
professor, Dr. Warner, told me that he had selected the text because it was short, and so, he 
thought, it would not be intimidating. I told him I'd rather have a big fat book that used baby 
language. He told me that psychology was nothing more than a specialized language, and 
that I should try to learn the language by building my psychology vocabulary. He told me to 
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find other students and "talk psychology", and to go to the library and look up a subject of 
interest in the "abstracts", and read about something in psychology that interested me. I didn't 
know what the abstracts were, but made a mental note to go to the library and find out. 

3/10/81-Age 37 

I was becoming popular. Or if not popular, in demand. Students would stop by my table 
in the cafeteria and ask me questions about classes we were in, or about questions I asked 
the professor that they were too embarrassed or intimated to ask. Instead of just standing 
next to me, people were beginning to sit down for a few minutes. I was too scared to 
approach other students, but I had no problem if they approached me. I felt that if I 
approached them, they might reject me in some way. I was afraid they might say, "Go away, 
I'm not interested in talking to you," but if they sought me out, there was no fear of rejection. It 
was safest to just sit and wait for someone to come by. This was kind of like waiting for a girl 
to say “Take me, I'm yours” instead of my making the first move. 

4/20/81-Age 37 

The quarter ended. The university sent official grades to students in the mail, but it took 
a month after the quarter ended to get them. Most professors pinned the grades for their 
classes on their office doors. All of my professors posted the grades for their classes, and I 
made the rounds of the offices. It turned out that I got three A's and one B. I had a number of 
different feelings about my grades. I felt I was stupid for getting a B, and I didn't pat myself on 
the back for the A's. But I also felt more secure. It seemed that I wasn't going to flunk out, at 
least not right away. The A's would serve as insurance against the lower grades I knew I'd get 
once I started taking the harder courses. The B was in symbolic logic, and I told myself that it 
was the highest grade I'd ever gotten in a math course in my life, so I should count my 
blessings and do my best to avoid courses in the "hard sciences," such as chemistry, physics 
and biology. 

This might be easier said than done. I was still waiting for my transfer courses from Pro 
Arts to be evaluated, and I didn't know how many of the Mickey Mouse science courses 
designed for art students that I had taken at Pro Arts I would be given credit for. Even if I were 
given credit for all of them, I found out that I'd still have to take at least one more science 
course, which worried me. 

According to the rules of the psychology department, I was supposed to find a 
professor to act as my adviser. I put this off, because I learned that an adviser had a lot of 
control over the courses the student took. One psychology professor, for example, insisted 
that the students he advised take two years of a foreign language, which was not a 
requirement of the department. Once a student had chosen an adviser, it was very difficult to 
switch to another. It was sort of a marriage with almost no possibility for a divorce. I realized 
that I needed to choose an adviser very carefully, and decided to put it off as long as possible. 

I read the university manual and the rules of the psychology department over and over again, 
and decided that there was not a definite time to choose an adviser, just a recommendation 
that it be done soon. I decided to give a lot of thought to what "soon" meant. 

4/28/81-Age 37 

It was time to fill out the forms for financial aid for the school year starting next 
September. I had received my college loan, and it was for the entire $2,000 I applied for. 
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Apparently, college loans were for an entire academic year, and were paid out in installments 
throughout the nine months of the school year, with no installments being made during the 
summer. Since I started school in January, and since my loan for the entire school year wasn't 
processed until March, I was given all the money in the final installment. I was rich. Rich 
beyond my dreams. This wasn't going to be bad at all. I was studying something I had an 
interest in, and getting paid to do it. True, I'd have to repay the loan, but I'd worry about that 
later. And I was meeting people, or at least those people who stopped by my cafeteria table. 
And I was getting reasonably good grades, and not flunking out. I was still a little crazy, I 
thought, but no one knew it. Or if they did, it didn't seem to bother them. All I had to do was try 
not to act crazy, and I'd be able to fool them. 

5/13/81-Age 37 

It seemed that I had become the equivalent of a jail house lawyer. Students now lined 
up to ask me for advice about getting around the rules, or to find out what the rules were, or 
how to get the bureaucracy to follow those rules which they preferred to ignore. I had taken 
the time to read, numerous times, all the rules applying to the University, the College of Arts 
and Sciences, and the Department of Psychology. This is easy to understand. The world may 
have kept the rules of life hidden from me, but the rules of the University were published, and 
available to anyone who wanted to take the time to read them. I was in heaven reading the 
rules. It was almost as much fun as reading pornography. I knew exactly what I could and 
couldn't do, and why, and how to get around any of the rules I didn't like. I didn't understand 
why the other students didn't read the rules for themselves. 

I found that I went overboard when I told students exactly which forms to file, and in 
what order, and other information I thought important to solve their problems. It might only 
take a minute to tell them what they needed to know, but I spent another nine minutes trying 
to persuade them to do exactly what I told them to do. I suspected that I just didn't believe 
that they would believe me, and so I had to give them a hard sell. Today someone dropped by 
my table in the cafeteria to thank me for some good advice I had given him a week ago. That 
made me feel good. Really good. 

6/24/81-Age 38 

I'd been feeling tired for a while, and I also had strange cold symptoms. I'd have a sore 
throat for half an hour, then a runny nose for an hour, then a sore throat for twenty minutes, 
then a stuffy nose for an hour and a half. The tiredness wasn't normal either. It was more like 
a weariness, almost an exhaustion. At first I didn't give it too much thought, but when the 
symptoms got worse, I decided to see a doctor. 

I called the doctor who got me the CETA job, and he told me to come in and see him. 
He did a fast exam, took some blood, and told me that I had the classic symptoms of a virus. 

If it turned out to be a virus, he couldn't do anything for me. He told me to call back today for 
the results of the blood tests. 

I called this afternoon and he told me that the tests only showed that the virus had 
caused some liver damage, and then he told me again that the virus would go away when it 
wanted to. I felt like I was getting the bum's rush, which I probably was, since I wasn't paying 
for his services. I was concerned about the "liver damage" that he didn't say much about, but I 
decided that if I were about to die he'd probably act more concerned. 
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9/22/81-Age 38 

My popularity had increased even further. It was almost as if I was holding court. Not 
only did people come over to find out how to manipulate the bureaucracy, but now a number 
of women dropped by just to talk. They ranged in age from their early twenties to their forties. 
They liked talking to me because I listened to what they had to say. Most people, men and 
women, talk, but do little listening. I was happy to listen to them. It was practice for being a 
shrink. I'd often say, "And how did you feel about that?" and they'd go on talking for another 
ten minutes. Although Eliot was going to college, Hugo was making his presence known. 

I found that almost all these women had one thing in common. It seemed that they all 
had the same boyfriend. At least, they all had the same complaints about their boyfriends. 
Their boyfriends didn't listen to them, didn't talk to them, went out with the boys and didn't 
spend time with them, weren't thoughtful, didn't remember birthdays, or holidays, and seemed 
totally insensitive to their emotional and sexual needs. It was usual, after telling me of their 
relationship problems, and often ending with, "He's such and asshole," for the women to say, 
"I've got to run home and make him a chocolate souffle for desert." 

I didn't understand why they were running home to make a chocolate souffle for desert 
if he was such an asshole, nor did I understand why these women seemed interested in these 
other men and not in me. I was, I thought, "one of the girls," if not an outright eunuch. I was 
sympathetic, let them talk, gave them, to some degree, what they were missing from their 
lovers, and then they'd go home and fuck. I'd go home and study, and possibly jerk off. 

I did get one benefit from talking to all these people. They kept me awake. My virus 
was getting worse. I felt drained almost all the time. I would come awake in class, and when 
talking to others, but otherwise I'd be extremely tired. I decided that class and talking to others 
kept my adrenaline high, which in turn kept me alert. 

9/27/81-Age 38 

I got my official grades from the university for the summer quarter. I already knew my 
grades because I checked the postings, but it was good to get the official notification of my 
four A's. 

10/5/81-Age 38 

I was still holding court, and if anything, I was becoming even more popular. People 
would stop me in hallways and ask me questions, or come up to me in the cafeteria and 
introduce themselves and tell me that someone recommended that they have a chat with me 
about their problem. 

Women still sat with me and told me of the problems they were having with their 
boyfriends. Some asked me questions about sex, or what they should do when their 
boyfriends wanted to do something they didn't, and some just complained. I would catch 
myself glancing down at my lap to make sure I still had a cock. I got the idea from these 
women that I didn't. I would look concerned about their situations, and ask, "How did you feel 
about that?" and they would vent. Venting, I had learned from one of my classes, is 
psychobabble for blowing off emotional steam. Today I started thinking that I was serving a 
purpose for all these people, but I didn't have anyone I could vent with. If I were a shrink, at 
least I'd be getting paid. 


10/12/81-Age 38 
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One of the women I regularly spoke with was Janet. Unlike the other women who were 
in bad relationships and, for whatever reasons, wanted to stay in them, Janet was in a bad 
relationship she wanted to get out of. She was in her late 30's, was a borderline anorexic, was 
married, and hated her husband. She was afraid to leave him because she had two children 
and he was her sole source of support. She wanted to finish her B.A. and then go to graduate 
school and become a shrink. Each time I saw her she looked more depressed than before. I 
mean really depressed. Instead of just saying, "And how did you feel about that?" I tried to 
point out that she did have options. She could leave him, find a roommate, get a part time job 
and financial aid, and take a little longer to accomplish her goal. Janet seemed to prefer to be 
supported and be depressed. We had our usual conversation again today. She thanked me 
for my support, and left to sit by herself and mope. 

Bill stopped by to bullshit. I didn't discriminate. I talked to men as well as women. But 
the men usually wanted to either talk about not getting laid or about sports. I couldn't be much 
help with the former, since I wasn't doing well in that area myself. As for the latter, I had no 
interest in sports, and I didn't want to try to fake a conversation about it. My non-interest in 
sports, I knew, was based on my unhappy camp days. The other guys wanted to idolize David 
Jackal, and assholes like him, and I didn't even want to know that they existed. I told Bill I 
wasn't interested in how the Rams were doing, and he soon left. 

11/5/81-Age 38 

I noticed today that Dr. Warner had changed the textbook for his introductory 
physiological psychology course. It was big and fat and had a lot of pictures and itty bitty little 
words. It was perfect. I was amazed that a mere student could actually influence a professor, 
and I was even more amazed that I had managed to convince someone of something. 

11/19/81-Age 38 

My virus didn't seem to be going away. On weekends I'd sleep for 12 hours, and I'd 
wake up as tired as when I fell asleep. I decided to go to the student health services. Today I 
saw a pimply faced doctor who listened to me as I told him my symptoms, and then, without 
examining me, he told me that the problem was psychological, and not medical. "You're 
worried about your grades, huh?" he told me. "No," I replied, "I'm running an A average." 
"Well," he said, "that's your problem. You're studying too much. Try to relax." On his desk was 
a big, fat book titled "Psychiatry." I looked at the pimply faced kid and decided that he was an 
idiot. I thanked him for his advice and left, feeling more tired than when I went in. 

12/2/81-Age 38 

My official grades for the fall quarter arrived today. Another four A's. This was getting 
routine. But I wasn't getting jaded. I was now enjoying the feel of academic success. 

12/10/81-Age 38 

I was taking a psychology course in human sexuality. I noticed that the teacher, Dr. 
Evers, discussed homosexuality in the gentlest of terms, trying not to offend any homosexuals 
who might be in the class. When he discussed sadomasochism, he made it seem very 
laughable, and the class did laugh a number of times. I realized that the gay liberation 
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movement, and the growing numbers of gays who were out of the closet on campus, made it 
wise for the professor to tiptoe around the subject of homosexuality. If he didn't, he might 
have had his office picketed by a group of angry gays, and he might have gotten into all kinds 
of trouble with the administration. But sadomasochists didn't have political power, and so they 
were okay to make fun of. I didn't appreciate this. 

12/15/81-Age 38 

I was now getting my college loan in installments, which meant that I'd get about $600 
every three months. This wasn't anywhere near as great as getting $2,000 all at one time, but 
it wasn't all that bad. I could survive, although I did have to call home every now and then and 
beg for money. 

I called home today. Mother and dad were out, but Maude answered the phone. I 
hadn't spoken to her in years. I tried to sound cheerful, but I got the impression she really 
didn't want to talk to me. I felt like I was getting the cold shoulder. I did take the opportunity to 
ask her why she was being so hard on Mother. She said, "That bitch! You know her. If you're 
not mean to her first, then she'll be mean to you. You can't give her an inch." I said, "Okay," 
and we hung up. 

1/17/82-Age 38 

My illness wasn't getting better, and all I got from doctors was that I had a virus that 
would go away when it wanted to, and not before, or that I had a psychosomatic illness. I 
started thinking that maybe I had something serious that was going to kill me. Sometimes I 
really did feel as if I was going to die, but then I'd have two or three days when I'd just feel 
sick, which was a great improvement, and I stopped worrying. I learned I could function if I 
kept my concentration on school, and would sleep the sleep of the dead as soon as I stopped 
being intense. 

1/18/82-Age 38 

I decided to go to the library and ask about the "abstracts" today. The librarian took me 
to a long row of thick books, and showed me how to use them. The books were arranged by 
year, each year sometimes split into multiple volumes. Each book contained listings of all the 
published papers in psychology for that year, listed in really tiny type. Just the names of 
zillions of articles, followed by some kind of cryptic code. The code referred to still other 
volumes which contained a brief description of the article, and in what journal it was 
published. After getting that information, I was to go to the stacks of journals and find the 
complete article. 

I didn't know what to look up, but the professor, Dr. Werner, told me it would be a good 
idea to pick a subject and read about it, just to familiarize myself with psychobabble. I decided 
to look up schizophrenia, one of the few subjects I could think of. There were three pages of 
two column 6 point type listing the articles published for the year 1979, the most current year 
abstract in the library. There had to be two or three hundred articles. I knew that there was no 
way I could ever read all of them, and that was only for 1979. What about 1978, and 1977? I 
decided to turn to "paranoia", another term I knew, hoping that there would be fewer articles in 
that category, and there were. Instead of three pages listing articles, there were only two and 
a half. Again, I realized that there was too much for me to get through. This wasn't turning out 
to be a great idea. 
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While turning from schizophrenia to paranoia, I saw other subjects listed, but the one 
that caught my eye was "sadomasochism". It had only one article under that heading. I turned 
back to sadomasochism, checked to see that there was only one article, and then decided to 
check the 1978 index to see how many articles on S&M were published that year. None. I 
looked back 10 years, and found seven articles. Seven articles seemed do-able. I thought that 
when I had some time, I'd look them up. 

1/19/82-Age 38 

I was taking a biology course this quarter. I knew I wouldn't do well in it, but I had to 
take it to get my B.A. On the first day of class I saw the drop dead beautiful girl who was in my 
psychology lab course. She saw me too. She smiled, seemed glad to see me, and beckoned 
me over. She introduced me to one of her girlfriends, who was also about 23, and then she 
asked me to sit with them. I did. After class we left the large auditorium together and stopped 
to have a cigarette. We had a pleasant talk. 

1/21/82-Age 38 

It turned out that the three of us had the same biology lab. The girl, whose name I was 
beginning to think was Beth, waved to me when I came into the room, and motioned for me to 
join her and her girlfriend, whose name I couldn't remember. I went over to them. I'm glad I 
did. I wasn't very good at giving ether to fruit flies and identifying the nubby winged ones from 
the straight winged ones. Beth and her friend were, so I let them do the work and I watched. A 
few minutes after the class started I had the thought that I left my car lights on. I knew this 
was a mild paranoid like/obsessive attack, which had replaced my more constant paranoia 
about a year ago. I'd be certain that I left the door to my apartment open, which wouldn't have 
been a big deal, since I had nothing to steal, but I would worry all day. Or it would be 
something else. Anything that would make me feel uncomfortable and worried, and vulnerable 
to the whims of the world. 

I told the girls that I thought I left my car lights on, and I probably didn't but I had to go 
and check, and then I ran to the car, satisfied myself that the lights were off, and then I ran 
back to class. The round trip took about fifteen minutes, and I was tired, both from my virus 
and from the trip. While I was gone Beth had entered the appropriate notes about their 
observations of fruit flies in my notebook. 

2/3/82-Age 38 

I was not only becoming popular with students, but also with professors. I was really 
interested in the subjects I was taking, and professors were starved for students who had an 
interest in what they taught. Most of the students at Cal State were trying to get a college 
degree so they could get a good job and move up the socioeconomic ladder. Only a handful 
were actually interested in learning. I was interested in learning, and that, combined with my 
age, which was closer to those of the professors than to many of the students, gave me easy 
entry to their offices. All professors kept office hours, and most at Cal State left their door 
open even when they didn't. This was either for ventilation, or to invite students who were 
passing by to drop in, or, in some cases, just to leer at the passing 20 year old girls. 

I invited myself into some professors offices and asked questions about psychology in 
general, and about their courses in particular. Soon I started going to professors offices as a 
routine way to spend some of my day, and I spent a little less time holding court in the 
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cafeteria. Today I used a professor's phone to call a friend. In front of the professor. He didn't 
seem to mind. 

2/12/82-Age 38 

The biology class went on a field trip to the zoo. I felt very silly going on a class trip to 
the zoo, at the age of 38, but I figured I should lest I miss something that would appear on a 
test. This wasn't my usual attitude toward class, but biology, and other "hard sciences" weren't 
for me. I was running a low B average in biology, and was generally lost. 

Beth asked a girlfriend who wasn't a student to join us, and she made a point to 
introduce her to me. Beth, her girlfriend Phyllis, her classmate whose name I learned was 
Toby, and I stayed together most of the time, but I felt uncomfortable tagging along with three 
young girls. When it was time to leave, Beth invited me to come to her place, along with her 
girlfriends. I told her thanks, but no thanks, but she insisted, and I finally gave in. I didn't have 
anything better to do, and maybe she'd have something to eat. I went, sat around for a while, 
was pretty bored, wasn't fed, so I said goodbye and left. It was nice being invited, but I 
needed people closer to my own age to make friends with. 

2/16/82-Age 38 

I spoke to mother today. She told me that the apartment building was becoming a 
condominium, and that they'd have to come up with $35,000 in two months or be forced to 
move. She didn't know what to do. 

2/18/82-Age 38 

I was also taking an experimental psychology course. It was given in two sections, 
spread over two quarters, with each section worth six credits. Most classes were worth four 
credits, but experimental psych was a ball buster, and so was worth more credits. I had found 
out that it was recommended that this course be taken with only one other course, because of 
the time it consumed. This was a light quarter as far as credits were concerned, with biology, 
the biology lab, and experimental psychology being my only courses. I had been making rapid 
progress toward completion of my B.A., and slowing down this quarter was annoying. 

The professor for the first section of experimental psychology was a world known 
psychologist in the area of comparative psychology, which uses the study of animals as 
analogs to humans. While she may have been a world class psychologist, she ran her class 
as if it were the first grade. She had us sit in groups and work in groups and I kept expecting 
her to put blunt pointed scissors and a pot of paste on the table and tell us to make paper 
cutouts. Today I had to force myself to go to class, which, with the exception of bad virus 
days, was the first time that had happened with a psychology course since I started school. 

3/26/82-Age 38 

The biology class went on another field trip, this time to explore native Southern 
California plants, and I got a first hand closeup look at the relationships between plants and 
soil and temperature. I couldn't have cared less. Beth was in seventh heaven. She invited me 
over for coffee after the field trip ended, and I decided to go. 

We got to her place around five in the afternoon. She drove her four year old VW rabbit 
and I followed her in my eight year old Toyota. She lived in the top half of a converted single 
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family house. The owners had built an outside staircase to the second floor, and divided the 
two top floor rooms into two one room apartments, suitable for starving students. Beth had 
one large room with a tiny kitchen and large bathroom. She made some coffee and we sat 
down on her couch and started to talk. 

This was the first time I had been alone with her, and the first time we had a 
conversation about things other than class or school. Beth told me that she worked about 
thirty hours a week, managing an antique store, to put herself through school. She took 
sixteen units each quarter, and was running a straight A average. She was a militant feminist. 
She had taken every Women's Studies course given, and was a walking fact sheet on the 
horrors of patriarchal societies, and of the inequities of being female in a male dominated 
society. She sounded trapped, hopeless, as if her life was over because she was born female. 
I tried to tell her that she was not powerless, and that she had options, but this didn't fit in with 
her world view, so I didn't push my ideas. For all I knew, the way she saw the world was 
correct. Whether it was or not, I didn't want to see her sad, and she was. She asked some 
questions about me, and I was a little vague in my answers. We talked until one at night. Just 
the two of us. 

In the eight hours I spent with her I began to see a different person than the 23 year old 
girl I had thought of her as being. For one thing, it was clear that she was very bright. She had 
read widely, and had a view of the world different from anyone I had ever spoken with. She 
also had the slightest of English accents, but I didn't ask her about that. Besides being very 
bright, she seemed kind, gentle, and nice. She only seemed to show anger when she got into 
her militant feminist mode. Besides that, she was the type of person who had nice things to 
say about others, who tried to see different sides of an argument, who was capable of 
listening and talking, who cared about people, and who even seemed to care about me. 

Besides being kind and gentle and bright, she was drop dead beautiful. I always knew 
this, but sitting with her alone, without people walking by and talking and interrupting my train 
of thought, she looked even better than she had in the past. She was about 57", which was 
about an inch taller than me, and she had a perfect figure, except for her tits, which were a 
little on the large size. And she had long red hair and freckles. 

4/6/82-Age 38 

The quarter was over and I had managed to live through both classes. I was just about 
out of money, but some would come through with my last installment of my student loan in a 
few weeks. I slept for about ten days, mostly the sick kind of sleep. I felt better being in class 
than being home. Classes started today and it was good being back in school. 

4/16/82-Age 38 

I was taking the second of the two required experimental psychology classes, and I 
was beginning to feel abused. I wasn't alone. Most students enter the psychology department 
with the intention of becoming a shrink. During course work, the students are exposed to 
different disciplines within the field of psychology, most of which the students didn't know 
existed. It turned out that clinical psychology, which is what most people think of as 
psychology, is a very small area of psychology, but the one that gets the most public notice. 
Other areas, such as Sensation & Perception, which investigates how people create their 
reality, or Physiological Psychology, which investigates how the brain works and mediates 
such areas as hunger, thirst, aggression, etc., are the less glamorous and more academic 
areas that make up the bulk of what is studied in psychology. Being forced to take courses in 
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areas other than clinical psychology was usually resisted by students who had every intention 
of becoming shrinks. The problem was that the material covered in these non clinical classes 
cannot easily be related to clinical psychology. The student found himself taking difficult 
classes without knowing exactly why, and so the feeling of abuse would begin to materialize. 
My low threshold for abuse reached its limit early into the second experimental course. The 
professor, Dr. Biker, let it be known that he felt that clinical psychology was akin to Voodoo, 
and shouldn't be considered a part of psychology. He felt that clinical psychology gave the 
field of psychology a bad name. 



Noticing my bad attitude toward his class, which I did nothing to hide, he casually 
called me over and asked about my background. I told him I had a degree in photography, 
and was planning to go into clinical. He told me that in a room down the hall there was a 
TScope, which, he explained, was a slide projector with an electronic shutter that was used to 
flash images for very brief periods of time on a screen. It was widely used in experimental 
psychology. He suggested that I go and become familiar with how it worked. 

I did. It was like using a piece of photographic equipment. I had fun playing with it. He 
may have frowned on clinical psychology, but he was a master psychologist, or at least a 
master manipulator, someone Machiavelli would have been proud of. He had me hooked, and 
he knew it. 

4/24/82-Age 38 

Beth called tonight and asked me if I wanted to come over and spend some time with 
her. I liked her, but still thought she was too young to be around. Not because she acted 
young. She didn't. She acted like a fully matured woman. It was just that she was 23 and I 
was 38 and I didn't feel comfortable. It was almost as if I was worried what people would say 
about an old man like me spending time talking to a young girl like her. 

I went over around eight, after I finished my homework, and we talked until midnight, 
when she started to fall asleep. I got up and kissed her on her cheek and drove the twenty 
minutes back to my room. 

5/8/82-Age 38 

I had been seeing Beth almost every night after I finished my homework. Beth did her 
homework at work. Antique shops aren't busy much of the day. Tonight I summoned up my 
courage and suggested that we sleep together. Beth was shocked. She just wanted to be 
friends. I got really pissed. At first at her. I thought that she had been leading me on, just to 
make fun of me when I took the bait, but then I got angry at myself for being so stupid to think 
that I could read a woman's cues correctly. I kept thinking that every fucking woman I knew 
wanted to be my friend, and wanted to tell me their inner most secrets, but didn't want to 
sleep with me. I thought that she sent out signals that she really liked me, and she did like 
me, but not in that way. I had it with women. I told Beth I had it with women, and left. 
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5/9/82-Age 38 

I was feeling virus-tired at school, so decided to go to the library and occupy my mind, 
hoping that the concentration would help make me feel better. Today I spent an hour and a 
half finding the articles on S&M I had located in the abstracts some time ago, and I made 
photocopies of them, which cost me money I didn't really want to spend. With photocopies, I 
can read them whenever I have the time, and when I'm feeling better. 

5/20/82-Age 39 

My telephone hadn't rung for two weeks. I paid the bill at the phone company office on 
the last day before it was due to be shut off, which wasn't unusual for me. I decided to pick 
the phone up and see if it was working, and I found it wasn't. Apparently my payment wasn't 
credited, or something else went wrong, and they shut the phone off. This didn't bother me 
much, since I was so busy working on assignments for Biker's class that I didn't miss the 
phone at all, and few people ever called me anyway. However, I was paying for it and it wasn't 
working, so I decided to stop off at the phone company office and bring my receipt and tell 
them to fix their mistake. 

When I got home this evening the telephone rang. It was Beth. She was a trifle upset. 
She said that she had been trying to reach me for two weeks, and she was angry that I was 
avoiding her by not answering the phone. I told her I wasn't avoiding her, and that the phone 
had been shut off by mistake. She asked me if I would come over. I told her I wasn't really 
interested in being around women who thought I was a eunuch. She said she'd like to talk to 
me, and she felt sorry that she had upset me, and wouldn't I please come over for a while to 
talk. I decided I could use a break in my studying, and she was beautiful to look at. 

5/21/82-Age 39 

Last night Beth and I talked for about four hours, and I was getting ready to leave when 
Beth asked me to spend the night. She said she didn't want to fuck, but she did want to sleep 
in the same bed with me. I had to give this a few seconds thought. On one level this would be 
torture, but on another level it would be very nice to be in bed with a woman. The fact that she 
was drop dead beautiful, and had red hair and freckles, and was nice and kind and gentle and 
very bright didn't hurt, either. I hadn't been touched by a woman in years, and I thought 
snuggling would be nice. Actually, after a few years of not fucking, it would be a low anxiety 
method of getting used to being with a woman. I wasn't worried about controlling myself with 
her. I wasn't into rape. I said I'd be a good boy, and we got undressed. She was just as 
beautiful naked as she was wearing clothes, which isn't the case with most women I'd known. 
We hugged and kissed and touched some, and then we went to sleep. 



Beth 
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In the morning when we woke, we hugged a bit, and then Beth said that she thought it 
would be nice if we had sex. I appreciated her directness. This was what I always needed 
with women. No ambiguities. Last night she said let's sleep together but no fucking, and this 
morning she said let's fuck. Very up front. We fucked. Twice. It was like being in heaven. Her 
skin was soft and yielding, and she smelt and tasted and sounded good. She seemed to 
enjoy herself. I know I did. 

I had to go to class and she had to go to work. I knew that during the day I'd start 
telling myself that she hated me, and that she didn't enjoy having sex with me, and that she 
never wanted to see me again. I told her this. I also told her that she might go through the 
same insecurities, and so I wanted to come back after school and see her again. She said 
she'd like that, and that she had an early class and would be home by seven. I told her I'd see 
her then. 

I showed up at seven and she was home. I had convinced myself that she hated me 
and didn't want to see me and wouldn't even let me in. She let me in. She had convinced 
herself that I hated her and wouldn't come over. She was glad I did. We went directly to bed 
and had a few hours of sex. I was getting ready to tell her that I had to go home when she 
asked me to spend the night again. I did. I liked listening to her breathing as she slept. I liked 
being next to her warm body. I remember Linda the shrink asking me to describe the type of 
woman I would like to get involved with. I described Beth. 

5/22/82-Age 39 

Something was happening to me. I started noticing it yesterday, and it was more 
evident today. I was falling in love. It was like years and years and years and years of stored 
up love chemicals were being released, and flooding through my body. I didn't know if I had 
ever felt like this before. It was serious stuff. I decided that when I saw Beth tonight I had to 
tell her about my rather checkered past. I didn't want to live a lie with her. I thought it best to 
tell her about myself, and then she'd probably tell me to leave. This way I wouldn't get 
involved and then some day have her find out that I was basically a crazy person and then tell 
me to leave. We had spoken to each other for many hours, but usually about how we saw the 
world, or about school, or about her feelings that women were second class citizens and 
something had to be done about that. But I had avoided talking about my past. 

Tonight we were standing in her room, looking into each other's eyes, and I said that I 
had something serious to tell her. She looked at me and waited. I briefly summarized my life, 
somehow getting it into a paragraph or two. I told her that I had spent the past few years 
playing a paranoid, suicidal, and thanks to my studies I now knew, manic-depressive/bipolar 
affective disordered person. When I finished she said, "Okay. I have something to tell you. I 
know when I tell you, you probably won't want to see me any more, but since you told me 
about yourself, I feel I should tell you something about me." I looked into her eyes and 
thought, "What's she going to say? That she's an axe murderer? Okay, I can live with that." I 
waited and she finally said, looking somewhat ashamed, "I'm an heiress. My family is very 
wealthy. They own a huge business, and a town in Minnesota." 

I had no understanding of why God, or All That Is, or me, keeps doing this to me. Here 
I was, falling into the deepest love I could imagine, with a drop dead beautiful, red haired and 
freckled woman, who was kind and gentle and good and bright, and who also suffered from 
delusions of grandeur. She obviously was a little crazy. She drove a four year old VW Rabbit, 
which seemed to have some mechanical problems, she lived in a one room apartment, she 
was working thirty hours a week to put herself through school, she had a bounced check from 
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the supermarket sitting on her desk, and she thought that she was an heiress. I knew I had to 
make a decision. I could leave, or I could hope that with the proper psychological counseling, 
she could overcome this delusion. I thought all of this in a millisecond, and then realized that I 
really didn't have a choice at all. I was too in love to leave. But why, damn it, was there a fly in 
the ointment. Why couldn't she be "normal"? I said, "Okay, fine" and decided to leave it at 
that. She smiled broadly, and said, "Really?" I said "Really", and decided never to mention the 
subject again. I stayed the night. 

5/24/82-Age 39 

Somehow Biker had manipulated me into running an experiment using the T-Scope. It 
was an offshoot of experiments involving visual memory which were done by others in the 
past, but it took a completely different approach. I had run the experiment once, and I got 
statistically significant results, which meant that what I thought would happen, happened. 

Biker asked me to run the experiment again, this time making some slight modifications. I did 
the statistical analysis for it today, and again I got significant results. This experiment wasn't 
for any of the assignments for Biker's class. Somehow he had gotten me to do extra work, on 
top of the immense amount of reading and technical writing that was required for his class. 
Regardless of how he managed to do it, it felt really good performing an experiment and 
having the results show that my reasoning process was valid. At least, valid in this one small 
area of psychology. 

My routine was fairly simple. I would stay with Beth at night, go to school during the 
day, go back to my place and do my homework after school, and then go back to Beth's. 

Often she'd call around 9:30 or 10:00 and suggest that I stop working and come over. Beth 
gave me a key to her place, in case I wanted to go over when she was still at school, and I 
gave her a key to mine. When I did get to her place before her, I'd bring up her mail. Today, as 
I put the mail down on her desk, I noticed a very fancy envelope that had the name and return 
address of a company in Minnesota. 

When she got home she quickly looked through the mail, and then turned her attention 
to me. I was curious about the letter from Minnesota. "I noticed a letter from Minnesota. Is that 
from your family?" I asked. "Yes, from their business," she replied. "Aren't you going to open 
it?" I asked. "Sometime. I never understand what they send me. If you want to open it, go 
ahead. If you understand what they sent, explain it to me." I couldn't resist. I went over to the 
desk, opened the envelope, and took out some papers. The top one read, "To the 
shareholders of the - Corporation," and the letter and enclosed material were minutes of a 
recent board of directors meeting, and a quarterly report showing the production scheduling of 
the plants in the United States, Europe, and Africa. I really couldn't believe what I read. I told 
her that the papers said, in general, that business was a bit slow, with sales of only 120 
million dollars, but they expected to get some major orders soon. Beth thanked me for 
interpreting the material. 

Now I was confused. Beth wasn't living my fantasy of how an heiress lived, and I didn't 
understand the bounced check that was still on her desk, or why she had to work her way 
through college, or why she wasn't at some fancy college. I needed some answers. I thought 
I'd start with a simple one. "Beth, if you are an heiress, could you tell me why you have a 
bounced check on your desk which you haven't taken care of for a few weeks?" "Oh, that," 
she said, and smiled, "I hate going to the bank, so I haven't deposited my paychecks for a 
while." She went to the desk and opened a draw and took out three paychecks for her last six 
weeks pay. She didn't make much money at her job, but her six week's pay was a fucking 
fortune to me. I just looked at her. Finally I said, "Endorse the checks and give me a deposit 
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slip. Tomorrow I'll go to the bank for you." Beth smiled and almost shouted with glee, "Will 
you?" and then she endorsed the checks. 

6/8/82-Age 39 

I deposited $600 into Beth's checking account today. I saw Janet, the woman who was 
in a miserable marriage, walking down a hallway, and stopped her. I asked how things were 
going in her marriage, and she smiled and said that she had moved in with a professor from 
the psychology department, but I shouldn't tell anyone. I congratulated her for having solved 
her problem. 

6/12/82-Age 39 

I took Beth to El Carmine. I hadn't eaten there for quite a while. It was in the opposite 
direction from school, and my hours were such that El Carmine was often closed when I got 
out of class. If I got off early, I was usually so tired, either from my virus or just from natural 
causes, that I'd rather go hungry than drive to get a meal on the cuff. 

As Beth and I walked from the car to the restaurant, I realized that we were one of 
those couples I had seen and wondered about. She was drop dead beautiful, and I was less 
than average looking. I knew that, in our case at least, she wasn't with me for my 
$50,000,000, or for my fourteen inch cock, but on the contrary, she was the one with the 
money. Or at least, she was an heiress. I wondered whether other rich women went out with 
ordinary men. This wasn't what the popular media led me to believe, but here I was, and I 
couldn't deny it. 

When we walked into the restaurant, Paulino came over and salivated over Beth. As he 
took us to our table, I saw a woman lift her fork to her mouth, pause, and then turn her head 
while she looked at Beth, leaving her fork full of food where her mouth used to be. I wondered 
if she wondered if I was a rich eccentric, or if I had a fourteen inch cock, or both. 

6/18/82-Age 39 

I finally got around to reading most of the articles on S&M today. I kind of understand 
them, except for the statistics, which are beyond me. It seems to me that scientific knowledge 
of S&M is lacking. The most important article was published in 1975, and preports to be the 
first one that actually asked sadomasochists about themselves. Up to this one, it seems that 
most of the "research" consists of a lot of arm-chair theorizing. 

But even this article seems to be out of step with what I know. The author makes the 
point that women aren't interested in S&M, or if they are, there are so few of them that they 
can't be found in meaningful numbers to be studied. He said that S&M is either a male 
homosexual form of sex, or, that heterosexual men have homosexual encounters because 
they can't find women (because women with these interests don't exist), or that they hire 
prostitutes. I immediately thought of Dena, Pam, Stephanie, the French woman, Phil Pazario's 
girlfriend, the couple at Pro Arts who played "Spanky Poo", and Alice, Jennifer and other 
women I had known. I thought that I had either come across the few women who did have 
these interests, or the literature was wrong. I decided that the literature was wrong. 

6/25/82-Age 39 

The feelings of love were increasing, not decreasing with time. Love is nothing more 
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than a chemical signal telling someone to mate. "Okay already," I thought, "I got the message, 
now stop with the chemicals, they're beginning to hurt." And they were. I was beginning to 
ache from the constant release of love chemicals. 

6/28/82-Age 39 

I had a lot of questions for Beth, but I didn't want to ask all of them at once. We talked 
to each other all the time, so I knew I'd have ample opportunity to satisfy my curiosity. High up 
on the list was why, if she was an heiress, was she living like a starving student. I asked her 
this tonight, and she gave a very short, and to the point, answer. "My family isn't under any 
obligation to help me financially." I thought I wouldn't push for another answer to the question, 
at least for a while. 

7/2/82-Age 39 

I had been having a few bad virus days. Every day was a struggle, but I had too much 
to do, and I was too much in love, to let it show. But some days it got the better of me, and 
just knocked me on my ass. I had slept most of today and yesterday, and Beth was 
concerned. She asked what was wrong, and I told her I had a virus of unknown type, which 
sometimes made me very tired. I was a little insecure, since I thought that she might reject me 
for being sick. I hadn't mentioned my virus to her, which was purely an oversight, at least I 
think it was. She wondered out loud whether maybe I had "that virus" that was killing gay 
men. I asked her what virus killed what gay men, and she told me that some of her friends 
and people she knew from working at the antique store were sick with, or knew men who 
were sick with, a virus that was sometimes deadly. I said "could be," and turned over and 
started to go back to sleep. Beth sat down on the bed and asked me if I had gone to a doctor, 
and I mumbled about the one who said I had a virus and it would go away when it was good 
and ready to, and by the way you have liver damage, and also about the idiot "psychiatrist." 
She told me that she'd find me a doctor. 

7/5/82-Age 39 

I saw Dr. Sneed today. Beth found him for me. I spent a few minutes trying to convince 
him that I was really sick, without much hope of being believed. He finally stopped me and 
said he could tell by looking at me that I was sick, and I didn't have to try to convince him of it. 
He gave me the most thorough physical exam I had ever had, and then sat and talked with 
me for about ten minutes. He said if the tests didn't show anything, then we would work under 
the assumption that I did have a virus. If that was the case, he wouldn't be able to do anything 
about it. But he could prescribe medication to help mask its symptoms, and he could monitor 
my vital organs for damage. He told me to come back in a week for the test results. 

7/7/82-Age 39 

Talking politics with Beth was a trip. I didn't have a political position, because I felt that 
both parties made sense on some issues, and were out to lunch on others. In discussions 
with friends, I usually took the opposite position of the person I was talking with. Some people 
thought I was a right wing conservative, and others thought I was a left wing liberal. Beth was 
a Trotskyite. She was so far left I couldn't believe it. Tonight she bombarded me with a lecture 
on the inequities of capitalism, and advocated such things as socialized medicine, free day 
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care for children, and other Commie ideals. She, of course, thought I was a Nazi, and a 
Jewish Nazi at that. But we never fought over politics. We just told each other where we were 
correct and the other was wrong. Understanding that Beth was left of left made me 
understand why she was embarrassed and defensive about coming from a wealthy family. It 
was difficult to be a Commie heiress, I thought. 

7/14/82-Age 39 

I saw Dr. Sneed today, and I got the test results. He went over my blood tests in detail. 
He told me my calcium level, and my zinc level, and my phosphorus level, and levels of things 
I didn't know I had. He summed up by saying that I was in perfect health, except that I was 
sick. He ruled out diseases such as mononucleosis, and decided that I had a mystery virus. 

He gave me a list of over the counter remedies to help with my runny/stuffy nose, and my 
sore throat, and my headaches, but he couldn't do anything about the fatigue. He told me to 
come back in two months so he could check on my inner organs, but said that if I felt really 
sick I should come right in. Just having someone care about me made me feel better. And 
now I had two people who cared about me, Beth and Dr. Sneed. My cup runneth over. 

8/29/82-Age 39 

Beth and I were comfortable enough with each other that I thought I could pry a bit and 
ask about her life. Of course, I had found out things piecemeal, but that only led to more 
confusion. I was getting the idea that Beth had almost as unusual a life as I. 

She had. Her mother, Joan, took Beth and Beth's older by one year brother, David, to 
live in Rome when Beth was two years old. This was to escape Joan's newly divorced 
husband who was, according to Beth, not a nice guy. Since Beth never knew her father, her 
opinion of him was based solely on what Joan had told her. Beth grew up in Rome, but they 
moved to London when she was 13 because schools were less expensive there. Joan was 
going through a poor period, because the family business wasn't doing well, and Joan's 
income came from stock dividends, which were low or nonexistent. She even had to sell 
some of her furs. 

Joan frequently left Beth and her brother David alone in London for a few weeks at a 
time, so she could go and see her boyfriend in Rome. When Beth was 15, Joan went to 
California to open an antique business, and left her children, on their own, in London. They 
weren't economically on their own, since Joan left enough money in the bank for the kids to 
pay the rent and buy food and pay bills. Beth's apartment became a famous crash pad for all 
kinds of kids, ranging from runaways to the children of the rich and famous. The kids had a 
place to go to have sex, experiment with heroin, and take liberal doses of LSD. 

Beth almost flunked out of her semi-posh all girls high school, since she was spending 
most of her time doing drugs and having sex, and she didn't spend much time studying. Her 
bother and she were close, but they fought like most siblings. All of this was both fun and 
traumatic. She was a young teenager with the responsibilities of a young woman. 

For example, when David was 16 he got busted in Morocco with his girlfriend for trying 
to smuggle hashish out of the country, and both were thrown into a Moroccan jail. The 
girlfriend got out in a day with the pull of her influential father, but David was left to rot. Joan 
was still in California, and so it was up to Beth to get David out of prison. She went to the 
American Embassy and explained that a 16 year old American citizen was in a Moroccan 
prison, and she wanted him out. The woman at the Embassy wanted to know how long he 
had been living outside the U.S. Beth said that had nothing to do with the situation: He was an 
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American citizen and needed the help of the U.S. government. The woman said that she 
would look into it, but that the policy of the government was not to coddle drug pushers. Beth 
didn't know what to do. The woman finally had Beth fill out a form so the embassy could notify 
her after they looked into the situation. Beth filled out the form and gave it back to the woman, 
who looked at it and said, "I used to live at that address! What apartment do you have?" Beth 
told her and the woman said that was her old apartment. All of a sudden the situation 
changed. A 16 year old American citizen was in a Moroccan prison! Something had to be 
done! Immediately! David was back in London in two days. And truth is stranger than fiction. 

Beth never graduated from high school. She had been up on drugs the night before 
some of the national exams, which are given in England, and fell asleep during them the next 
day. She and David decided to leave Europe and move to California. They called Joan and 
asked what they should do with the apartment, and Joan said that since they were coming to 
Los Angeles, she would be going to London. Beth and David moved to Los Angeles, where 
they lived separately, but stayed in touch. Beth loved David, but she didn't like him very much 
now. Just as she was a Trotskyite, he was bordering on being a Neo-Nazi. 

Beth looked up Cynthia, who was a friend of Joan's. Cynthia was a Dean at California 
State University. They became good friends, although Cynthia was about forty years older 
than Beth. Cynthia asked Beth about going to college, and Beth told her about not having a 
high school diploma. Cynthia said that she could arrange for Beth's entry into Cal State, and 
that brought me up to Beth's current history. Of course, this account is just a thumbnail 
sketch. Beth put into her story accounts and descriptions of her European friends, of living 
briefly in France, of travels around Europe, and about her mother's second husband, an art 
forger presently wanted by Interpol, who regularly beat David and mentally tortured Beth. 

I got from this a few important facts. Beth may have liked me because I was older than 
she, and possibly saw me as a father substitute. I told her this and she said "So what?" I also 
realized that, for all practical purposes, she was an abandoned child, and needed 
reassurance that she wouldn't be abandoned again. Finally, I realized that she was much 
more self sufficient than I'd ever be. I wondered whether her upbringing was, on a 
psychological level, better, worse, or the same as mine. I decided that it was too close to call. 

10/14/82-Age 39 

I was still holding court at school, although less than in the past, because I was 
spending more time sitting in professors offices. This was because the offices were more 
comfortable than the cafeteria, and because the conversation was usually more interesting. I 
was becoming intimately aware of departmental politics, and of the different factions within 
the psychology department. 

Dr. Biker had convinced me that clinical psychology really was a form of Voodoo, 
without ever really discussing the subject. He was, as I mentioned before, a master 
manipulator. He asked me if I would mind dropping in on Dr. Laurent who wanted to discuss 
my experiment in visual memory with me. Laurent needed to publish some papers, or perish, 
as the saying goes. Laurent, an assistant professor, was coming up for a promotion to 
associate professor, and Biker, who was a full professor, wanted to help him. I told Biker okay, 
fine. 

I left Biker's office and ran into Laurent in the hallway. He told me that Biker said that I 
wanted to talk to him about an experiment I had run. Biker was playing a game with both of 
us. I talked with Laurent about what I had done, and he asked to see the paper I wrote about 
my experiment. I told him I'd drop it off to him. I did a few days ago. Today Laurent asked if I'd 
like to work on a paper with him. I'd rerun the experiment making some modifications he 
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would suggest, and he'd write up the results. I said okay, fine. 

10/22/82-Age 39 

I asked Beth about her family's business. She had told me that her grandfather, 

Edward, was richer than God, and that her grandmother, Bertha, was richer than Edward. 
Besides this, I only knew what I read in the stockholder's reports, and what she told me about 
her mother Joan and her brother David. 

Beth explained that she was fifth generation. Her great great grandparents started a 
business in Minnesota, which was made into a national business by her great grandparents, 
and into an international business by her grandparents. The "family" by this time consisted of 
three distinct lines, with each tracing its roots to her great great grandparents. Her grandfather 
was presently in control of the business, which he had almost bankrupt in its latest expansion. 
He had married into the family, and was seen by some members at the time as the "hope" of 
the family. From what Beth had been told, her male relatives on her grandparent's level 
weren't overly bright, and her great grandparents hoped that their daughter would marry 
someone with enough intelligence to carry on the business. They didn't see their daughter as 
assuming control of the business, because "girls" at that time just didn't do things like that. 

Her grandparents had five children, and then divorced. Her grandmother renounced 
her US citizenship for tax reasons, became a Bahamian citizen, and then went off to live in 
Switzerland. Her grandfather stayed in Minnesota to run the business he married into. He 
remarried a few times, and had two children, both girls, by his present wife, who used to be a 
high school classmate of Beth's mother. These two girls, who were fourteen and fifteen, were 
Beth's aunts. Beth also had three other aunt's and an uncle. One of her aunts was three years 
older than she, another was five years older, and the third was twenty years older. Her uncle 
was seven years older. 

Beth described the infighting that characterized her family. Family rank was based on 
how many shares in the company each member had. Beth had .9 shares, and so was 
considered a nobody. Achievement didn't count. Money did. It was as simple as that. The 
problem was that the family was growing, and each piece of the pie was getting smaller. The 
family operated like Reagan's trickle down economic theory. The grandparents were wealthy, 
their children rich, and their grandchildren, including Beth, were paupers. The grandparents 
had stashed money in banks around the world, and in investments they had made in real 
estate and in other businesses. Their children, Beth's mother, aunts and uncle, depended on 
dividends from the family's main business. If the business didn't do well one year, Beth's 
mother, aunts and uncle and the other fourth generation members may have only received 
fifty thousand dollars in dividends, instead of the few hundred thousand they counted on in 
good years. And if business was terrible, they might not get anything. When their dividends 
were cut, they called their parents and asked for money, so no one went hungry, but they 
were reduced to begging for money, instead of just receiving a check in the mail every three 
months. I had always begged for money. Apparently those who are more together than me 
find it a degrading thing to do. The sentiment of the fourth generation was that the business 
should be sold and the proceeds divided among the shareholders, which would make all of 
them much richer than they now were. 

This led to a certain amount of family tension, because the third generation members 
were quite happy to keep the business, since they had loads of money in banks and 
investments. Beth said she avoided seeing family members, since she was considered a 
nobody, and she didn't want to be treated that way. She said that everyone was always very 
polite to her, but couldn't care less about her, since she wasn't a major shareholder. She said 
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she felt like a child who should be seen and not heard, while her fourteen and fifteen year old 
aunts, who had more shares, were taken seriously. 

11 /I/82-Age 39 

Dr. Laurent wrote the paper, and gave it to me to make comments. I read it, asked him 
about one point he made, and he said he'd rewrite that part to make "our" position clearer. He 
then raised a ticklish question. He wanted to know if his name could go first on the paper. 
Papers with more than one author, he pointed out, usually had the person who actually wrote 
the paper as first author, and the order of the following names was decided by how much 
each person had contributed to the study. 

He knew that I was the one who came up with the idea for the experiment in the first 
place, so I could make a good argument for my name going first. Since "first author" was 
prestigious, and since he needed publications for his promotion, I said, "Sure, fine, put your 
name first." Laurent smiled. 

11/5/82-Age 39 

Sex with Beth was wonderful. I told her about my sadomasochistic interests, and she 
didn't seem to mind. I spanked her once, and tied her up once, but she didn't react like the 
other women I had played games with. While she didn't seem to mind, she wasn't very 
enthusiastic. The funny thing was that I didn't feel the need to be involved with 
sadomasochism with Beth. I gave this some thought, and decided that my lessened interest 
might have been due to her lack of interest. In the past, my partners always enjoyed the S&M 
games, and got as much pleasure from them as I did. Engaging in S&M with someone who 
was just doing it to make me happy, in some way diminished my pleasure. Or maybe it was 
because I trusted her completely, and so my need to control the situation was lessened. I 
knew that she had my best interests in mind, and that she wouldn't do anything to harm me. I 
wasn't afraid of her. 

This trust came about from her actions. Tonight, for instance, she asked me if it was all 
right for her to lend some money to one of her friends. I told her it was her money, and she 
could do anything she wanted to with it. She said it was our money, and that we were a team, 
and that I had the right to be involved in the decision. She did this with everything she thought 
involved me, which was just about everything. She cared about me, and she wanted to make 
me happy. I felt safe with her. 

11/12/82-Age 39 

Beth got a family letter. These were letters from her grandfather that started out, 

"Dear," followed by a list of each of his children's and grandchildren's names, as well as each 
of their significant other's names. The letter announced that he would be holding an open 
house for the Christmas season, and was inviting all family members to join him. He had 
arranged for family members to stay at a nearby Holiday Inn, of which he was a part owner. 

Beth said that there were frequent family meetings, sometimes at holiday times, but 
also once or twice a year for stockholder's meetings. These meetings were held at dude 
ranches, or in fun cities to visit, and members of the financial team watching the family's 
money would attend and have private meetings with family members and tell them how much 
they were currently worth. Beth said she didn't go because these meetings, like all family 
gatherings, were based on a pecking order. I suggested that we go, since I'd have an 
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opportunity to actually meet the people she had told me about. Beth said she'd think about it. 
12/6/82-Age 39 

I was about to enter my last quarter working on my B.A., and I had already put in my 
application for the master's program. I still needed to find an adviser, and a very friendly one 
at that, since I needed one who would accept a physical science course I had taken at Pro 
Arts in place of the physics course required by the psychology department. There was no way 
I wanted to take physics. I had found a professor who was on his last legs. He had recently 
been released from a short stay in a mental hospital for a "nervous breakdown," and he really 
didn't seem to be "all there." I had a course with him, and we got along fine, so I thought I'd 
take a chance and see if I could get him to okay the transfer course. I went into his office and 
we had a pleasant chat. I finally got around to asking him if he felt that physical science and 
physics were interchangeable, and he said, "Why not?" So I asked him if he would become 
my adviser, and sign the appropriate forms to be my adviser and to okay the transfer credit. 

He agreed without giving it any thought, and signed the forms I put in front of him. He didn't fill 
in the course I wanted transfer credit for to avoid taking physics. He just handed me a blank 
form with his signature. I realized that I could wreak havoc upon the department with it, but I 
decided not to get him into trouble, and I filled in the appropriate information myself. My last 
quarter was going to be a cakewalk. 

12/18/82-Age 39 

This morning in bed Beth asked me to marry her. I said, "No." She said, "Why?" I told 
her that there was no way I was going to marry a 23 1/2 year old girl. I told her I wouldn't 
consider her an adult until she was 25. She frowned, and then said we'd get married when 
she was 25. I loved Beth with all my heart and all my soul, but I did feel as if I was robbing the 
cradle. 

Beth's proposal made me feel loved, and I thought that I must be acting less crazy, 
since I managed to get a wonderful person to fall in love with me. But I still felt crazy. I just 
didn't feel the terror. I did hear my dad telling me I was a nothing and would never amount to 
anything every once in a while, although my good grades seemed to be proving him wrong. I 
still raged inside my head and was suspicious of people. But I also had more self confidence, 
and I didn't make jokes at my own expense, or put myself down, and I seemed to have a lot of 
friends, or at least good acquaintances, or maybe it was Hugo who did. In any event, I still felt 
crazy, although I could see that some positive changes were happening inside my head. 

4/2/83-Age 39 

I finished my coursework today for my B.A. in psychology, with a 3.69 GPAfor all the 
classes I took at Cal State. Not bad, not bad at all. 

4/15/83-Age 39 

I met Beth's mother Joan last night. She was in her mid 40's, and about 20 pounds 
overweight. She wasn't particularly attractive. If I didn't know she had money, I'd think she 
was a secretary. Her clothes were off the rack and not designer originals. She looked like a 
nondescript ordinary person. She came in from London, with her live-in boyfriend Chip. He 
had been nominated for an Academy Award, and they were in for the ceremonies. Joan was 
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unhappy because she couldn't go to the event. Chip's wife was going in her place. Chip and 
his wife had been separated for about twenty years, but she was a devout Catholic, and 
wouldn't give him a divorce. Now she wanted to go to the awards, and Chip was in the 
uncomfortable position of having to choose between his wife, the mother of his children, and 
Joan. His wife won. 

Chip, Joan, Beth and I went out to dinner. I liked Chip, who was in his late fifties, and 
about 40 pounds overweight. He was deaf in one ear from years of blowing things up for 
movie special effects, which was his business. 

It was odd meeting Joan, because she was only five years older than me. I could be 
dating her. Joan didn't seem to like me much. She gave me the impression that I was out to 
corrupt her daughter; the same daughter she had abandoned and didn't seem to care very 
much about. Maybe she wasn't worried about me corrupting Beth, but about my worming my 
way into the family, and the family's money. 

I tried to avoid talking to Joan, although I was also trying my best to be polite, but fate 
threw us together. It seemed that Chip liked to drink, as did Joan. Chip had so much to drink 
that he fell asleep at the table. His head landed in his food. Joan didn't seem to be upset at 
all. 

Apparently, this was not unusual. Beth offered to take Chip back to the hotel. She 
managed to revive him to the point that he could weave his way out of the restaurant, with a 
lot of help from Beth. This left Joan and me staring at each other. She asked what my plans 
were, and I asked what plans. She said school plans. I told her I was just starting my master's 
program, and I'd have to wait and see what I'd do after that. She wanted to know what I was 
going to do for money. I knew exactly what she meant. I told her that I planned to live off Beth. 
She gave me an icy stare and changed the subject. I could see that Joan and I weren't going 
to get along at all. 

After Beth returned and ate her rewarmed food, we took Joan back to the hotel and 
then Beth and I went home. I told her about my conversation with Joan, and Beth said I 
shouldn't worry about it. 

4/30/83-Age 39 

Chip won the Academy Award in a technical category, and he and Joan went back to 
London today. 

5/20/83-Age 40 

I had applied for a $5,000 loan for my master's program, and it came through. Between 
this and Beth's income from her job and occasional dividend checks for $500 from the family 
business, we were doing all right. Neither of us, it seemed, was materialistic. We both wanted 
enough money to pay the rent and buy food, and that was enough for us. I had also moved in 
with Beth, at her request, which saved us from paying rent on two apartments. The two of us 
in a one room apartment was a prescription for disaster, but we had remarkably few 
problems. We had one bad fight, which was over in fifteen minutes, and which, upon 
reflection, was due mainly to a lot of little things that built up into an argument that shouldn't 
have happened, and of course, was entirely my fault. 

I used $2,000 of the student loan for a major purchase. I bought a computer. I needed 
it to do school work, and for my own research that I had been thinking about doing. The 
computer arrived a few days ago, and I had been staying up late at night, sitting a few feet 
from the bed where Beth was sleeping, trying to learn how to use it. The manual was called 
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"Documentation," and was written by engineers who assumed that anyone buying one of 
these contraptions knew what he was doing. I never used a computer before. For the $2,000 
it cost, I was damn well going to figure it out. This morning Beth told me that she had a 
nightmare. She said that she dreamt that I had "deleted" her. I think she felt threatened by my 
interest in the computer. 

We went to a family meeting in Minnesota. It was exactly as Beth said it would be. Beth 
was patronized. I was tolerated. At least all of our expenses, including air fare, were paid for 
us. We weren't sure if it was on her grandfather, or if it was being written off as a business 
expense of some sort. I tried my best to be polite, and almost carried it off. Beth's grandfather, 
who didn't say more than two words to me for the three days I was there, walked both of us to 
the door of his custom built seven bedroom modern architecture home when we were leaving 
for the airport, shook my hand, and said, "Well, Eliot, it was nice to meet you. I'm just sorry I 
didn't have more time to talk with you." I replied, without thinking first, "That's all right, we 
were just checking each other out, anyway." His jaw dropped open, and then he regained his 
composure. I realized as soon as the words were out of my mouth that I had committed a faux 
pas. I told the truth, which I had gathered wasn't usually done in life, and was even more rare 
among the upper crust. You're supposed to smile and lie and say something innocuous. As 
soon as the door closed behind us I started to apologize to Beth for my uncultured candor. 

She giggled and said she enjoyed it, that it was the most real conversation she had heard in 
the past three days, and that I should forget about it. 

5/24/83-Age 40 

Today I was going up an escalator to class when a beautiful woman I probably spoke to 
at some time asked me, "Is that gorgeous redhead your girlfriend?" I said, "No, she's my 
fiance", and smiled. She smiled to. Actually, she beamed. I wonder why women get happy 
when they find out that another woman is getting married. Maybe it's because there is one 
less in the competition pool. 

6/30/83-Age 40 

I had been thinking of doing some research in S&M. I know that this sounds ridiculous, 
since I'm just an undergraduate in psychology, and I'm not all that advanced. But it annoys me 
that the people who supposedly know about the subject don't know a hell of a lot. And the "put 
down" by the sex ed teacher did nothing to make me happy about the situation. 

There are at least two problems with doing my own research. First, I don't know what 
to do. I mean, I have other published articles to use as a guide, but it seems like it could get 
confusing and I don't want to do it wrong. The solution is to get someone, a professor, to help 
me. But this creates a second problem, because it involves setting up a "committee" to guide 
me, and that means I won't be in control. I'll be at the mercy of a professor or two who can tell 
me what to do, and they will be mean to me, and I'll hate doing the research and I'll hate them 
and I'll hate myself. 

I gave this some thought. I only need a committee if I want to do the research for 
college credit. If I do it on my own, no one can stop me. You don't have to be in college to do 
research. So, if I could find a professor who would unofficially help me, then I could get 
guidance, but still be in control. The problem was to find a professor who would take the time 
to help. I decided to screw up my courage and ask Dr. Evers. I realized that he had made fun 
of S&M in his class lecture, but he seemed very knowledgeable and even nice otherwise, so I 
figured it was worth a try. 
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Today I went to his office without an appointment, and told him what I wanted to do, 
and asked if he would be willing to be my unofficial adviser. I was prepared for him to tell me I 
was biting off more than I could chew, and that I had to go through the usual committee stuff, 
and that I was an idiot (although I got an A, and the highest mark, in his class), but to my 
amazement, he told me he'd be happy to help in any way he could. Right now, I don't know if I 
feel relieved, excited, or scared. Maybe a little of each. 

8/30/83-Age 40 

Today was a bad virus day. Some days I actually felt normal, but most days I felt like I 
had a cold and I was also a bit sluggish. I'd become used to feeling that way, and seemed to 
function all right, but I had to work harder than other people at doing everyday things. Some 
days I was too sick to function, and I had to stay in bed. I hated those days. 

Beth was very sweet. She had never been sick in her life. She asked me what it felt like 
to be sick. I told her she didn't want to know. She wanted to sit on the bed and talk to me and 
rub me and comfort me. When I was like this, I felt like a wounded animal. I wanted to be left 
alone. I told her to leave me alone, and her feelings got hurt. She acted as if she had done 
something wrong. I tried to explain to her that I needed to be left alone, but I was too sick, and 
it took too much energy. I just growled and rolled over. 

9/7/83-Age 40 

My car died. I was devastated. Not having a car was like going back to the days when I 
was on the streets. I sat on the bed and almost started to cry. Beth told me not to worry. She 
said she'd take care of getting us another one. She pointed out that her car wasn't running all 
that well, and we should have one reliable car. 

Beth did not take money from her mother. She got some money in dividends, and from 
her job. But she wasn't stupid. She knew that there was a bunch of money in her family, and 
so she decided to tap into some of it. She called her mother in London and told her that we 
needed a car, but that we didn't have the money. Beth asked if there was any money in any of 
her trust funds that could be used for such a problem, and Joan said there probably was. She 
told Beth to find a car and get a price, and then contact Raymond, a vice president of a Trust 
company in Minnesota the family used, and ask for the money for the car. Joan said 
Raymond would tell Beth if it could be arranged. 

9/15/83-Age 40 

Beth and I went car shopping. Neither of us enjoyed it much. We found a new Toyota 
for $8,000, and we talked the saleswoman down to $6,800. Beth called Raymond and asked 
for the money, and about a week later a check arrived. We picked up the car, which Beth 
christened "Chocolate" since it was brown and Beth was a chocolate freak, and we went back 
to being a two car family. Beth insisted that I drive the new car, which I thought was ridiculous. 

I told her I'd drive the VW Rabbit, and she should drive the new, easier to drive Chocolate 
with the working radio and new car smell. Beth said she felt more comfortable in the Rabbit, 
and we went around like that for a week or so. We then saw that a pattern started to emerge. 
She took the car that met her needs the most that day. If Beth wanted to do something with 
her girlfriends, she took Chocolate, and if not she took the Rabbit. I took whichever car she 
didn't. 
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10/1/83-Age 40 

Beth was 25 a few days ago, and today we were married. We eloped, in a manner of 
speaking. Beth arranged everything. We went up the California coast and got married by a 
retired judge. Beth and I were very nervous. We got dressed in our Sunday best, which was 
clean jeans for me and a dress for Beth, and then we sat in our motel room waiting for the 
time to leave for the ceremony. We just looked at each other. We were both wondering if we 
were making a mistake. We loved each other, but things were going so well that we were 
worried about fucking things up by getting married. We left for the ceremony, but arrived early, 
and had to wait a while for the retired judge to get ready. We both felt like we were waiting in a 
dentist's office. Finally we were called into his office, and a woman from a store downstairs 
was called in to be the witness. The ceremony took a few minutes, and we were married. 

We left, still feeling nervous. Beth's only comment was that the judge was a pig who 
kept looking down her dress. We went back to the motel, got into our less good clothes, and 
then Beth tried to kill me. She said she wanted to take a hike in the nearby State ocean 
preserve, and we went, and we walked for about three hours without stopping. We walked up 
steep hills, and then down, and then up, and then down. I tried to point out that I was 40 and 
that she was only 25, and I asked if she had taken out an insurance policy on me. She just 
kept walking, and sometimes running, and I kept trying to keep up. I told her that when she 
got to be 40, I was going to hire a 25 year old to take her on a hike, just so she'd know what 
she was putting me through. 

10/10/83-Age 40 

Except for being married, our life was routine. Beth still worked, and was finishing her 
B.A. I was living off my student loan, and was half way through my M.A. My paper on visual 
memory I did with Laurant had been published, so I had a publication, which wasn't bad for 
someone who flunked French and Chemistry in high school, and was convinced that he was 
too stupid to ever achieve anything. 

A lot of good things had happened to me since I returned to school, but I was still kind 
of crazy. I just tried not to show it. I still got very angry very fast, usually over nothing. Not with 
Beth, but with the rest of the world. I'd go berserk when I had to wait in a long line that didn't 
move. It didn't matter if it was in the Post Office or the supermarket. Everyone else just stood 
and waited, but I would yell for the manager and demand that more clerks be put on the 
check out lines. People in line would look at me, and then tried to distance themselves from 
me, but more clerks usually materialized, and the lines went faster. I thought most people 
were sheep. But I also knew that they were just less angry than me, and they were also better 
socialized. 

12/23/83-Age 40 

Beth went to Italy for the holiday's. Her mother invited her to go to Europe, but not me. 
This was one of the perks of being a member of a wealthy family. Beth wanted to visit Italy, 
which she missed. She didn't miss London much. Beth was worried that I would be lonely by 
myself, because it was not only the holiday season, but also because we hadn't been apart 
from each other since that night I slept with her without fucking. I told her to have a good time 
and not to worry about me. 

Beth had been gone six days, and wouldn't be home for another five. She called each 


Page 250 of 637 


night and cried, saying that she missed me and would rather be with me than be in Italy. I told 
her to enjoy herself, and to stop being silly, and that we'd be back together in a few days. She 
said okay, but she never sounded happy. I missed her so much, but I also wanted her to enjoy 
her trip to Italy. I was being "brave". 

3/19/84-Age 40 

I asked Beth what her brother David did for money. He was attending a junior college, 
and wasn't working, and I wondered whether he was rich or something. She said that her 
mother was sending him money every month. 

Beth was finishing up her B.A. in psychology, and getting ready to start her M.A. in 
anthropology. Eventually she planned to get a Ph.D. in psychology, but she had broad 
interests, and wanted to explore anthropology for a while. I pointed out that if she was going 
on to graduate school, she should get serious about her studies. She was a straight A 
student, but I felt that she should have the time to do extra school work, and working to put 
herself through school was silly if she could get support from her mother. If David was getting 
a free ride, so should Beth. Just how much of this thought process had to do with my living off 
Mother, I don't know. But I did know that school was serious work, and if there was money 
available to make it easier, Beth was being foolish for not taking it. 

Beth thought about this for a while and decided I was right. She called her mother and 
asked if she, too, could get money for college. Joan said of course she could. Beth asked why 
she hadn't offered money in the past if it wasn't a problem for Joan to give it. Joan said she 
had been waiting for Beth to ask. 

3/21/84-Age 40 

I finally put together a research project involving a questionnaire I wanted 
sadomasochists to fill out. A number of the questions were the same as the ones used in the 
paper that asked male sadomasochists questions about themselves, and some were new 
questions not previously asked. I had Dr. Evers go over them, and make suggestions for 
changes, and then I typed them up and made photocopies. The research would involve my 
trying to get the questionnaire placed in magazines where sadomasochists advertised for 
partners, and to send questionnaires to people who placed ads in those types of magazines. I 
sent off letters to 10 "contact" magazines asking them to print my questionnaire in the 
magazine. All responded, with half saying thanks but no thanks, and the other half asking me 
to prove to them in some way that I was doing legitimate research, and not just some pervert 
trying to get a lot of mail. I asked Dr. Evers to send letters to these people on College 
stationary, telling them that I was involved in legitimate research, and he did. It was amazing, 
but our roles were somehow reversed. I told Dr. Evers what to do, and he did it. Not the other 
way around. Today I got a reply from one of the magazines saying that they will publish the 
questionnaire in an upcoming issue. My research is beginning to become more "real" to me. 

4/2/84-Age 40 

Some other publications have offered to help, either by agreeing to publish the 
questionnaire, or by waiving the "forwarding fee" they charge people who respond to an ad 
published in their contact magazine. Waving the fee is a major help, since it could cost $1 to 
have each letter forwarded, and I might have to contact hundreds of sadomasochists to get 
enough who will fill out the questionnaire. I didn't want to ask Beth for money for this, and I 
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certainly don't have that kind of money, so the publications that are waving the fee are being 
very helpful. Today I started sending out the questionnaires to people who advertised in one 
of these publications. It still cost me a lot of money for postage and stationary, and I'm getting 
worried that no one will fill out the questionnaires, but time will tell. 

1/19/85-Age 41 

I received my M.A. in psychology today. I had a 3.9 grade point average out of a 
possible 4.0. I wasn't happy. I found out that being slightly depressed after completing a 
graduate degree was normal. To some extent, getting the degree was anticlimactic. The goal 
had been reached, and I felt like a fish out of water. After years of being in a school, and being 
overly popular, and following a routine, everything abruptly ended. I had heard that the 
depression after getting an M.A. was nothing compared to the depression after getting a 
Ph.D. 

Besides this reason for being depressed, I was faced with dealing with the real world. I 
had evaded doing that quite successfully by going back to school. I had taken a zillion 
courses in psychology, and did well, and now I was expected to go out and deal with the 
world like a normal person. Unfortunately, I wasn't psychologically capable of doing that. I still 
was crazy. I still couldn't go out and face rejection, and face working for an arbitrary "boss." 
Just the thought of working made me feel as if I were out on the streets talking out loud to 
myself. I was in control at school. I had learned all the rules, and how to manipulate them. I 
still didn't understand the rules of the outside world. I wasn't in control outside of school. If I 
wasn't in control, I was crazy. If I was in control, I could function. It was as simple as that. So 
leaving school was doubly traumatic for me. I was leaving a place where I had been 
successful, and now I was expected to go out into the world, and I just couldn't do it. It was as 
if my accomplishments over the past few years were for naught. 

I realized that I was very good at some things, but dealing with my overwhelming fears 
of situations I was not in control of was not one of them. I seemed to have the same problem 
as my sister. I didn't know how to make money, or, I couldn't do what was necessary to make 
money. In this respect Beth and I were in a perfect symbiotic relationship. Money fell down on 
Beth. Money came from dividends, and from trusts when an emergency, such as the need for 
a car, occurred. Money came at Christmas time from her grandparents and mother. And there 
was the security of knowing that if something really nasty happened, there were 
multimillionaire relatives all over the place to turn to for help. Beth never had to do this, but it 
was a comforting thought, even if it was never voiced out loud. So Beth took all the pressure 
off me. I didn't have to face my one, insurmountable fear. I was ashamed that I couldn't 
function in a way other people could, but it was a fact, and years and years of therapy, and 
learning about all the different schools of psychology, and the "tricks of the trade," hadn't 
helped. 

Beth wasn't perfect either, although I saw her as perfect. Beth would spend a good 
amount of time sitting on her bed, hiding from the world. She called it "being invisible." She 
couldn't do the marketing, or go to the bank, or take care of all the things that needed to be 
attended to on a daily basis. She too had a fear of the world, and I assumed that her 
abandonment had made her feel inferior, and that being out in public made her feel that the 
world could see how inferior she was. After all, if her mother didn't even want to be on the 
same continent as she, then Beth couldn't be a good person. Her brother David suffered from 
the same low self esteem. He would spend weeks locked in his apartment, drinking or doing 
drugs, mostly grass, and hiding from the world. He wouldn't answer his phone or door. If he 
ran out of food during these times he wouldn't eat. I found it interesting that Beth and David 
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had the same "defense mechanism," just as Maude and I seemed to share one. 

So Beth supplied the money, and I did those things she had trouble doing. I'd do most 
of the marketing, banking, going to stores and basically shielding Beth from those things she 
couldn't handle. We protected each other. And we both functioned. 

2/6/85-Age 41 

I had been getting a fairly good response to my questionnaire, and started doing some 
statistical analysis of the data I had, just to get an idea of what I was getting. The student 
store has discounted software, and I had Beth buy a statistical program for $75 today. Up to 
now, I've been using some programs I learned to write myself, but I'll feel better using more 
sophisticated programs. 

4/9/85-Age 41 

I have been doing my research into S&M. I have been doing it so I can tell myself, and 
Beth, that I was doing something. Since graduation, I had noticed "the terror" lurking just 
below the surface of my mind. I had to keep busy so I could say that I wasn't a bum, and to try 
to forestall that day when Beth would look at me and say, "Get a job!" I tried to bury my 
thoughts in my research, but I was feeling pressure. Not from Beth, but from the future. 

7/27/85-Age 42 

Beth was finishing up her M.A. in Anthropology, and had been accepted at a California 
University for her Ph.D. in psychopharmacology. She was interested in the chemical 
interactions that take place in the brain. Her Ph.D. program started in September, but her 
comprehensive exams for her M.A. in anthropology wouldn't be given until October. This 
meant she would be studying two different subjects at two different colleges at one time, 
which would be a trick for anyone. But I knew she could do it. She was the brightest person I 
have ever known. When she took the advanced psychology graduate exam to get into 
graduate school, she got an 800, a perfect score, even though she hadn't taken a number of 
the classes the test covered. 

8/20/85-Age 42 

The main purpose for my S&M research was to give scientific evidence for the 
existence of meaningful numbers of women in the sadomasochistic subculture. My research 
was successful in that enough women answered the questionnaire, and that their answers 
differed from those of the male respondents in ways one would expect and were similar in 
ways one would expect. The research not only demonstrated that some women had S&M 
interests, but also helped shed new light on a host of other issues discussed in the scientific 
literature on S&M. Today I received notification that my paper on S&M had been accepted for 
publication in a scientific journal. I am the lead author, and Dr. Evers is the second author. 
Because Beth had also helped on the paper, her name was added as third author. Not bad for 
a guy who was convinced that he was stupid. Because I'm still unsure of what I want to do, 
and because I need something to occupy my time and make me think that I'm not a bum, and 
because there is so little scientific research into S&M, I've decided to continue doing research 
in this area on my own. 
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10/15/85-Age 42 

Beth managed to simultaneously take and pass her comprehensive exams for her 
M.A., and to start her Ph.D. course work in psychology. She was given a full scholarship for 
the first semester, while the other entering students were given stipends for being teaching 
assistants, which meant that they had to work and so had less time to study. I was finishing 
up a paper on S&M. I still felt panicked about the future, and decided that my only 
achievement in life had come from my recent academic career. I spoke to Beth about 
returning to school for a Ph.D. The problem was that I was burnt out on psychology. I did 
believe that clinical psychology was a form of Voodoo, as Biker had said. If even one of the 
various forms of psychotherapy worked, then why weren't all the people who had undergone 
that therapy "cured?" It seemed to me that psychotherapy was a hit or miss proposition. It 
seemed to work for some people some times, but it wasn't reliable. True, most people who go 
to a shrink feel better, at least at first. This was due to having someone listen, and be 
concerned, about the patient's problems. The feeling of not being alone and isolated, of 
having someone else recognize that a problem did exist and offer to help, or at least hold the 
patient's hand, was therapeutic. 

But this did not create a cure for the condition. The only thing I would give to 
psychotherapy was the ability to reliably, although certainly not always, treat phobias. If 
someone had a fear of snakes, psychotherapy, or more accurately, some forms of behavioral 
therapy, had been shown to be effective. But for people like me, there didn't seem to be any 
form of therapy that could prove its effectiveness. 

I discussed changing majors to sociology, and Beth was supportive, and so I sent off 
my application to a Southern California University, and today I received notification that I was 
accepted for the term beginning in September, 1986. This gave me almost a year of free time, 
which meant I didn't have to worry about the future, or look like I was doing something, since I 
was on hold, waiting for graduate school to begin. This was like the time I shot a film to eat up 
time and avoid dealing with my fears. 

11/6/85-Age 42 

Beth received a letter from her grandmother, inviting us, and all of her children and 
grandchildren, to spend some time with her at her house in the Bahamas. She lived most of 
the year in Switzerland, but maintained a house in an exclusive area of Nassau. Beth had 
mixed feelings. She didn't want to be around her family, because of the pecking order they 
lived by, but a week in Nassau was attractive. We decided to go, since she would be on 
Christmas vacation, and a change of scenery would do her good. I, too, had mixed feelings, 
since I was at least one step below Beth in the pecking order, and because I could see myself 
going all the way to Nassau and then getting a bad virus attack and sleeping all the time. But I 
had never traveled out of the country, and it did seem like it would be an adventure. 

12/22/85-Age 42 

We left Nassau today. It was very interesting. Beth's grandmother, Bertha, owned a five 
bedroom house, with a pool, and a cabana that had two additional bedrooms, in a private 
gated country club inhabited by old money Americans and Britons. Beth and I, because of our 
low status, slept in one of the bedrooms in the cabana, which suited us, since it gave us more 
privacy than if we stayed in the main house. 

It took me almost the entire week to get used to the community. There was something I 
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didn't like about it, but I couldn't figure out what it was. Yesterday I realized that it was the 
quietest place I had ever been in. That's what I was reacting to. It was so quiet it was unreal. 
Actually, it would have been unreal even if it was normally noisy. It was inhabited mainly by 
very fit looking seventy year old's, who drove their golf carts from their homes to the main club 
house, where there were some restaurants, and to the community pool for those who didn't 
have a private one, and, of course, to the beach. After eating, they'd drive their golf cart 
home. Intermixed with the golf carts were Mercedes, which was ridiculous, since the speed 
limit was about 10 miles per hour, and it was impossible to go faster since there were golf 
carts all over the three main roads, all going at a top speed of 7 mph. 

Money was not used. Bertha gave Beth and me her account number. If we wanted a 
drink at the club house, where Bertha rented a huge cabana, or something to eat, we ordered, 
and then we wrote down her account number on the bill. Beth and I forgot the number the first 
time we used it, and wrote down a number we thought was Bertha's, and we giggled at the 
thought that someone else was going to get a bill for feeding us. Beth and I sometimes used a 
golf cart, but we also used bicycles, and we walked. It was very weird to get up in the 
morning, put on some shorts, and walk to the club house for coffee. No money. No keys. No 
identification. No nothing. It was unreal. Sometimes we had breakfast with other family 
members at Bertha's, but we went to the clubhouse at least once a day. Besides sunbathing, 
swimming, golf, tennis, and croquet, there really wasn't anything to do. It was strange for a 
city kid like me to be in this place. 

It turned out that Beth's grandfather was renting a house for a few months in the same 
private community, and so we spent some time with him and his wife and his second group of 
children. His wife, Dorothy, who was about 25 years younger than her husband, and had been 
a classmate of Beth's mother in grade school, was upset because someone had given a party 
and not invited them. She was planning to give a party and not invite the offending couple. 
This, I imagined, was how the wealthy spent their time. She had the mentality of a rich high 
school kid. 

There must have been a few hundred privately owned houses in the community. Beth's 
grandfather decided to buy a house, and found one he liked. It was a Norman French 
Chateau. He invited everyone over to have a look, although it wouldn't officially be his for a 
few weeks. It had massively thick walls, to keep out the cold of Normandy. It had a fireplace 
almost as big as the one room Beth and I still lived in. The fireplace was large enough to roast 
an ox, and it was open at each end, so it would warm the entire ground floor of the house. Of 
course, the house had modern heating and air conditioning, but the house was an authentic 
replica, or tried to be, and if the owners wanted to roast an entire ox, they could. The 
fireplace, which had a chimney that started eight feet from the ground, was used as a 
passage way from one part of the house to another. 

The house, which had about fifteen rooms, also had a pool with a view. One end of the 
pool was at an extreme edge of the cliff the house was built on. A swimmer could go to that 
end and look down at the Atlantic Ocean. This looked like it would be a fine house for Dorothy 
to use for her revenge party. 

Two days ago a group of us went scuba diving. Some diving instructors came out to 
Bertha's house and showed everyone how to use the scuba gear, using the pool for practice, 
and in the afternoon we went out on a boat and jumped into the shark infested ocean and 
went under the surface and started to breathe. All of this went against my grain. Breathing 
underwater is not a natural act. It did not come naturally to me. I did not like it. And breathing 
under water while looking out for the Eliot-eating sharks I just knew were there, didn't make 
me feel any better. Beth, on the other hand, was in heaven. Beth liked to do things like this. 
Beth wanted to hang glide, or go off and explore the Amazon. Beth and I did not see eye to 
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eye on everything. 

I kept an eye on my air gauge, and realized that, since I was hyperventilating, I was 
using my air up about twice as fast as I was told I would. This meant that when everyone got 
to the point of turning around and swimming back to the boat, underwater, I'd be out of air, 
and probably in the midst of being eaten by a shark or two. I tried to swim fast and catch up to 
the instructors who were about ten feet ahead of me, and who were pointing out all the 
goodies that lived under the ocean to Beth and her relatives, but every time I took a stroke in 
their direction, they took one that put then even further away from me. Finally, breathing very 
heavily, I managed to get their attention, and signaled that I was going up, as I was shown to 
do in the pool earlier in the day. We had been told not to go up faster than the bubbles from 
the breathing tank, or we'd might get the bends. Intellectually I knew this, but emotionally I 
wanted to be where there was air. I kicked hard with my legs to get up fast, and pushed in the 
opposite direction with my hands to keep from rising faster than my bubbles. I must have 
done it correctly, since I didn't get the bends. 

Shortly after I got to the surface, Beth appeared, and then the instructor. I told them I 
had been breathing too fast, and was running out of air. The instructor complimented me on 
not panicking and swimming up slowly. Beth said she'd swim back to the boat with me on the 
surface. I remembered that when I was a kid, I was a good swimmer, and that I was the 
youngest camper to swim to the girl's campus and get into the raft area and make the swim to 
the island, but now I was out of shape and afraid of drowning from the weight of the air tank 
and afraid of being eaten by a shark. Beth swam with me, and told me I'd be all right once I 
got back to the boat, and we finally made it. Beth watched as I pulled myself on board, and 
after a few minutes, asked if it was all right for her to go down again. I told her to be careful 
since she didn't have a "buddy," not that I had one since everyone left me behind, and she 
disappeared below the ocean's surface. About ten minutes later the others came back, 
underwater, and Beth surfaced, and everyone got into the boat, and we went back to the 
dock. I thanked Beth numerous times for saving my life. She didn't literally save me, but she 
made me feel a lot better by swimming back with me to the boat. 

During this trip I learned something about the family that I hadn't known before. Beth's 
grandfather and grandmother thought that Beth was "well off." I didn't speak much more to 
Beth's grandfather this time then I had the first time I met him, but there was some 
communications. I did speak at length to Bertha, since she liked to stay up late at night, and 
so did I, and we'd meet on her veranda when most everyone else was asleep. From 
comments she made to me, both grandparents assumed that Joan was sharing the wealth. I 
didn't say that wasn't the case, but I found it interesting that they thought it was. 

Bertha liked to drink, and it may have been her state of mild inebriation that caused her 
to confide in me tonight that she had more money in Swiss banks than the entire three lines of 
the family had put together. She said that the Swiss money was insurance against a 
catastrophe, such as a rebellion in the US. If the family's US money was confiscated or 
something, no one would be poor. From the information sent to the shareholders, and from 
other information I got in bits and pieces, I guesstimate that the family, as a whole, was worth 
about 500 million dollars. After Bertha told me about her Swiss bank account, I raised my 
guesstimate to around a billion or two. 

All in all, it was a good vacation, especially because it was free, including the air fare 
from Los Angeles. It was unfortunate that it took me six days to get used to the quiet, and to 
stop worrying about a mugger sneaking up behind me when I walked to the clubhouse at 
night to get cigarettes. I think if I stayed another week I'd have loosened up. Beth had a good 
time. 
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1/6/86-Age 42 

I've been giving some thought to Beth's relatives. I am having trouble getting a reading 
on them. I don't know why this is, because I seem to be able to read others very easily. 

Maybe it's because I haven't had a chance to talk to them individually. They always seem to 
be in groups, and often talk about things and people I know nothing about. 

I did have some one-on-one talks with Bertha, and my feeling is that she's just a drunk, 
but a very rich one. She does have that air of money about her, but besides that, she doesn't 
come off as being overly interesting. Beth thinks that she's a dragon lady, manipulating the 
other relatives because she has the most money in the family, and generally isn't nice. Beth 
told me that Bertha still asks her youngest daughter, Cynde, who is now about 30, if Cynde's 
face has cleared up from her teenage acne. This sends Cynde up the wall, which I think is the 
point. The only other relative I got to know isn't a relative any longer. He was married to Beth's 
aunt Janet, who is in her early thirties. Now divorced, but with semi-custody of one of her kids, 
he was invited to come to the reunion. I'd give his name, but, naturally, I forgot it. He, too, was 
a drunk, and seemed depressed, and gloomy, and didn't talk much, but when I was alone with 
him he seemed to want me to agree with the way he saw the world. I mean, it seemed very 
important to him that I did. Maybe he was having problems with trusting his sense of reality, 
as I had in the past. Just why I started trusting myself, I don't know. Maybe it had something 
to do with doing well in school, or being with Beth, or both. 

2/22/86-Age 42 

The phone rang and Beth picked it up, and handed it to me almost immediately. It was 
Maude. She had never called before, so I knew something was up. She said that mother was 
in the hospital with leukemia. I asked what the doctors said. Maude replied that mother would 
go into remission, and then relapse and die. I asked if mother knew this and if so, how she 
was taking the news. Maude said, "Oh, you know that bitch. She'll just complain and try to get 
sympathy." I said, "Okay," and then asked how dad was taking the news. "I don't know how he 
put up with that bitch all these years. She just bosses him around all the time. He'll be better 
off when she's dead." I said, "Okay," and that I'd speak to mother when she was out of the 
hospital, and that I'd appreciate it if Maude kept me informed about Mother's condition. We 
hung up. 

I told Beth the news, and she was her usual sympathetic and supportive self. She 
asked me how I felt about the situation, and I told her I had mixed feelings. On one hand, I 
really didn't like any of them, and I felt that they had caused me problems I was still battling 
with, and would possibly never overcome. On the other hand, I realized that they were all 
mentally ill, and I thought I should be understanding and forgiving. I told Beth I really didn't 
know how I felt. 

I asked Beth if Maude said anything to her, like "Hello." Maude and Beth had never 
spoken to each other before. Beth said that all Maude said was, "Is Eliot there!" All Beth knew 
about my family was what I had told her, and I wasn't sure that she believed me. After all, I 
didn't think anyone believed me about anything, although I had begun to learn that sometimes 
I could convince people that what I was saying was true. Maude's abrasive approach to Beth 
made me feel that she had delivered some proof that my family wasn't normal. 

5/17/86-Age 42 

Beth was lying on the bed crying. She had been crying for about 24 hours. Once, quite 
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some time ago, she had picked up a hot metal frying pan by it's handle, without using a pot 
holder, and said "Ouch!" The next day I noticed that Beth's hand was blistered. I asked her 
why she hadn't said anything to me, and she replied that complaining wouldn't do any good. It 
was at that moment that I knew Beth wasn't Jewish. Yesterday, she had two wisdom teeth 
extracted, and she must have been in terrible pain. The dentist had prescribed a pain killer, 
and Beth had taken more than the recommended dosage. She was complaining of feeling 
itchy and uncomfortable, and she lay in bed and sobbed. I called the dentist, and told him 
what was going on. He said that she had overdosed on the pain medication, and that she 
shouldn't take any more, period. He told me to drop by and get a prescription for a different 
pain medicine, but that she shouldn't start taking it for at least eight hours. Beth hadn't eaten 
for quite some time, because the dentist told her not to eat before the surgery. Now she 
couldn't open her mouth to eat, even if she wanted too. I made her Jello, and she managed to 
slide some into her mouth, but she didn't eat very much, and I was worried. 

The phone rang and it was Maude. Mother was back in the hospital, and wasn't 
expected to live much longer. I was being summoned home. I didn't know what to do. Beth 
asked as best she could what the problem was, and I told her, and she told me to go home. I 
told her I didn't want to leave her like this. She let me know that I couldn't do much for her, 
and that she would lie in bed and take the new medicine, as prescribed, and that if she 
needed help she had plenty of friends she could call. 

I decided that I should go home and see Mother, but I didn't want to stay at my parents 
condominium, and I didn't want to spend a lot of money. I called Ace, my lesbian friend, who 
had moved back to New York, and who now had a studio in the Village. She said she had 
plenty of room, and I was welcome to stay. I called an airline and booked a flight for late 
tonight, which would get me to New York early tomorrow. I called home and spoke to Maude 
and told her I'd be in town tomorrow, and that I'd go straight to the hospital when I arrived. 

5/18/86-Age 42 

I got to the hospital, and found Mother's room. I had to put on a mask and gloves, since 
she was on chemotherapy, and was susceptible to germs. I knocked on the closed door and a 
private nurse opened it. Mother was lying there with tubes stuck in her. She didn't look good. 
Her first words to me were, "When are you going to shave your beard?" I stayed for about half 
an hour, and told her I'd return later. 

It is not uncommon for children, about to visit an estranged dying parent, to have a 
fantasy of how the meeting will go. Everything will be wonderful. All those things that were 
never said will get said. The unloving parent will say, "I love you." 

More often than not, this is not how these meetings go. The unloving parent is still the 
unloving parent. The critical parent is still the critical parent. The abusive parent is still the 
abusive parent. Not always, just usually. And this was the way it was with Mother and me. 
True, her disinterest in my being there could be explained by the fact that she was dying. But 
besides the fact that she was dying, she treated me as she always had. She found me 
wanting, but tolerated me. I didn't have a job, and I wasn't a doctor or lawyer, and I hadn't 
amounted to much, if anything, and she didn't like the way I looked. Okay. 

I made my way to the condo, where Maude and dad were. Dad seemed almost 
interested in seeing me, but Maude wasn't. They said they had been at the hospital until late 
last night, and would be going there after lunch. We all left for a nearby restaurant. About a 
minute after we sat down, Maude became abusive. First to dad, and then she turned on me. I 
hadn't been the target of her viciousness for about 25 years, and I was not prepared for it. 

She zeroed in on all my fears, and just let me have it. For no reason, other than that she 
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wasn't a happy person. She told me that having degrees didn't mean much if I couldn't do 
anything with them. How she knew this was a major issue in my life I didn't know, but she had 
that radar that allowed her to find the pain buttons of people, and then she'd take great delight 
in pushing them. She told me that dad was right, that I would never amount to anything. I 
looked at dad for some sign that this kind of talk was inappropriate. He just smiled. I swear, it 
was the same smile I saw when I was three years old and he told me to touch the electric 
heater to find out what it was. Maude continued to do a job on me. I stopped hearing her. I 
stood up. I looked at both of them. I said, "You're both crazy." Maude and dad both smiled at 
me. I walked out of the restaurant. 

I decided not to stay in New York. Mother might be dying, and I might be a terrible 
person, but my mental health, which was obviously fragile, was more important to me than 
she was. I found myself walking the streets, talking out loud to myself. I had reverted, in less 
than a few hours with my Mother and sister and father, to the way I had been for most of my 
life. It was amazing. It was like an alcoholic who hadn't had a drink in five years, who walked 
into a bar, just to see if he could do it without taking a drink, and within an hour reverted to 
being a falling down drunk. My family was as poisonous to me as alcohol was for an alcoholic. 
For me, these people had a power that went far beyond any other power I knew of. I walked 
as I felt the terror returning. I walked about 50 blocks before I realized how far I had gone. 

I turned around and caught a bus and returned to the hospital. I didn't know what I'd do 
if I ran into Maude and dad. I didn't. I got dressed in the mask and gloves, and knocked on the 
door, and a while later a different nurse opened it. She said Mother wasn't well, and I 
shouldn't stay long. I went in, and Mother was semiconscious. She knew I was there, and I 
told her I'd have to be leaving, and she may or may not have said goodbye. I left. I went 
directly to the airport. I called Ace and babbled to her what had happened, and that I had to 
get out of New York immediately, and I wouldn't be staying with her. She understood. I got on 
the first Freddie Laker plane to Los Angeles. 

I got home sooner than either Beth or I imagined. She was feeling a little better. I was a 
basket case. She could tell that something had happened. She asked if Mother had died. I 
said no, and I then started shaking and crying. I told her about how vicious Maude had been, 
and how my father was an accomplice, and how my fantasy about Mother and my last 
meeting was just a joke. I kept shaking. I had blisters on my feet from the long walk, and from 
pacing at the airport for two hours before the plane took off. 

Beth, who was still in pain, spoke soothingly to me. She told me that I was safe. She 
told me that I was back at home, far away from those bad people. She told me that she was 
there and would take care of me. She told me I could trust her. She told me I had friends who 
liked me and respected me. She told me I had accomplished more things in the past few 
years than my sister had accomplished in her life. 

5/20/86-Age 43 

It took two full days for Beth to nurse me back to a semblance of mental health. God, 
she is so good to me. 

5/22/86-Age 43 

Maude called to tell me mother died today. She cried as she told me how good a 
mother mother was, and how much she was going to miss her. I took the phone from my ear 
and looked at it. I asked, without caring, how dad was taking mother's death. Maude said, 
"Him, you know him, he doesn't care about anyone but himself. She spent her whole life 
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taking care of him, and do you think he cares that she died? All I can say is that she was a 
saint to have put up with him all these years. Are you coming in for the funeral? It's tomorrow." 
I told her I wouldn't be able to make it. She spoke to me as if nothing had happened between 
us just a few days ago. It took a few hours, but then I realized that, for Maude, nothing out of 
the ordinary had happened. What I considered nastiness on her part was just a normal 
conversation for her. 


6/14/86-Age 43 

Beth's family had decided to sell the business some time ago. The fourth generation 
wanted money. They reasoned that if each of their shares was worth five million dollars, then 
they could get $500,000 a year by just putting the money in the bank at 10% interest, which 
was more than the $150,000 or so they got in dividends. Lawyers had sent Beth papers to 
sign, although we really weren't told what was going on. After all, Beth was fifth generation, 
and only had .9 shares. Today we got notification that slightly more than $125,000 had been 
wire transferred to our bank account. The business had been sold for $175,000,000, and this 
was Beth's share. 

We felt like millionaires. We had no plans for using the money, but it was really nice to 
have it anyway. 

7/15/86-Age-43 

Today my second paper on S&M, and my third scientific paper, was published. I'm 
feeling kinda good about myself. Again, Dr. Evers is second author, and Beth is third author. 

8/22/86-Age 43 

It was getting close to the time I'd be going to graduate school, but I really didn't want 
to go. I had told Beth that I had doubts, but I hadn't come to any firm decision until now. I 
really didn't want to go back to a school situation. Beth, and I by marriage, had enough money 
to live on comfortably, and I had my research to do, and I still didn't know what I really wanted 
to do when I grew up, and Beth wasn't pushing me, so why go through the motions of going to 
school? 

10/17/86-Age 43 

The VW Rabbit died. We bought a Honda hatchback, with the luxury of air conditioning. 
As was the case when we bought the Toyota, Beth insisted I use the new car, and I insisted 
that she use it. We also bought a new computer, an IBM PC, which both Beth and I could use. 

11/5/86-Age 43 

Beth's mother Joan broke up with Chip. She sold the house she had bought in London, 
moved to Los Angeles, and found a luxury apartment about a half hour from us. I wondered if 
the reason she abandoned her children years ago was due to breaking up with a boyfriend, 
and if breaking up with another boyfriend was the reason Joan moved back to Europe when 
Beth and David moved to Los Angeles. I was getting the idea that if you have a few million 
dollars, moving from one continent to another to "get away from it all" was not out of the 
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question. 

2/5/87-Age 43 

I had suggested to Beth a number of times that we move to a larger place. One room 
was cozy, but it didn't give either of us enough space to work. The apartment next to us 
became vacant, and we took it, giving us two separate rooms. Beth was satisfied with this 
arraignment, but I wasn't. 

I think Beth stayed because she loved a pittosporum tree that grew outside a window 
our bed was next to. It seemed like she knew every leaf, and all the birds and squirrels that 
lived in it. She once told me that we would move if the people who owned the property the 
tree was on ever cut it down. 

Beth was at school when the chain saw started, and the tree was cut down in about 
half an hour. I tried to break the news to her gently, but she didn't take it well. That was five 
days ago. Today we found a new apartment, a two bedroom townhouse with a private 
backyard, and a pittosporum tree that grew in front of a bedroom window. She was happy, 
and I was happy. As a bonus, the apartment was much closer to her school than the old one. 

4/14/87-Age 43 

I heard that there was a blood test for a virus called Epstein-Barr, which seemed to 
produce symptoms similar to mine. I went to Dr. Sneed to have a blood test done. I called 
today and he told me I was negative. It wouldn't have made much of a difference if I had it, 
since there wasn't any treatment for it, but I would have felt better just knowing what I had. 
Just putting a name to it would have made it less mysterious. 

Although I didn't have a name for my virus, I seemed to be getting better. I was very 
sick only one or two days a month, and felt tired and had cold symptoms another five or six 
days, and the rest of the month I felt good, although I almost always had a slight stuffy nose 
or mild sore throat. Beth pointed out that I seemed to get very sick if I didn't get enough sleep, 
or if I was under a lot of pressure. I tried to be good about getting proper sleep, but after being 
sick and lying around and not accomplishing much, I'd feel that I had to make up for lost time, 
so I'd work long hours on my research, or on other projects I'd give myself. 

6/19/87-Age 44 

Today we got back from a two day visit to Beth's aunts, Cynde and Janet, who live 
about three blocks from each other in Berkeley. California. Beth has been growing closer to 
them, and thought it would be a nice change to get out of Los Angeles for a few days. 
Although I had a bad-virus day when I was up there, I did get to know them better. Janet, who 
is twice divorced, lives with her teenage daughter and four year old son, by different fathers, 
at the top of the Berkeley hills, across the street from a National Park, or Reserve, or 
whatever. She's about 5'8", has a nice figure and face, and is sophisticated looking. Her 
house was like a small hotel. It is very modern, and she has work done on it all the time. It's 
large, or at least, has very large rooms. I think her living room could have held 50 people 
easily. Janet also has an opare, a live in baby sitter for her young son. The son, whose name I 
can't remember, has some kind of emotional problems, diagnosed by his shrink as stemming 
from Janet's divorce and living a long distance from his father. Janet's daughter, whose name 
I can't remember, is 17, and seems nice. She has an inoperable tumor in her head, but it's not 
malignant, and she gets the best medical attention money can buy. 
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Beth had told me that when Janet isn't home, she's off at some spa or with some guru 
trying to find enlightenment. One month she might spend a week running around naked and 
getting in touch with her inner self, and another month she might spend a week chanting the 
latest mantras guaranteed to enlighten. I suppose that with an emotionally ill kid, and a 
physically ill kid, she needs some time off for herself. 

I think that what she really needs is for someone to sit down with her and have a chat 
about why she likes to make life more difficult for herself than it needs to be. She has three 
ancient cars, none of which are reliable, and every morning one, or more than one, won't 
start. Since she needs one, her daughter needs one, and the opare needs one, every 
morning starts off with a problem. 

The simplest solution would be to buy three new cars. It's not like she doesn't have the 
money. But she has opted for a different solution. She calls her sister Cynde, and asks that 
she send her husband, Mark, I think, up a hill for about three blocks to fix the cars. He used to 
be an auto mechanic, but since he married Cynde, he doesn't do much of anything except 
keep Cynde company, and fix Janet's cars. So Mark walks or drives up the hill, and fixes the 
cars, and all's right until the next morning. 

Cynde is a few years younger than Janet, about 5'6", with a nice figure and face, but 
unlike Janet, she doesn't have a sophisticated look. She's an actress, and performs with a 
local acting group. Actually, she bankrolls the group, and writes a lot of the plays they put on. I 
get the idea that she's not the greatest actress or writer in the world, but at least she's 
interested in doing something. I think she's normally bright, but not as bright as Janet, who's 
not anywhere as bright as Beth. 

Beth and I stayed at Cynde's, who has a spare suite of rooms located underneath the 
main house. Not a basement apartment, but something that can't be seen from the street. The 
back of the house juts out over a hill, and the lower portion is open at that end. Cynde's house 
was older than Janet's, and had more character, and was the type of place Beth and I would 
be comfortable having, some day. 

I keep thinking about Janet. I asked her some standard questions about her academic 
history, and she mentioned that she had an M.A. in computer science, which she got about 10 
years ago. Those were the days when computer science was really difficult, not like today 
with PC's on almost everyone's desk. I asked why she didn't go on for her Ph.D., and she 
matter of factly replied that she found the area "too easy.... I got bored". I keep thinking that 
it's a waste to have a fully functioning bright mind, and spend your time taking naked mud 
baths to find enlightenment. But then again, that's just a value judgment on my part. If I had 
her money, I'd probably do the same. After all, I kinda spent a good deal of my life doing 
nothing, so who am I to judge. 

7/7/87-Age 44 

A third paper on S&M was accepted for publication by a scientific journal today. The 
first two papers were written with the help of others, but I did this paper by myself, and so I 
am the sole author. 

7/8/87-Age 44 

Carol, my gay CETA friend, called today. The last I heard from her, she was living in 
Oregon. She said she was in town visiting old friends, and her car died, and she was 
desperate, and wanted to know if I could help her pay the $119 she needed to get it fixed. I 
asked how she got my number, since the phone was listed in Beth's name. She said she 
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called Ace in New York in her attempt to track me down. I asked if there was any way she 
could get over to our place, and she said she could borrow a car, so I gave her directions and 
she said she'd be over in an hour. 

I told Beth that an old friend was dropping over in a little while, which didn't make Beth 
happy. She felt I should have given her time to get the apartment tidy, not that it wasn't 
already tidy. I think she was being a little invisible, and really didn't want to be around people. 
Her attitude was a little cool towards me, which was something I wasn't used to. I explained 
that my friend needed a loan, which would probably be a gift, in order to get her car fixed so 
she could get back home to Oregon. Beth wanted to know how much, and I said $119. She 
didn't seem to mind making the loan-gift, but she was noticeably out of sorts as she tried to 
rapidly fluff cushions and make the place look perfect. 

Carol arrived, looking just as I remembered her; tall and gangly and a little dikey. Soon 
we were all in the kitchen drinking coffee, and Beth and Carol became fast friends. I told Carol 
on the phone that we didn't have cash, and would a check do, and she said yes, so I wrote 
her a check for $150, which she thanked me for. I asked what she had been doing, and she 
said carpentry, and that she had been living with a woman who had over 140 different 
personalities. This caught both Beth and my interest, and we spent about two hours listening 
to Carol tell us of her adventures with her girlfriend, Mary. She told us that she got very good 
at telling who her girlfriend was at any given time. If she found her girlfriend sitting under the 
dining room table when she got home, she knew it was Terri, one of the six year old twins, 
and if Mary was playing with a knife, she was Billy, a fourteen year old delinquent boy. Carol 
told us that sometimes when Mary was driving, another personality would emerge who didn't 
know how to drive, but a seven year old girl personality always emerged at this point and took 
over. The only problem was that the seven year old drove like a seven year old. I kept thinking 
that her story would make a great book. I told her that stories about multiple personalities 
were always from the multiples point of view, and this was the first I ever heard from the 
significant other's view. Carol said that the problem was one of invading Mary's privacy. 
Regardless, it was one of the better stories I had ever heard. I still think it will make a truly 
great book. 

2/22/88-Age 44 

Everything I knew about computers I learned on my own. I bought computer 
magazines, read the articles, and after a few years I began to understand them. I had noticed 
ads for products that claimed that they could create "true photographic quality" computer 
images. I sent away for information about these products, and I was always disappointed with 
the sample images the companies sent. They didn't look very photographic to me. Then I 
realized that to a computer engineer, they probably did look like photographs. 

Recently I came across a company that made equipment that made almost 
photographic quality computerized images. I spoke to Beth about buying this equipment, 
since I was intrigued by the potential of computerized photography. I didn't know much about 
it, but I knew that it would one day be the new form photography would take, and I wanted to 
get involved with it. I had grown tired of standard photography years ago, and I hadn't done 
any pigment printing for a number of years since there wasn't enough room in our old one 
room apartment to make them, nor time with my school load. I knew that computerized 
photography would look different from standard photography, and I liked computers, so it 
seemed like a natural area for me to explore. 

The major problem was price. The equipment needed would cost about $5,000, and I 
knew it wouldn't be able to produce very good images. But I wanted to get started learning. 
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Beth told me that if I wanted to buy the stuff, I should. I tried not to spend Beth's money, or at 
least I tried not to make major purchases, and I felt a little funny spending $5,000, but I did. 
Now all I had to do was learn how to use it. 

6/12/88-Age 45 

I learned enough about computerized photography to know that I'd have to learn how 
to write computer programs. The manipulations that were possible seemed endless, but only 
if I had control over the computer, which I didn't have, and wouldn't have, until I learned how 
to talk to them and tell them what I wanted them to do. So I bought a program a few weeks 
ago that helps people write other programs, and I bought a few books on programming, and 
started hitting the keys on my computer. 

Today I managed to write my first successful program. It didn't do much. It just took a 
color photograph displayed by my computer and turned it into a black and white image. I'd 
been told that it was a very simple program to write, but since it took me three weeks to get it 
to work from the time I first started trying to write it, it didn't seem simple to me. I didn't think 
that I could look forward to a career as a professional programmer. But I did get the computer 
to do what I wanted it to do, and that made me feel good. 

8/25/88-Age 45 

I completed writing my 50th program today. Some of these programs were unique. I 
was the only person in the entire world who could make some types of computerized images, 
because I had written the programs to do exactly what I wanted done. Someone else could 
write a program that did something similar, but no one would be able to make exactly the 
same images as me, unless I gave or sold them a copy of my program. I liked computerized 
photography a lot. 

12/25/88-Age 45 

Beth had been acting a little depressed. She was having trouble at school. She was a 
straight A student, but she was at the point when she had to start writing her thesis for her 
M.A. in psychology, on her way to her Ph.D., and she hated writing. I tried to help, as I had in 
the past when she had a paper due, but she was so far beyond my ability to understand what 
she was doing that I wasn't much use. It was funny, though, because Beth acted as if I 
understood exactly what she was doing, or trying to do. I realized that most of our relationship 
had been based on my being "older and wiser," and that I had been further advanced in 
psychology than she was when we were at Cal State, so I always seemed to know more than 
she did. Now she was a few light years ahead of me, but she didn't seem to realize it. 

She needed a break, and the opportunity came when her mother asked if she wanted 
to go to Nassau for the Christmas holidays. The Norman French Chateau would be vacant, 
except for the live-in cook, and the gardener, the handyman and probably Beth's grandfather's 
secretary. But no family members would be there, since they were off on an African safari. 

The invitation was only for Beth. Beth asked if I would mind her going off without me. I said 
no, which I meant. I had enough to amuse me around the apartment, and she could use the 
change of scenery. So today it was Christmas and I am on my own. Beth called. I didn't think 
I'd miss her after all the time we've spent together, but I did. It is very quiet. And I just miss her 
so much. 
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2/26/89-Age 45 

I've been involved in computerized photography for a year, and just beginning to 
understand the process. I've decided that this is the time to write a "how to" book about it. 

This might not seem to make sense, since I knew that I wasn't an expert in the field, but it 
made sense in some ways. First, there weren't any real experts in the field, at least not as far 
as making photographs with small personal computers was concerned. Second, I found that 
the more I learned, the more difficult it became for me to explain the process in simple 
language. Beth was interested in what I was doing, and I seemed to be able to communicate 
with her better when I knew less. I discussed this with Beth, who pointed out that, "You're only 
a novice once," and if I wanted to write a book for other novices about computerized 
photography, I'd better start now. 

Her support was needed, because I knew I'd need someone who knew almost nothing 
about the field to read the book and tell me what I wasn't making clear. Additionally, Beth was 
an excellent writer, regardless of her fear of writing, and I knew her editorial skills would be 
valuable. The demands of her schooling had lessened, since she was finished with her 
required course work, although she was still busy. Her support, and willingness to put in the 
time to read and correct what I wrote, was important to me. 

I sent a letter to seven publishers of photographic books today. I knew that the chances 
of one of them being interested in this new field was slim, but I thought it worth the effort to 
find out. 

3/18/89-Age 45 

There was a major fire across the street from our apartment a week ago. I had taken 
the Honda to a market about ten at night, to get a late night snack for Beth and myself, and on 
my way back, about fifteen minutes after I had left, I saw a brilliant orange glow in the 
direction of our apartment. It was only until I was about three blocks away that I realized that 
the fire was on our block, and that it was a truly huge fire. I started to panic. The streets were 
filled with people, and fire engines, and more fire engines and police were arriving with their 
sirens on. I had to park illegally two blocks from the apartment, in a red no parking zone. I 
worried that I might get towed, but I was more worried about Beth. I tried to walk up to our 
block, but a fireman stopped me. I was so close and yet, as the saying goes, so far away. The 
fireman's attention was diverted for a second, and I did something very uncharacteristic for a 
person afraid of authority figures: I ran up the street, and then cut into an allay way and 
entered the back yard of our apartment. The sky was a brilliant reddish orange, and there 
were spotlights from the fire engines and noise from the engines and sirens. 

I got about five feet from the front door, and stopped, crouching down behind a tree. I 
had heard of fires starting from cinders blowing from another fire, and never understood how 
this could be. I had seen cinders and embers in fire places, and tried to imagine how these 
little sparks of light, traveling hundreds of feet, managed to stay lit, and then land on a roof 
with enough heat to start it on fire. Now I understood. Embers, about a foot to eighteen inches 
square, were floating down like snowflakes. It was snowing fire. The door to the apartment 
was closed, but I wasn't sure that Beth had gotten out, either by the front door or the back. If 
the door was open, I would have felt better, and I would have made my way back the way I 
had come. But the door was closed, and I had come so close, I thought I'd better make my 
way in, just to make sure Beth had left. 

I took my key out, took a deep breath, and was about to start to run through the flaming 
snowflakes when I was instantly soaking wet. It was like jumping into a swimming pool. A 
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stream of water from a huge fire hose had hit me. I don't know if I was in the right place at the 
right time, or if a fireman spotted me and hosed me down. I ran the five feet to the door, 
grabbed the doorknob, found that the door wasn't locked, and got in without catching fire. The 
apartment was a little smoky, but wasn't on fire. I called for Beth, but there wasn't any reply. I 
decided to run through the apartment, just to make sure, and to see if any of our three cats 
were inside. 

After making sure that the house was empty, I decided to leave by the back door, made 
my way through the back yard to the alley, and back down to the street. I felt good that Beth 
got out, but I still had to find her. I walked about three blocks in every direction around the 
apartment, but couldn't find her. Each block was jammed with spectators, and cops, and 
newspeople. I spent about an hour walking, and then decided to drive to Beth's mother's 
apartment, thinking that Beth might have gone there. She did. She had gotten our three cats 
into two cat boxes, and carried them, complete with her bleeding wrists that were slashed by 
the freaked out cats, about two blocks from the house. A woman let her use her telephone, 
and Beth called her mother, who came for her. We spent the next two days at Judy's 
apartment, until most of the smoke odor had left our apartment. 

Chocolate, our Toyota, was parked in front of the building under construction, which 
was burnt to the ground by an arsonist. The Toyota melted. Today we got a check from the 
insurance company for $3,000. Beth and I decided not to replace the car. I was home almost 
all the time, and we really didn't need a second car. 

4/14/89-Age 45 

Of the seven publishers I sent inquires to about the book, one showed interest. They 
asked me to send them a detailed outline, so I sat down at the computer and created one, 
and mailed it off today. 

5/11/89-Age 45 

Maude called. I hadn't been in touch with dad or her for some time. I really didn't want 
to be. I would send dad birthday and holiday cards, and that was about it. Maude told me that 
she didn't know what she was going to do with dad. She said that he was impossible to live 
with, and he was driving her crazy. She told me that he refused to wear the bag attached to 
his catheter. I stopped her and asked what the hell she was talking about. 

Maude told me that a month ago dad looked "bloated," and she asked him what the 
problem was. He told her he hadn't urinated in three days, so she called one of mother's 
doctors, who saw dad right away. The doctor put a catheter in him, and, according to Maude, 
about a gallon of urine came out. The doctor put him in the hospital, and it was determined 
that he had an enlarged prostate gland. Ordinarily they would operate and remove the gland, 
and test to see whether it was cancerous. But they determined that his heart was so weak 
that he probably wouldn't survive the surgery, and so they put a permanent catheter in his 
abdomen and attached a bag to it to collect his urine. 

Maude said that he refused to wear the bag, and the doctor said that he could place a 
rubber band around the end of the tube instead. Dad would forget to undo the rubber band 
and begin to bloat, or he would forget to put the rubber band back, which resulted in urine 
running down his legs all day. Maude told me that dad would get up at two in the morning and 
get dressed to go to work. I asked if he still had the business, and she said yes, but with only 
one employee, Joe, who had worked for my parents for about thirty-five years. 

Maude also said that dad would fall down, and she'd have to call Joe, who lived about 
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half an hour away by subway, to come over to the apartment and pick him up. I didn't ask why 
she didn't call the doorman. I knew that one was on duty twenty-four hours a day. I imagined 
that the apartment hadn't been cleaned since mother died, and Maude probably didn't want 
anyone associated with the building to see the state it was in. 

Maude said she had asked a lawyer about getting power of attorney and putting dad in 
a home. She said the attorney said it was possible, but that she would be legally responsible 
for all of his debts, and it was an involved job, and he recommended against it. She wanted to 
know what I thought she should do. I was noncommittal. I thought that they were probably 
making life miserable for each other, and I wanted to stay out of it. I didn't like the idea of 
Maude having power of attorney. She'd just spend all of his money, assuming he had any, and 
then what? Her way of dealing with my parents obsession with money, mixed in with their 
psychological abuse, was to take what she could from them and then throw it away. If she 
couldn't get mother or dad to give her money, she'd just take an object d'art and pawn it, 
getting five cents on the dollar, if that much. It wasn't her goal to get their money. It was her 
goal to destroy everything that was dear to them. Pawning a $500 porcelain figurine for $25 
gave her enough money to buy a magazine and a hamburger, and hurt mother and dad at the 
same time. Since she said she didn't want to get involved with the legal aspects of having 
power of attorney, I stopped worrying that she would literally put dad into the poorhouse. 

I told her to do the best she could with him, and that I was to far away to be of any 
help, and asked what some of our aunts thought about the situation. She started cursing and 
telling me how crazy our relatives were, and how stupid they were, and how awful they were, 
and I just listened for a while. Finally, when I couldn't take it any more, I thanked her for calling 
and told her to do what she thought was best, and I asked her to keep me informed about 
dad's medical condition. 

I told Beth about the conversation. She asked me how I felt. I said I honestly didn't 
know. I didn't want my dad to be in discomfort, and I knew Maude wasn't taking care of him, 
but on a different level I thought that they deserved each other. 

5/17/89-Age 45 

Today I signed a contract to write a "how to" book on computerized photography. I 
knew that history might repeat itself, but I had Beth on my side, so I didn't get very worried 
about what might happen in the future. 

Beth was so good to me. She saw to my psychological health, took care of bringing 
most of the money in, mostly through her trust funds, and didn't pressure me to get a job and 
deal with adults, who I still feared, even though I certainly was one of them. I took care of the 
day to day things, like marketing, banking, etc., those things Beth had a hard time doing when 
she was feeling "invisible". We had a perfect symbiotic relationship. 

6/2/89-Age 46 

Beth seemed to be getting more depressed as time went on. This wasn't the Beth I 
knew. She was at the point of her studies when she had to start writing her dissertation for her 
Ph.D. She started talking about leaving school and getting a job. I became upset. I saw a 
brilliant person giving up. I pointed out that she had gone to school for years and years, and 
now that she was almost about to reach her final academic goal, she was talking about 
quitting. Beth got angry and told me that I couldn't deal with working in the real world, and that 
she was understanding about that, and that she couldn't deal with writing her dissertation, and 
that I should be understanding. 
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Emotionally, I wasn't happy with the direction Beth seemed to be heading in. 
Intellectually, I understood. First, I was psychologically crippled, and so I could empathize with 
Beth's very different form of psychological terror. Beth's inability to write, regardless of the fact 
that she was a great writer, was based on her fear that she would be found out to be a fraud. 
This is not an uncommon fear among the very bright. It is called the " impostor syndrome ". For 
years people had told Beth how bright she was, and she had the academic achievements to 
prove them correct. But she didn't work hard at her studies, and so assumed that everyone 
was wrong about her. If she struggled, as many of her classmates did, and then succeeded, 
she'd feel that she put in the appropriate amount of energy, and it had paid off. But she didn't 
struggle. Difficult courses came easily to her. She felt that she had been fooling everyone, 
and sooner or later she would be busted. Writing was the way they'd find out. If she put 
something in writing, then sometime in the future someone would read it and find flaws, then 
the world would know that she wasn't perfect, and then she'd be exposed as a fraud. In order 
not to get busted, she had to avoid writing her dissertation. My feeling is that Beth is Nobel 
Prize winning material. Her intelligence goes beyond being overly bright. She has that unique 
ability to look at something completely differently from those who had been working on the 
problem in the past. It was as if she took a step to the side, and saw the problem differently. 
And she also saw the solution. I know that this ability was very rare, and I hated to see it go to 
waste. 

7/19/89-Age 46 

Beth told me that she wanted to start seeing a shrink. I asked if she was going to use 
someone from school, and she said no. She had asked around and found a Jungian therapist, 
and had called and made an appointment. 

Carl Jung was a contemporary and disciple of Freud, although the two had a falling 
out, which wasn't unusual with Freud. Jung was a mystic. He believed in such concepts as 
the "collective unconscious," and was heavily into symbolism that went way beyond Freud's. If 
clinical psychology was "Voodoo," Jung was the head Voodoo priest. 

9/11/89-Age 46 

My fourth paper on S&M was published, and I received the "reprints" today. I hadn't 
planned to write another paper for a while, since I was occupied with the "how to" book. But I 
received a letter from the editor of a journal who invited me to submit a paper. This is unusual, 
but happens sometimes. He said that he had read my earlier work, and was impressed. This 
paper was what is known as a review paper, which summarizes and discusses all the 
previous papers in a particular field. It was nothing special, but it made the editor happy, so I 
did it. 

3/5/90-Age 46 

Beth had been seeing her shrink once a week. Some weeks Beth seemed happier than 
others. She was still in school, but hadn't made any progress toward writing her dissertation. 

Tonight Beth wanted to have sex. I had a "headache." Sex had gone from fantastic to 
routine to boring. This had nothing to do with my love for her, which was as strong as ever. It 
was simply that after a number of years, things got routine. Apparently, it's not all that rare for 
some people to get bored sexually more easily, or quicker, than their partner. Beth usually 
didn't seem all that interested in having sex with me, but I think she felt more rejected by my 
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lack of interest than I did with her lack of lust for me. 

Spicing up our sex life wasn't a matter of incorporating S&M into our lovemaking. 
Although Beth didn't find it a turn-on, she was more than willing to participate to make me 
happy, but much of my happiness came from making my partner happy, in addition to the 
feeling of control I got from S&M. Since she didn't get turned on, having S&M with her was a 
turn-off for me. And, for whatever reasons, I'm monogamous, and so going out and looking 
for someone else to play with never entered my mind. I knew our mutual lack of lust was a 
problem, and so did Beth, but we never verbalized it. I think neither one of us wanted to hurt 
the other's feelings. 

8/6/90-Age 46 

I sent the "how to" book off to the publisher today. I remembered the problems I had 
with my first photo book, and the fucking the company gave me. In the past I would have 
spent more time obsessing about what would go wrong, and how the publisher would fuck 
me, but now I was more relaxed. For one thing, I had Beth's support, both monetarily and 
emotionally, and I rarely worried about problems that could arise. Sometimes I did, but that 
was just mild paranoia, and not reality. I had gotten along well with the people from the 
publishing company I dealt with, and felt reasonably secure that the book would get 
published. 

8/7/90-Age 47 

Last night Beth gave me a big hug and told me she loved me before going to bed. It 
made me feel warm inside. This morning she brought coffee to me while I was still in bed, and 
said, "Eliot, there's something I want to talk to you about. I've found a house, I'm moving out, I 
want a divorce, how's the coffee?" 

8/8/90-Age 47 

Numb. 

8/11/90-Age 47 

Panic. I had nine good years, and now reality was making its ugly appearance. I had 
never made money in my life, and now I was going to be on my own again. I saw myself back 
on the streets, mumbling to myself and smelling like spit-up. I could feel the terror bubbling up 
from where it had been hiding. 

8/12/90-Age 47 

Beth said she wanted to split all her money with me. She didn't want me to be 
destitute. We had about $150,000. Part of it was from the sale of the business, and the rest 
from money given to Beth each year by her grandfather, who made contributions to a family 
investment trust set up to handle the family's money after the business was sold. He 
contributed about $20,000 a year to the accounts of each of his children and grandchildren. 
My share of the money would be about $75,000. 

This money represented doom to me. I realized that I wouldn't be able to support 
myself, and so the money would just dwindle away, and eventually I'd be broke. If I were 
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anyone else, it would be a different story. I'd go to Europe, buy a car, get a big screen TV, and 
put some money in the bank. Then I would go back to work. But I was me. 

8/13/90-Age 47 

Beth and I had only one car. We decided that she should keep it, and I would keep the 
computer equipment, since both had about the same value. Beth knew how I felt about not 
having a car. It reminded me of my starving-crazy days when I walked through a pair of Fry 
boots with flexible steel in the soles. She told me that, for the time being, we should share the 
car. She'd have it part of the week, and I'd have it the other part. 

For a woman who had just turned my world upside down, she was being very good to 
me. But then again, she always had been. 

8/20/90-Age 47 

Beth's new place was a rented two bedroom fixerupper with a huge backyard. It was in 
an okay, but not fashionable neighborhood, which seemed quiet, and which was fairly close to 
her school. It needed work. Beth spent a week painting it, and she got the landlord to fix some 
cracked windows and a slightly leaking roof. It didn't have a refrigerator, and she was going to 
buy one, but I told her to take the one we had. I didn't know where I'd be living, but I felt that 
the kind of place I'd end up in would probably have a refrigerator. 

Beth wouldn't let me come over until her place was fixed up. She was afraid that I 
wouldn't approve. Funny that. She was divorcing me, yet she worried how I would feel about 
her new place. She called today and asked me if I wanted to come over. I said sure, and she 
picked me up and drove me there. It looked much better than I thought it would from her 
earlier description. Beth told me it looked awful until she painted it. She gave me the keys to 
the place, and showed me the idiosyncrasy of the locks. I asked her if she really wanted me 
to have the keys, and she said she did. 

8/24/90-Age 47 

I intellectually and emotionally accepted that Beth and I were getting a divorce. I felt 
like I was on the wrong end of a palace coup. Looking back, I supposed I should have seen 
the signs. Hindsight, they say, is 20/20 vision. Looking at things from Beth's point of view, this 
situation could be seen as growth. I had outlived my usefulness. Beth and I had both changed 
over the years. She had gotten older, and so had I. She had gained weight, and so had I. She 
decided that she wanted a different kind of life, but I hadn't. Beth said she still loved me, but 
she didn't want to be married. She wanted to be alone. She wanted to be free to do things 
that I kept her from doing, like jumping out of airplanes. She wanted to see what life had to 
offer. She felt I was holding her back. I probably was. She was bored in our relationship, and 
scared at the thought of being viewed as an impostor at college, while I was only bored with 
the sexual side of our relationship, and knew that I was inadequate. At one time I gave her 
support, but now her enlightened self interest and my enlightened self interest seemed to 
clash. I still loved her, and hoped she'd eventually "come to her senses." 

Of all our problems, I think my lack of support for her decision to leave school before 
completing her Ph.D. caused the biggest rift, or maybe it was the straw that broke the camels 
back. There were two reasons I took the position that I did. First, I felt that I wasn't bright 
enough to get a Ph.D., and so I was living vicariously through Beth's achievements. When 
she started making sounds about dropping out of school, I took it personally. I shouldn't have, 
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but I did. I was wrong on this point, and it's ramifications, the divorce, weren't worth my 
vicarious thrill. This is true, and I'm sure it would satisfy a shrink or marriage counselor that I 
might talk to about the breakup. The other, more bothersome reason that I pushed Beth to 
finish her studies is harder to believe. 

I have said that Beth was bright, even very bright, but I haven't given any examples. 
Although statistics wasn't her field, she was capable of picking up a stat text describing a type 
of statistics she knew nothing about, reading it in a day or two, and then informing a full 
professor that the statistics he was using in his experiments were inappropriate. She did this 
on two occasions, giving a professor she loathed minor nervous breakdowns. When she was 
in her third year of graduate school, she was chosen to be the teaching assistant for the 
entering graduate students' statistics courses, a job that usually went to statistics majors in 
their fifth year. But bright and very bright are a dime a dozen on the Ph.D. level at major 
colleges, and other grad students could boast of similar achievements. 

Instead of calling her bright, I should have called her brilliant. Beth had a unique ability 
that only a handful of people alive at any one time have. She could, routinely, look at a 
problem other people had been debating for years, and see it completely differently. It was 
like she could shift her perspective, and see the issues from a different angle. Usually, there 
are two sides that debate important scientific issues. "Green" would present evidence for a 
theory, and "Blue" would say that Green was wrong, and present evidence for his own theory. 
Those who believed in Green's position would bash Blue's position, and those that agreed 
with Blue would bash Green's position. This "bashing" could go on for years, if not decades, 
and sometimes even centuries. Beth had the ability to look at Green's position, and at Blue's, 
and for reasons I can't even imagine, could often incorporate both positions into one new 
theory. She would tell me that both Green and Blue were actually saying the same thing, but 
didn't know it. If she did this just once, then it'd be a lucky insight, and nothing more. But Beth 
did this on a regular basis. Beth was, as I mentioned before, Nobel Prize winning material. 
And I don't expect you to believe this. 

I took Beth's decision to drop out of school as if it meant a loss to the world. She was 
capable of achieving something that few people could, and this loss to society upset me. I 
know how ridiculous this sounds, but it's true. 

With the exception of Beth's brother, her entire family seemed overly bright. But not 
one of her aunt's or uncle, nor her mother, had ever achieved anything near their potential. 
Her uncle, for instance, was a stock broker when he was in his early twenties, but realized 
that he was rich, and didn't have to work, so he picked himself and his wife up and moved to 
the State of Washington, and bought a house, and hasn't done anything for the past twenty 
years. Nothing. Well, he does make wooden toys during the year, and gives them to his 
church at Christmas time so underprivileged children could have presents. He has a boat and 
spends time on it. Beth's aunt Janet dropped out of school after getting her M.A. in computer 
science, and now takes naked mud baths to get enlightened. Beth's mother doesn't do 
anything that I can think of, although she graduated Summa Cum Laude from college. The 
only person in her family who tries to do something is Cynde, the actor-playwright. It seems 
like a waste to me, but, then again, I'm not exactly a super achiever myself. I should have just 
kept my mouth shut and been supportive, and left well enough alone. 

9/4/90-Age 47 

I started looking for an apartment about two weeks after Beth moved. The place we 
shared had too many memories for me. I found a few apartments that were fine, but I couldn't 
get them. No one would rent to me because I don't have a job. I told them that I worked for 
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myself, but this didn't help because they wanted to see my tax return. I told them that I had 
$75,000 in cash. They said they wanted to see my bank book. I got so frustrated I actually 
showed my bankbooks to a landlord, who then said it didn't matter that I had cash. What if I 
spent the money? The only thing that these people wanted was for me to have a job from 
which I could get fired. 

I realized that there was a reason I avoided the world. People were crazy. I also 
realized that for the past eight or nine years, I didn't have to deal with idiots like them. Beth 
took care of these sorts of things, and she was very good at it. I wasn't. We had a symbiotic 
relationship. I took care of things she couldn't do, and she took care of things I couldn't do. 
And, apparently, one thing I couldn't do was rent an apartment. In the past, I had rented 
dumps, and the requirements for getting them weren't stringent. Now I was looking for an 
apartment a normal person would live in. And normal people had jobs. 

I told Beth about my problem, and told her that the world was conspiring against me. 
Yes, I did feel the stirrings of paranoia welling up, along with the terror. Beth told me not to 
take it personally. She suggested that I call Ken, an old friend from Pro Arts, who owned a 
small advertising agency. She said I should ask Ken to say that I worked for him. I told Beth I 
didn't like the idea of having to lie. She said I might not like it, but it seemed like the most 
sensible solution to my problem. I called Ken and asked if he could help me. He said he'd be 
happy to. 

9/7/90-Age 47 

I was amazed at how rapidly I was reverting from being a relatively sane person back 
to insanity. I was becoming increasingly suspicious of people, more paranoid, more 
frightened, more terrorized. I looked into the future and saw myself out on the streets. I 
decided that I really would prefer to be dead then go through that again. I also realized, by 
comparison, that I had been functioning on a much higher level for the past nine years than I 
had at any other time of my life. Even though I still believed that I was crazy, in comparison to 
my past life, I was actually in pretty good shape. For the most part, I had stopped raging 
inside my head, I finally got to the point where I no longer heard dad, and other people, yelling 
at me, I was fairly sociable, and I had a number of scientific publications to my credit. If I 
wasn't "normal," I was close to it. But now, I felt like I was taking a giant step backwards. I was 
losing my economic and psychological support system. 

9/10/90-Age 47 

I found two apartments. One cost $700 a month, which was a good price for the area. It 
had one bedroom, and it looked like it would be quiet. I was becoming afraid of people, and 
thought it would be a good place to hide. The other apartment cost $900, and was also a one 
bedroom. It was in a large apartment complex, which had a swimming pool and a gym. I was 
about thirty pounds overweight, and the pool and gym looked attractive. I was thinking of my 
Vic Tanney days. This apartment was on the first floor, and had a huge private patio. The 
building was well maintained, and was within walking distance of just about every place I 
needed to go. 

I couldn't make up my mind, so I asked Beth to look at both of them and tell me what to 
do. She did, and suggested the more expensive apartment. She pointed out that the location 
was great, and that if I wanted to meet people, there would be plenty of opportunities, since 
the complex had about seven hundred apartments. She also liked the patio. 

Beth helped me get the apartment. We went into the rental office and filled out the 
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application forms. They thought we were just another married couple renting an apartment. 

We were a married couple renting an apartment, but only one of us was going to be living 
there, and soon we wouldn't be married. We neglected telling them about this. I lied about 
having a job at the advertising agency, and Beth told them she was a student, and put down, 
under "other sources of income," her trust funds. The next day they called and told me we 
had the apartment. I felt funny. I was starting off my new life lying. I didn't like it. But it was 
better than being told that I needed a job from which I could be fired to qualify to rent an 
apartment. 

10/1/90-Age 47 

I moved into the new apartment. It was clean and quiet and I realized that my life really 
was changing. Unfortunately, not for the better. I was feeling lonely. I wasn't used to being on 
my own. Beth wanted to be by herself, but I didn't. 

Beth called. We spoke every night. She wanted to know if I was getting enough sleep, 
if I was eating, if I spoke to anyone or if I was keeping to myself, if I was making computerized 
photographs, if I was okay. She was caring. She was concerned. She was divorcing me. She 
was abandoning me to my fears. I loved Beth, but I wasn't very happy with her. But I 
understood her position. She wanted a different life, and getting a divorce seemed like a good 
way to start. I was confused. I wanted to be angry, but I still felt Beth was the cat's meow. How 
could I be angry with her? She had given me half of the money she had. She was letting me 
use the car half the week. She helped me get the apartment. This had to be one of the 
friendliest divorces on record. How could I be angry? I couldn't. But I could feel hurt, and I did. 

10/4/90-Age 47 

I heard an announcement on the radio for a meeting of Adult Children of Alcoholics, a 
group I had heard about in the past. I didn't know anything about them, but I felt that I needed 
to be around people. I didn't want to be crazy again. Most of Beth and my friends were more 
her friends than mine. I had stopped seeing my artist friends when I decided that I didn't want 
to be made fun of anymore, and those I still wanted to see, such as Ace, had moved away, or 
lived an hours drive from L.A. Beth's friends were mainly people she knew from school, and 
they seemed to be keeping their distance from me. I didn't know if they felt uncomfortable, or 
if they felt that they had to choose a side, or if they never liked me to begin with. In any event, 

I was going a week or two without speaking to anyone, except for talking to Beth on the 
phone. I thought that going to one of these meetings might be helpful, if for no other purpose 
than going would get me out of the apartment. 

I called information and got a listing for the group, and then called a number and 
listened to a recording listing the days, times and addresses of meetings in the Los Angeles 
area. The recording lasted for about twenty minutes. I chose a Tuesday night meeting, which I 
could get to with relative ease from where I lived, with or without a car. 

10/5/90-Age 47 

I was feeling waves of panic. I hadn't been on my own for years, and when I had been I 
wasn't very successful at it. The money Beth gave me was disappearing. I had to pay the first 
months rent, and a $1,000 security deposit, and to have the phone transferred, and pay to 
have my share of the furniture moved, and I had to buy some cooking things, and it seemed 
that I couldn't go through the day without having to spend money on something unexpected. I 
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knew that it was just going to be a matter of time until I was out on the street. 

10/8/90-Age 47 

I summoned up all my courage and walked into the Temple where the ACA meeting 
was being held. I didn't know what to expect, so I just took a seat and waited. I counted the 
number of chairs that were set up. There were about 125 out, and a lot more stacked up 
against a wall. It occurred to me that there were a lot of other people who came from an 
unpleasant background. 

The meeting started with a reading of some "12 step" material, which didn't thrill me. I 
was waiting for the Salvation Army band to start to play. After fifteen minutes, the person at 
the podium asked those who were new to the meeting to stand and give their first name, 
"...not to embarrass you, but so that we may get to know you better." A few people stood, so I 
gathered my courage and stood, and said my name was Eliot, and the audience responded, 
"Hello Eliot, welcome", and I sat down. 

Then there was a speaker, who was a member of the group. She talked about her 
background, which didn't seem any better than mine, and then talked about how coming to 
ACA meetings had been helpful in her "recovery." After she spoke for fifteen minutes, the 
meeting was opened for those in the audience to speak for up to four minutes, without 
"crosstalk." Apparently, crosstalk meant that people in the audience didn't comment on or 
shout things at the person speaking. Some of the speakers talked about what had happened 
to them that day, others talked about their childhood, and still others about plans they were 
making for the future. Some people were emotional, and cried, while others were more like 
stand-up comedians, and still others had a very matter-of-fact attitude. 

After a half hour of speakers, the "hat" was passed to collect money to pay for the 
rental of the room. Some people put in a dollar, some put in a quarter, and some didn't put in 
anything. I put in a dollar. Then the newcomers, who were defined as anyone in their first 
thirty days of attending meetings, were given a chance to speak if they wanted to. I didn't 
want to, so I didn't. After some newcomers spoke, those who hadn't spoken at a meeting for a 
while were given a chance to say whatever they wanted. Finally, the meeting ended with 
some more ritualized readings of ACA material, a moment of silent meditation, and then a 
group prayer with everyone holding hands. I didn't feel like I wanted to be involved in group 
prayer, so I didn't participate, and no one seemed to object. 

After the meeting, people stood around and spoke to each other. It was like a social 
hour. I had lost my people talking skills. I couldn't go up and say anything to anybody. I was 
too afraid of being rejected. I had reverted to being frightened Eliot. I was beginning to hate 
myself for being so weak. 

I left the meeting with mixed emotions. I wasn't a joiner, and I didn't relate to group 
prayer. But I related to the people who got up to speak. They had, unfortunately, fucked-up 
childhoods, and I felt comfortable just being around others like me. I had come to the 
conclusion that everyone had a fucked up childhood. It seemed to me that everyone I got to 
know had their own horror story. My artist friends, people at Cal State L.A. who told me 
stories that still amaze me to this day, Beth and her brother, my past girlfriends, all seemed to 
have had childhoods that a shrink would classify as "dysfunctional". The difference was that 
these ACA people admitted, to themselves, that they were having problems in life of one sort 
or another, and that coming from a family with an alcoholic parent was the root cause. I 
decided I'd go back again. 


10/11/90-Age 47 
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I tried to think of what I could do in life. I really couldn't think of anything I was qualified 
for. I was self taught computer literate, but that wasn't a marketable skill, since colleges were 
churning out computer majors who really understood computing. I was published in scientific 
journals, but I didn't have the credentials to get a research job, and I didn't particularly want 
one. I couldn't sell my computerized photography skills since that would involve me dealing 
with art directors and other clients, and I was afraid and mistrustful of people. I didn't have the 
proper credentials to become a shrink, and I had become more convinced that Biker was 
correct, that clinical psychology was a form of Voodoo. 

I did have one marketable asset. My programs. I had written some programs that no 
one else was marketing. I had thought about marketing the programs when I was with Beth, 
but I didn't want to take a chance on losing any of her money. After all, I never made money in 
my life. Now, it seemed like my best bet. The programs already existed, and I knew the 
publications that I could advertise in, and I didn't think I had any other alternative. I decided to 
go into business, which I would run out of my apartment. 

10/15/90-Age 47 

I was very lonely. I just couldn't get used to being alone. I was scared about going the 
rest of my life without being touched. I didn't want to be crazy again. I spent a good amount of 
time being depressed, but not the hopeless, sobbing type of the past. Just good old fashioned 
depression. 

11/15/90-Age 47 

I got a phone call late in the afternoon. It was from a woman named Isabel. She spoke 
to me in a low voice. "Eliot, this is Isabel. Do you know who I am?" I knew who she was even 
though I hadn't heard her name mentioned in 40 years. She was a childhood friend of both 
mother and dad. I had been told I met her when I was about three, but I don't remember it. 
She was the woman who gave the Dega painting to Maude. "Yes, Isabel, I know who you are. 
How are you?" I had no idea why she was calling. I was trying to be polite. "Eliot, I'm at your 
dad's apartment. Eliot, you wouldn't believe it." "Yes, Isabel, I would believe it," I said. "Eliot, 
you wouldn't believe it," she said again. I told her I would believe it, whatever it was. I 
assumed she was talking about the state of the apartment. "Eliot, I'm going to leave now, and 
I'll be at my daughter and son-in-law's home for a few days. Can we speak later?" I said, yes, 
and I took the number where she would be staying. We said goodbye. I remembered that she 
had been living in Florida. Apparently she came into New York and stopped off to see dad. 

11/16/90-Age 47 

I called Isabel. She told me that Maude had called her in Florida and asked her to 
come in and see if she could help with dad. "Isabel," I said, "how could you help with dad? 

You live in Florida." Isabel said that Maude sounded very upset, and she hadn't been in New 
York for a while, and that she had relatives in the area she could see, and so decided to take 
a trip. 

"Eliot, the filth. You wouldn't believe it. It wasn't dirty. It was like the house of a bag lady. 
Your father doesn't look good, Eliot. I'm sorry to tell you this, but I don't think he has a lot 
longer to live. And the way he's groomed! He used to be fastidious. He hasn't had a haircut in 
years. He has a beard down to his belly. He has long fingernails. He's soaked in his own 
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waste. He doesn't have teeth, and she's feeding him roast beef sandwiches. Eliot, it's 
terrible." 

I hadn't been told the details of dad's physical condition from anyone but Maude, and I 
assumed that anything she said had to be taken with a grain of salt. This description of his 
physical appearance was new, and disturbing. I wasn't at all shocked by Isabel's description 
of the apartment. 

I called Isabel tonight and she said that she didn't know what to do. I told her to do 
nothing. It wasn't her problem, and Maude would just suck her dry, both financially and 
emotionally, if she got involved. Isabel said, "But Eliot, I promised that I'd help Maude take 
your father to a barber tomorrow. I don't ever want to see her again, but I promised." 

"Isabel, don't do it. You sound upset, and you don't need this. Why do you think Maude 
called you in Florida for help? Because she has already ripped off all of her relatives in New 
York. You're next on her list." Isabel replied, "But Eliot. I promised!" I replied, "Isabel, call 
Maude and say you hurt your back and you have to go to your chiropractor in Florida, and, for 
your own mental health, stay out of this situation." Isabel apparently needed permission to get 
out of her promise. She said she wouldn't see Maude and dad again. She gave me her 
telephone number in Florida and told me to call if I wanted to speak to her. 

11/17/90-Age 47 

I called dad's business in New York. I didn't know if he still had a business, or if he 
would be in, and if he was, I didn't know what I'd say and how he'd react to my call. Joe, his 
faithful employee, answered. I told him that I had some disturbing reports about dad's 
condition, and I needed someone to tell me what was really going on. Joe said things weren't 
good. I asked if dad had long hair and a long beard. Joe said yes. I asked if his clothes were 
wet with urine. Joe said yes, and then added that he had to follow dad around the place with a 
mop because dad kept dripping on the floor. I asked how dad was doing as far as business 
was concerned. Joe said that there hadn't been any business for a while, and that he hadn't 
been paid for a long time, but he couldn't abandon dad. He didn't know what to do. I asked if 
he was the only employee, and Joe said that there was a part time bookkeeper. I asked for 
the bookkeeper's name and number. 

I called the bookkeeper and introduced myself. He was pleasant enough, but he didn't 
want to go into detail about dad's financial affairs, which I understood. Yet, at the same time, 
he wanted to tell me everything. I had to ask broad questions, and then he could decide how 
he wanted to answer them. As best as I could determine, dad got a few thousand dollars a 
year in orders, and he was paying the rent and business bills out of his pocket. Dad was using 
the business as a safe haven from Maude. It was his own very private club. He would go in 
and sit for a few hours and think about the old days, and then go home. 

11/20/90-Age 47 

I was walking to the nearby post office and I ran into a woman I knew from Cal State. I 
didn't remember her name, of course, but eventually I wormed it out of her. I asked if she had 
any good gossip about people or teachers we knew, and she said she hadn't kept in touch 
with many of the people, but that she did hear that Dr. Feitleman had died of cancer. 

Janet, the woman in the bad marriage who left her husband, had moved in with Dr. 
Feitleman. I thought I should call, although I had no idea what I would say. It just seemed the 
adult thing to do. 
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11/25/90-Age 47 

Beth had told me years ago that Dr. Feitleman had married one of his former students, 
and I assumed that it was Janet. I knew the area where he owned a house, and looked him 
up in the phone book. I decided to call and give my condolences. If his widow wasn't Janet, I'd 
just say I was a former student paying my respects, and if it was Janet, I'd tell her I just heard 
about her husband's death, and thought I should call. 

Janet answered. I remembered her voice. I told her who I was and she remembered 
me right away. We had spent a lot of time talking in the cafeteria, so I wasn't surprised. I gave 
her my condolences, and asked how she was doing. She told me that she wasn't doing well. 
She said she had been drinking a lot more than usual, and that she had a lot of anxiety. I told 
her that besides adjusting to the loss of someone she loved, she would also have to adjust to 
living a different life. I could relate directly to this. She said it was nice to hear from me, and 
then said she didn't want to talk, so I said goodbye. 

1/27/91-Age 47 

I had been in business for a couple of months. I placed ads in computer magazines, 
which panicked me because they cost money, and I knew the business was going to be a 
failure, and all I was doing was spending money I could use to live on. I started receiving 
phone calls and computerized printouts of people who notified the magazines that they 
wanted more information about my products. I spent some more money to have a typeset 
information sheet made up, and I sent these out to anyone who wanted one. This, I found out, 
cost me even more money, since I needed envelopes and stationary for cover letters and 
correspondence, and I had to pay for postage. Because my programs manipulated 
photographic images, I had to spend even more money to have pictures printed that showed 
examples of images made by my programs. I realized that I could go broke just going into 
business. I was learning as I was doing, and I felt that I had missed out on years and years of 
knowledge people my age would have acquired just from normal life experience. My life 
experience didn't cover the area of business, or selling myself, or making money. I hadn't 
made a sale in three months. I knew things would be slow at first, but not this slow. 

2/2/91-Age 47 

Janet called me today. She got my number from the phone book. She apologized for 
cutting our last conversation off, but said she just didn't feel up to talking then. We had a 
pleasant conversation, and she asked if she could call back, and I said anytime. 

2/7/91-Age 47 

I had begun making telephone contact with other people selling software. They usually 
called me, wanting free samples of my programs, or trying to sell me theirs. I sent about ten 
people free samples, although I had modified most of them to be only partially working. These 
people would tell me stories about how they were going to help me make money, and, while I 
didn't believe them, I didn't want to miss an opportunity if they were telling the truth. I didn't 
know how business worked. Was I supposed to give other people in the same business 
samples? Were these people really in the business. Or were they just computer users trying 
to get free programs? I stopped sending out freebies after the tenth person got something 
from me for nothing, and then didn't call me back as promised to discuss a joint venture of 
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some type. 

But I was also making some good contacts. Some people were helpful, and even 
supportive. For the most part, they said that we were in a recession, and that business was 
lousy for everyone, and that I shouldn't take slow sales personally. 

2/15/91-Age 47 

I had been going to ACA meetings every Tuesday. Beth thought it was a good idea, 
and arranged for me to have the car on Tuesdays as well as on some other days. I still didn't 
like the "12 step" approach, but I did like going to meetings. When I went, I knew I wasn't 
alone, and that made me feel better in itself. It is no secret to psychologists and sociologists 
that people who share something in common feel better when they are together. And I shared 
something with about 125 other people every Tuesday night. 

Very ordinary men and women got up to speak about having their dad hold a loaded 
and cocked pistol to their head, or of being knocked down a flight of stairs on a regular basis 
by one or both of their parents as a form of discipline, or of being burnt by cigarettes on a 
daily basis. Women spoke, sometimes emotionally, and sometimes with a distinct lack of 
emotion, about being a sexual plaything for their dads or brothers or cousins, and of mothers 
who wouldn't believe them when they dared to tell. Men spoke of being made to have sex 
with their dads, or with their mothers. One woman told of bringing her dates home and 
stepping over her nude and unconscious mother who had passed out from drinking, and 
sitting down and watching television as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening. For her, 
it wasn't out of the ordinary, and she assumed that all mothers drank themselves into 
unconsciousness every night. Some people spoke of having saved their suicidal parents lives 
on more than one occasion. Some told about being the "perfect family" to the rest of the 
world, and a violent and abusive family in private. And some people said that their upbringing 
wasn't traumatic, but that their parents emotionally neglected them, and didn't care about 
them, and were distant and cold and not nurturing. 

What I found interesting was that people who were physically abused and people who 
were emotionally abused apparently felt the same degree of pain. Pain is subjective. A 
woman who said that her parents never had time for her, and didn't care that she was an A 
student, or that she didn't have a date for the prom, seemed to be in as much pain as the 
woman who told about being made to sit on a hard wooden chair when she was six, facing 
the corner, for five hours a day for weeks at a time, without being allowed to go to the 
bathroom. I realized that an abused child is an abused child is an abused child. The form of 
abuse isn't as important as the fact of the abuse. 

I felt that I didn't have to explain myself to these people. I wouldn't have to try to 
convince them of anything. They weren't my family. They weren't my relatives who told me I 
was bad and wrong, and that my dad was wonderful. These people didn't need to be 
convinced. They knew. It was a safe place to go to. I didn't get up to talk, but I did start 
making some acquaintances. Some people who go to these meetings make friends who they 
see outside of meetings. I didn't. But I was at the point that I could talk to people without the 
fear of being rejected. 

2/20/91-Age 47 

My book on computerized photography had been published. I received my ten author's 
copies today. I called Beth, and brought a copy over to her this evening. 
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2/26/91-Age 47 

I felt panicked all day. Business was nonexistent, and I had to make a decision of 
whether to keep advertising, or just fold up my tent and go out of business. Advertising only 
got me more names and addresses to send information to, but I needed sales. So far, I had 
sold about $300 of my least expensive programs, which I was trying to sell for $65 apiece. 
One person agonized on the phone for about five minutes before deciding to place an order. 
All I knew was that I was getting poorer and poorer and would soon be out on the street. 

3/6/91-Age 47 

A person who got up to speak at the ACA meeting tonight mentioned that she chose 
her therapist because she was "ACA." Many people who attend ACA meetings also see a 
therapist, and more than a few say that their therapist suggested that they attend ACA 
meetings. This speaker was the first I heard who said that her therapist, herself, was ACA. I 
didn't know whether that meant that the therapist was herself an adult child of an alcoholic, or 
whether she believed in the view of "recovery" as promoted by ACA, or both. Regardless, I 
found this statement interesting because I had been trying to analyze the meetings from a 
clinical psychologist's view. 

I decided that, on the surface, the meetings were a form of group therapy without a 
trained therapist as a leader. But there was more to ACA than that. Traditional 
psychotherapies range over a wide spectrum. At one extreme is the Freudian approach, 
which contends that subconscious motivations, with their roots in very early childhood 
development, are the source of psychological problems. One problem with this approach is 
that it is largely untestable. It is tantamount to being a religious belief, because most of its 
central points must be taken on faith. Additionally, Freud, who I respected greatly, 
nevertheless made a few major mistakes. One had to do with his inability to believe that his 
patients, most of whom were noblewomen, had been molested by their fathers, regardless of 
how many reported that they had been sexually abused by them. Freud's reasoning was 
typical for his times. How could the Prince or the Duke or the Baron Soandso do such a 
thing? These were highly educated and cultured men. It must be a fantasy that is common to 
women, and to men. 

Children, Freud decided, wanted to sleep with the opposite sexed parent, and wanted 
to kill the same sexed parent as a means to accomplish this goal, and/or protect themselves 
from that parents wrath. Thus, Freud espoused the Oedipus and Electra theories. Lest it 
seem that Freud was totally inept in his treatment of his patients, it should be understood that 
it wasn't until the 1920's that the concept of child abuse by parents became a matter for the 
law to look into. Before that time, if a parent wanted to beat a child, that was up to the parent. 
And if the child died, that was unfortunate. And it wasn't until the late 1970's and early 1980's 
that the subject of child sexual abuse began to be talked about in public. 

Thus, someone who goes to an orthodox Freudian oriented therapist might spend 
years trying to resolve the fantasy of actually having been sexually abused. This is counter 
productive, and possibly, if not probably, is the cause of even further psychological harm. The 
patient is being convinced, one way or another, that it really didn't happen, but was just a 
fantasy, and one that needs to be investigated to find out why the patient still wants to sleep 
with a parent. Less orthodox Freudian therapists may be able to distinguish between Freudian 
theory and contemporary fact. Additionally, Freud’s concept of unconscious motivations deny 
that interpersonal relationships have anything to do with the patients problems-- everything 
takes place within the patients head, and if the patient has problems, it is because something 
was wrong with the patient in the first place. This is sort of looking at the patient as if he were 
a faulty appliance. 
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At the opposite extreme of therapies are those that concentrate on the "here and now." 
These therapies, which developed as a form of rebellion to the traditional Freudian approach, 
don't focus on what happened to the patient in the past. They concentrate on what is 
happening today. "How do you feel about that" is the standard line. This isn't a bad line, since 
it does get the patient to verbalize feelings he or she may not know are present, but it doesn't 
do much for solving the underlying problem or problems. 

The ACA approach, which is based on a 12 step road to recovery that I don't personally 
subscribe to, does have at least one very interesting insight as to why adults are fucked up. It 
is the concept of the inner child, which is similar to concepts in Transactional Analysis. The 
ACA approach can be thought of as follows: 

If a child is not allowed to experience normal development, then that child is still 
unfulfilled. The child gets chronologically older, and takes on the roles appropriate to 
someone of their chronological age, but the "inner child" living inside the adult, is fucked up. 
And that inner child is part of us, whether we happen to be psychologically fit or not. What is 
necessary is to get in touch with the "inner child" and see that its needs are met. It is called 
self parenting. 

The process involves finding out what the inner child's needs were that weren't met, 
and then trying to meet those needs. This, it is believed, will satisfy that unsatisfied inner 
child, who will then stop making demands on the adult. If the inner child is afraid of being 
abandoned, either emotionally or physically, then the adult must reassure the inner child that 
there won't be any abandonment. If the inner child didn't have a childhood, because he or she 
was made responsible for doing the work of the alcoholic mother, for instance, then the self 
parenting would include taking the inner child to an amusement park and buying it ice cream 
and letting it do "kids stuff" without the adult feeling silly about doing it. 

It occurred to me that this philosophy was the middle ground between the orthodox 
Freudian and the liberal "it's what's happening today that's important," approaches. It 
recognizes that problems in the past are effecting people in the present, and that these 
problems can't be swept under the rug and ignored. But it also recognizes that factors such 
as child abuse, whether sexual, physical, and/or emotional, are wide spread facts of life, and 
must be dealt with directly. It argues that problems are not the fault of the patient's not going 
through the stages of psychosexual development correctly, but because the patient had a 
fucked up childhood that the child couldn't deal with, and that both the here and now and the 
past are important. 

What I probably found most interesting was that this approach didn't come from a 
trained therapist, or from a college or university. It came from people who were clever enough 
to understand that the existing approaches were missing the point. I have no doubt that 
therapists will crop up, when the ACA approach becomes more accepted, and claim to have 
been a forerunner in this form of therapy, and some may be able to point to a statement made 
in a published paper they wrote as evidence. I could point to statements Freud made as 
evidence that he was the forerunner of this form of therapy. The reality is that it was started by 
people, just like me, who got together and said, in effect, "Maybe we can help each other. The 
professionals haven't been too successful, and we're desperate." 

3/12/91-Age 47 

Janet called tonight. She seemed a little depressed, which for her was normal. When I first 
met her I thought her depression was due to an unhappy marriage, and her current 
depression could be attributed to the death of her husband. But I came to the conclusion that 
Janet was depressed over one thing or another all the time. I liked talking to her, so it was 
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easy to overlook her generally self absorbed-depressed state. 

During our conversation she said that, although she loved her husband, he was now 
dead and she was getting horny, but she was reluctant to get involved with anyone because 
of her fear of AIDS. She asked me if I thought she would be able to find a man who would be 
content to limit sexual activity to mutual masturbation. I told her I couldn't speak for all men, 
but I assumed that some men were probably just as worried about AIDS as she was, and so it 
probably would be possible. I told her that I was more interested in cuddling, and not 
particularly interested in sex. I didn't tell her that I had spent long periods of time not being 
touched, but I'm sure that this was what prompted my self revelation. Janet asked me if that 
meant that I would be interested in playing with her, without intercourse. I said "sure." She 
asked if we could see each other this weekend, and I told her I was free, but I didn't have a 
car, so she would have to come to my place. She said that wouldn't be a problem, and we 
arranged a time. 

All this seemed very clinical. No feelings of love, or even like. Just a means for her to 
release sexual energy, and a means for me to hold a woman, and be held by a woman. 

3/13/91-Age 47 

At the ACA meeting tonight, a speaker mentioned that she didn't come from a family of 
alcoholics, but that she "related to the problem" of those who did. There were no real 
requirements for attending ACA meetings, and more than a few people attend who don't come 
from alcoholic families. Regardless, these people had been either sexually, physically or 
emotionally abused, or some combination of all three. They were in as much pain as those 
who were mistreated by alcoholic parents. The cause, whether it was an alcoholic parent, or a 
schizophrenic parent, or a self-absorbed parent, or a substance abuser parent, is immaterial. 
What does count are the results of having a fucked up childhood. 

3/17/91-Age 47 

Janet came over this evening. She looked nervous as she entered my apartment. I 
smiled and told her to relax, and that I wasn't going to throw her on her back, at least not right 
away. She smiled and relaxed. We sat at the kitchen table and drank coffee and talked for 
about an hour. She knew Beth from Cal State, and voiced her "condolences" over our 
pending divorce. She said that we were both suffering a loss, although her's was permanent, 
since her husband was dead, while I could have the hope of getting back with Beth. 

She asked me what I had been doing. I told her I had some technical papers 
published, as well as a book on computerized photography, that I was in a business that was 
hemorrhaging, and I was afraid I'd be out on the street. She told me that she had gotten her 
Doctorate in psychology from a professional school, not from one of the major universities in 
the area, and that she was in private practice. 

I told Janet about going to ACA. We started talking about psychology in general, and I 
had a good time. I hadn't spoken to anyone about anything of importance to me since Beth 
and I stopped living together. I would speak to people on the phone about business, but that 
was about it. Recently Beth and I had been talking less and less. Now, it was about once a 
week. I chalked this up to her going on with her life, and letting go of me. So it was good to 
talk to someone who shared some of my interests. 

After an hour I took Janet's hand and told her I thought it was time to talk to her in the 
bedroom. She didn't resist. We went into the bedroom and she looked at me with a "what 
now?" expression. I was as lost as she was. I didn't see a reason to go through a seduction 
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scene, since this was, for all practical purposes, an almost clinical procedure. I said, "Why 
don't we just get undressed?" and we both started to disrobe. Janet asked me if I was as 
nervous as she was, and I said yes, and she said "good." When we were naked we lay down 
on the bed and I took her in my arms and we started to kiss and hug. We started to get in the 
mood very soon. Janet felt the need to tell me that she didn't want to fuck, and I told her I 
could control myself. 

After a while I put my hand down by her clit and started to rub the skin at its side. In a 
few minutes, Janet had an orgasm, which was lengthy but silent. It was as if she didn't want to 
make any noise at all. But her body shook, and I kept rubbing for quite a while, until she put 
her hand down on mine to stop me. 

We continued to snuggle, and she seemed a lot more relaxed than when we started. 
We talked some, and she put her hand on my cock, but I wasn't terribly interested in coming, 
at least not then. An orgasm, for me and for many other men, ends the sexual excitement. I 
wanted it to last. This was something I found out when I played my S&M games. The longer 
the sexual activity, the longer the sexual buzz. 

I put my hand back near Janet's clit, and started rubbing. She didn't mind being made 
to feel good again, but she said, "I have to tell you I'm a one-cum-per-night woman, so don't 
feel disappointed when I don't cum again." About five minutes later, after watching her get 
hotter and hotter, she came again. It was like the first. Very long and silent. She looked very 
surprised, but didn't say anything. We snuggled some more and then I said we should take a 
break and go out and have some dinner. 

When we came back home, I took her back to the bedroom. She assumed that it was 
her turn to make me cum, but I had other ideas. We started to kiss, and then I started to rub 
her again. Soon she had a third orgasm. 

After Janet had her third cum, she told me it was getting late, and she had to get home. 
She had her teenage daughter from her first marriage living with her, and the girl wasn't used 
to being home alone late at night. She was worried that I didn't cum, and I said I could jerk off 
thinking about spanking her if I wanted. I was surprised at my self-revelation. Janet gave me a 
look that I couldn't interpret. We got dressed, and I got reprints of my published papers, and I 
gave them to her. I walked her to her car and we kissed and she asked if we could do this 
again, and I said yes, and she drove off. I still had a sexual buzz, and it felt good. The whole 
evening felt good. 

3/20/91-Age 47 

Before the ACA meeting started, I spoke with Tim, a member I had become acquainted 
with. I mentioned that many of the speakers said that they had amnesia for certain periods of 
their life. Tim told me that was the case with him. He said he had no knowledge of his life 
between the ages of five and nine. No memories at all. 

During the meeting, one of the speakers addressed the same point. He said that he 
didn't remember the first ten years of his life. He wore a bracelet that contained a photograph 
of himself, which, he said, appeared to have been taken when he was about seven. He 
looked at the photograph, which was of his inner child, and tried to remember something of 
his early life. He couldn't. 

It appears that many of the people who go to ACA meetings use amnesia as a defense 
mechanism against remembering things that are too painful to remember. But they have to 
remember in order to sooth the inner child. While many people who were abused as children 
use amnesia as a defense mechanism, I'm different. I can't stop the memories. Maybe I 
wasn't as severely abused as others had been. 


Page 282 of 637 


Memories do come back. It was not unusual to have someone get up to speak, usually 
in very emotional tones, about having listened to other's stories about having been sexually 
abused, and to have felt that, "At least that isn't one of my problems." After attending ACA 
meetings for a while, and after listening to other people's stories, they do remember that they, 
too, were sexually abused, and had successfully wiped the abuse from their minds. 
Recognizing that they were in a state of denial, and recognizing that their dad or brother or, in 
some cases, mother, had violated them, often brings feelings of pain and shame. 

It is interesting that these feelings are close to being universal. An ACA member may 
be very supportive to another who was sexually abused, and feel it is totally unwarranted for 
that other person to feel guilt about having been raped, but these same people have shame 
and guilt feelings toward their own childhood molestation. These feelings usually pass in time, 
especially if the person attends a self-help group, but they are confusing when they do exist. 
The adult knows that she or he was helpless as a child, yet feels that they could have done 
something to prevent the sexual abuse. 

In my case, I left the house and walked the streets. I realized that I had protected 
myself from my dad. I don't know if he would have molested me, but I had come to the 
realization that he was bisexual. Norman Norell, who like many fashion designers was gay, 
didn't let dad come over to his studio at night for years so dad could watch him design. Sorry, 
but that defies credibility. And dad's love of massages and "Turkish Baths" adds supporting 
evidence. I don't care if my dad was bi or not, but it does give me pause for thought. Did 
mother tell me to get out of the house because she was afraid of what he might do to me? Or 
was it just to avoid fights? I also began to wonder whether Maude had been molested by him. 
When you attend ACA meetings, you meet a lot of people who were sexually molested as 
children. Certainly not all, nor probably even half, but enough so that it is not a shock, nor 
even something which "couldn't happen in my family." If mother rationalized staying married 
because Maude and I "needed a man around the house," then I assume that she could have 
rationalized anything. Was dad spending time "talking" to Maude while I was out walking the 
streets? Did Mother tell me to get out at night to leave easy access to Maude? Stranger 
things have been told at ACA meetings. I have no way of knowing. It could explain Maude's 
weirdness. I couldn't raise the question with Maude, since we can't even talk about issues that 
aren't emotionally charged. And if I did, she may have "forgotten" about it if she was molested. 
Going to ACA meetings can raise all sorts of questions, especially if you go long enough. 

3/21/91-Age 47 

I called Janet to see how she was doing, and to see if she wanted to play again. She 
said she'd love to come over this Saturday, and we set a time. 

3/24/91-Age 47 

Janet came over and we spent some time talking. I enjoyed talking. I needed to talk. 
Most of the week I spent alone, with a few phone conversations with people who might, 
someday, maybe, be interested in buying one of my programs. After we talked, we went into 
the bedroom, and we undressed ourselves, as we had the week before. Our sex was the 
same, which was fine with me. I used my hand and Janet had two silent, but long, throbbing 
orgasms. We played some more, and I started rubbing her, and she seemed all set to enjoy 
herself again. I realized that I was working too hard, and stopped and got a vibrator from a 
draw in the bedside table. I had forgotten that I had bought it for Janet. When she saw the 
vibrator she stiffened. She knew I had sadomasochistic interests, and she thought the vibrator 
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was some type of torture instrument. I thought that she had never seen a vibrator before. I 
told her I wasn't going to hurt her. I turned the vibrator on, and placed it between her small 
breasts. She felt the vibrations, and started to relax. I massaged her body, and then casually 
placed the vibrator near her clit. I didn't move the vibrator. It just rested, making a slight 
buzzing sound, and within thirty seconds Janet started to cum, this time letting some low 
gasps escape her mouth. I kept the vibrator in place until she put her hand on mine, signaling 
that she was becoming tender, and I should stop. 

We hugged for a while and then we went out to a nearby restaurant for supper. When 
we returned, I took her back to the bedroom. She said she didn't think she had any more 
cums left in her tonight, and I shouldn't waste my time trying to get her off. We got undressed, 
and I took out the vibrator, and I started playing with her. I moved my head down so I could 
see her pussy, and I gently inserted the vibrator inside her, and I gave her a slow fucking. She 
was getting very excited, and I decided to see if she could cum again. I started rubbing her clit 
area with one hand, while I used the vibrator inside her with the other. It was harder work than 
if I used the vibrator near her clit, but it worked. She had another long orgasm. 

She started rubbing me, and I pushed her head gently down towards my cock. She 
didn't resist, and started sucking on me, and rubbing me, and about five minutes later I came. 
She moved her head away so as not to get my cum in her mouth. After I started to relax, she 
said she hoped she didn't turn me off by moving her mouth away, but she didn't want to get 
my sperm in her mouth because, even though I hadn't been with anyone but Beth for years, 
she was still worried about AIDS. I hugged her for a while and then she told me she had to go. 

3/27/91-Age 47 

I had been in business for about six months, and I had sold a few of my least 
expensive programs for a total of about $585. I had spent about $5,000 for advertising and 
stationary and postage. For all practical purposes, I didn't have a business. I did have about 
six hundred people who had requested information, but most had to be lookie-lous. I spoke to 
another person who sold programs today, who told me, as someone had in the past, not to 
take things personally, because we were in a depression and business sucked for everyone. I 
saw living on the streets coming closer to a reality. I was depressed. 

4/2/91-Age 47 

I had a slight panic attack about being poor and on the streets. Intellectually, I had 
worried about this, and on an emotional level I had worried about this, but today I went 
beyond worrying and went into a panic. I could feel the terror. I tried to think of what else I 
could do to earn a living, but couldn't come up with anything. I felt that I wasn't prepared for 
what the real world was looking for in an employee, and I couldn't work for someone else 
even if I did meet some requirements. I was, alas, still afraid of adults. 

What was worse was that I started to feel virusy again. I hadn't felt really sick since 
1987, although I did have a few bad days in 1988 and 1989. But now I was feeling tired a few 
days a week. Stress, I knew from my psychology background, tended to lower the immune 
system, and I assumed that I was under stress, and that gave my virus a new foothold. 

4/24/91-Age 47 

I hadn't seen Janet for about a month. She called a few days ago, and was angry with 
me. She wanted to know why I hadn't called her, and before I could tell her that the phone 
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worked both ways, she started complaining that it wasn't fair that she had to drive to see me. 
She said I should buy a car so I could save her the trip. I knew that Janet was self-absorbed, 
and ordinarily I would have handled things with her better, but between worrying about being 
out on the streets, and feeling tired and virusy again, and giving some thought to what was 
going on in New York with Maude and dad, I didn't want to continue the discussion. I told 
Janet that when she learned to speak to me nicely, she could call back. I said goodbye and 
politely hung up. 

Janet called tonight and said that she had gone temporarily insane, and that she 
missed me, and asked if we could get back together. I wasn't angry with her, so I said sure, 
and asked her if she wanted to come over Saturday. She said yes, and I asked what time. 

She said, "Whatever time pleases you, Master." 

After all the time I spent with Beth, my radar must have been damaged, because I 
didn't see this coming. I wasn't shocked, just taken aback a little. I assumed that Janet wanted 
to experiment, and after a millisecond's thought, I told her to come over at five in the 
afternoon. She had been coming over at six, and leaving at ten, so I thought telling her a new 
time would be a show of my new found authority. 

4/27/91-Age 47 

Janet came over. When I let her in, she looked nervous. I told her to relax, and that I 
wouldn't beat her right away. I thought she'd know I was joking, but she seemed to get even 
more uptight. We sat down at the kitchen table and we talked for a while. When she seemed 
completely relaxed, I turned to her and told her that if she wanted to play, we'd have to have a 
scenario. She understood. I told her that since she was new to these games, I would suggest 
two that I felt would be appropriate. The first scenario was the girlfriend who wanted to try 
kinky sex. This would be a playful approach. The second scenario involved the woman who 
had been sent to me by someone for discipline. This scenario differed from the first in that it 
was more serious than playful, and that it would involve an attitude on my part of sternness, 
and that she would be subjected to a certain amount of ridicule. When I said "ridicule," she 
said, "Oh, that sounds interesting!" I told her that in a little while I would ask her who had sent 
her to me for discipline, and that she had better have an answer, or she'd be very, very sorry. I 
then told her to walk into the living room and strip, and stand at attention facing the full length 
glass windows that looked out onto the patio. I looked into her eyes and said, "Now!" 

Janet got up and rapidly went to the living room. I sat for a minute, and then walked to 
the living room. Janet was standing as I had told her. The window blinds were open, but both 
Janet and I knew that it was almost impossible for someone to see into my apartment, 
because the patio had a six foot wall surrounding it, and there were no tall buildings facing it. 
But it was just a bit risky, which added to Janet's fears and stimulation. I walked over to her 
and casually looked at her body. I told her to put her hands straight up into the air, and stretch 
her body. Then I told her to spread her feet about eight inches apart. I took my time to enjoy 
the sight, and to let her feel embarrassed at her situation. I noticed that she had stopped 
stretching after a few seconds. Using my dominant voice, which I hadn't used in years, and so 
was unsure if I could still pull it off, I said, "Didn't I tell you to stretch? How dare you disobey 
me!" Janet immediately stretched her hands as far over her head as she could. I noticed that 
she was trembling, and I was unsure if it was because she was scared, or if it was due to her 
stretching, or both. I told her that when I said to do something, she would, and I drove the 
point home by giving her a sharp, but not terribly hard, spank on each of her bottom cheeks. 

I stood on her right side, and put my right hand on her right tit as I rubbed her bottom 
with my left hand. I said softly in her ear, "Tell me you're a slut." "I'm a slut, Master," she 
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replied softly. "Louder!" I said. "I'M A SLUT, MASTER!" she shouted. I said, "Do nice girls 
stand naked with their hands stretched over their heads, in front of an open window?" "No, 
Master, they don't," she replied. "What kind of girl does?" I asked, and she said, "Sluts like 
me, Sir." 

Janet was breathing hard, as hard as she did shortly before she came. I said to her, 
"Slut, you seem so embarrassed standing like this. You're making me feel uncomfortable. I 
know, why don't you put something on, so you won't feel so naked. Put your shoes on. Hurry. 

I said hurry. Do you want a spanking?" Janet, keeping her hands stretched over her head, 
stepped into her one inch heeled shoes as fast as she could. She was intimidated by a man 
ordering her about, she was trying to please me, she was trying to be a good slave and make 
me happy, and she was trying to feel the excitement of the scene. I knew that she was very 
hot, and we hadn't even started to play. I gently put my hand between her legs, and felt her 
wetness. She was flooding. I asked her if she had any idea of how wet she was. She said, "I 
know I'm wet, Sir." I told her to take her right hand and put it between her legs and feel her 
wetness. She did, and her eyes opened wide. "You didn't know that you were that wet, did 
you?" "No, Master, I didn't." 

I walked in front of her and put my mouth close to her's, as if I was going to kiss her. 
She started to lean forward, but I pulled away and walked behind her. Janet's breathing 
became even more labored. I told her that I had been nice to her, and I was disappointed that 
she hadn't thanked me. Janet said, "Master, I would thank you but I don't know what you are 
referring to." I told her that I allowed her to put on her shoes, so she wouldn't feel naked. 
"Thank you Master, for allowing me to wear my shoes, so I won't feel naked. I'm sorry I didn't 
thank you before. I can see that I need to be disciplined, because I'm stupid and don't know 
how to properly praise my Master," Janet replied. I could see that she was getting into our 
scene. 

"Why were you sent to me?" I asked. "Because I have been naughty, Sir!" "Who sent 
you to me?" I asked. "My college roommate, Sir!" I knew that she didn't have a college 
roommate, but if this was what she wanted to fantasize about, it was fine with me. I continued 
the game by asking, "Why did your roommate send you to me." "To be punished," she said. "I 
know that, idiot. I meant, what did you do to make your roommate feel that you needed to be 
disciplined." As I said this I had my left hand between her legs, gently rubbing her puss, and I 
was toying with her breasts with my right hand. Her breathing was so deep that I though she 
might cum. "Well!" I demanded. "She knows that I have sexy thoughts about her, Sir. She 
knows I'm a slut, Sir. She said I needed to be disciplined to make me a good girl, Master. She 
told me that if I didn't come to you, she'd kick me out, Sir." "And you wouldn't like that, would 
you?" I asked. "No, Sir," she said. 

I knew that Janet's arms must have been aching by now. I told her to put them down by 
her side. She lowered them and thanked me. I bought some toys especially for tonight. I 
thought that Janet might chicken out and not come over, and even if she did come over, she 
might have said that she changed her mind about S&M, but I thought I should be prepared. 
Even if I didn't use them tonight, I thought that I might run into someone else who wanted to 
play, so I decided the investment was justified. I opened a cabinet draw and took out a dog 
collar, which I got at a pet store. I showed it to Janet, who looked at it, but said nothing. I 
placed it around her neck and fastened it. I then took out the handcuffs I bought, and held 
them in from of Janet's face. She looked, but said nothing. Using a small padlock, I attached 
the center chain of the handcuffs to the ring on the collar, and centered the handcuffs behind 
her neck. I then took her right hand and placed it behind her neck, and slipped a cuff around 
it. I did the same with her left hand. She was now standing, naked, except for her shoes, with 
her feet about eight inches apart, and with her hands cuffed behind her neck. 
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I walked in front of her and told her that I would find it amusing to pinch one of her 
nipples. I asked her to tell me which one to pinch. She said, without hesitation, "The left one, 
Sir." I gently took her erect left nipple between my fingers, massaged it for a few seconds, and 
then gave it a squeeze. I was trying to find what level of pain she could tolerate. I wasn't trying 
to be cruel. She winced, but said nothing. I said, "WELL?" She hesitated a moment, and then 
said, "Thank you, Sir." I told her that I wanted her to say it again, but this time to tell me why 
she was thanking me. "Thank you, Sir, for pinching my nipple." "Better," I said. 

I went back to the cabinet and took out a foam rubber lined blindfold, and the vibrator. I 
blindfolded Janet, and then started to move the vibrator over her body. I let it vibrate on her 
face, then on her chest, then on her breasts, then her stomach, and finally between her legs. 
Janet's breathing had become less deep than when we first started playing, but now it was 
deep and regular again, and I knew that she was getting close to having an orgasm. I told her 
that she was not permitted to cum without my permission. She was instructed to ask for 
permission when she felt the orgasm welling up in her. If I granted her permission to cum, 
she'd only have ten seconds to start, or I'd stop making her feel good and add to her coming 
punishment. If I did not give her permission, she had better not cum. I moved the vibrator to a 
spot just to the side of her clit, and held it there. About a minute later, Janet asked, "Please, 
Sir, may I cum?" I waited a second, and said, "No." I wasn't sure Janet would be able to 
control herself. I had seen her hot before, but this time was different. I moved the vibrator to 
disrupt the rhythm. I watched as she became a little less excited, and then placed the vibrator 
back into position, and watched as Janet started to lose control. "Please, Master, PLEASE, 
may I cum?" I waited a second, and said, "Yes." About five seconds later she started to have 
a violent orgasm. Unlike those in the past, this one wasn't silent. She moaned deeply and 
loudly as I kept the vibrator in position. She couldn't touch my hand to let me know that she 
was becoming too tender, although she could have taken a step back, or said something. I 
wanted to see if she would, or if she would ask me to stop, or if she would stay in her role. I 
kept the vibrator in position for quite a while. She stayed in position and kept coming, and said 
nothing. I decided that she had enough, and stopped the vibrator. "Well?" I said. She didn't 
hesitate this time. "Thank you Sir for allowing me to have a great cum, Sir." 

We continued to play like this for an hour and a half. I had her bend over the kitchen 
table, with her hands still cuffed behind her neck. I spread her bottom cheeks apart, and told 
her she didn't know how to clean herself, because she was dirty. She wasn't, but she didn't 
know that. I took a paper napkin and started to "wipe" her. She almost died of 
embarrassment. I placed a well-lubricated slender vibrator up her bottom, while I massaged 
her puss with my hand. She made those sounds of pleasure that turn me on, because they let 
me know I'm making my partner happy. I gave her a long scolding for having "naughty" 
thoughts about her female roommate, and then spanked her, telling her to imagine that her 
roommate was watching. I uncuffed her and had her crawl on her hands and knees as I 
walked around my apartment, all the time thanking me for putting her in her well deserved 
place. She had two more cums, each as intense as the first. I told her that I was hungry and 
we would go out to dinner, but that when we got back she would get more of the same. She 
didn't object. 

After dinner Janet had two more orgasms. I was having a hard time trying to 
understand why she was so excited, because to me, these activities were mild. I was worried 
that I wasn't being creative enough, but since I didn't know what her pain level was, nor what 
really turned her on, I was trying to take it slow and easy. She did have the two additional 
cums, though, so she must have been having fun. When it was about 9:30, it was time for her 
to take care of me. I sat in a chair and had her kneel in front of me. I told her to use her mouth 
and hand on my cock, and that if she didn't please me, I'd give her a real spanking. She 
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assured me that she would do a great job, and she did. When I felt myself about to cum, I told 
her I wanted to shoot onto her chest. When she felt me coming, she used her hand to rub my 
cock, and she raised herself up and I shot between her breasts. I was wrecked. So was 
Janet. We sat where we were for a few minutes, and then Janet said that she'd have to be 
going soon, and said, "May I get dressed, Master?" I smiled and said yes. She started to go to 
the bathroom to clean up, but I stopped her. "No, I want you to wear my cum home. And I 
want you to feel sticky, too." She smiled and said okay, and then she got dressed. Before I 
walked her to her car, she started drinking water. She had about three full glasses. She said 
she didn't know why she was so thirsty. I realized, almost as soon as she spoke, that she had 
probably depleted her body of water by lubricating as much as she did. 

4/28/91-Age 47 

My cousin Lois called today. I hadn't spoken to her in about 30 years. She lived in 
upstate New York, and I only saw her five or six times in my entire life. She was about a year 
younger than me, and as I remembered, was a very pretty girl. Once, when I was about 16, 
she slept over, sleeping in Maude's bed, which was vacant because Maude was off at college. 
Lois and I "made out," which amounted to nothing more than kissing, and my feeling and 
kissing her bare, firm breasts. 

This was the most complicated conversation I have ever had in my life. I had to ask 
Lois to back up and fill me in, since she talked to me as if I knew much more than I did. As 
best as I could figure out, dad was in Uptown hospital for the second time in a month. The first 
time, just a few weeks ago, he was admitted for trouble with his breathing, and was 
diagnosed as having had a mild heart attack. While he was in the hospital, Lois had called the 
hospital's social workers and told them that she did not feel that dad should be released to 
Maude, because Maude was incapable of providing the care he would need. 

I asked Lois how she knew that Maude wasn't taking proper care of dad, and Lois said 
that my relatives had been aware of the situation at the apartment for some time. They had 
done nothing because they didn't want to get involved. This wasn't because of apathy on their 
part, but because they were afraid of Maude. I asked Lois why she felt calling the social 
workers at the hospital would be helpful, and she told me that she was a social worker at a 
different hospital, and she knew how hospitals worked. I asked what the social workers at 
Uptown hospital said, and Lois told me that they said that they would look into Maude's ability 
to take care of dad. 

The social workers at Uptown hospital didn't look into Maude's ability to take care of 
dad, nor did they take a look at the apartment to see if it was adequate for the needs of a man 
who had heart problems, prostate problems, had a catheter implanted in his bladder, and, as I 
had been told in dribs and drabs from mother, Parkinson's syndrome, diabetes, suffering the 
effects of a number of mild strokes, and who was generally frail. Instead, they released him to 
Maude's care when he was well enough to leave the hospital. 

A few days ago, Maude called Lois and told her that she was having difficulty taking 
care of dad by herself. Maude wanted to know if Lois knew how she could get someone to 
come in and help clean dad up a few days a week. Lois told me that she had to make a 
decision. Being a professional social worker, she had to decide who her client was. Was it 
Maude or was it dad. They had different needs, and she couldn't satisfy both simultaneously. 
Lois said to me that she decided that her client was dad, since he was older and physically 
sick, while Maude was in relatively good physical health, but mentally ill. 

Lois said that she had the feeling that dad was, in effect, a prisoner, being held for his 
social security check. My aunt Daisy, who was my mother's sister, had been over to dad and 
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Maude's apartment, and became upset at what she saw. She called Lois the day before 
Maude called Lois for help. Daisy apparently told Lois that the house was filled with bugs, and 
that dad was lying in his own waste, and looked like he hadn't been cleaned in a week. 

Maude seemed abusive toward dad, and Daisy didn't know what to do. 

Parent abuse is just beginning to be acknowledged. It is in the same place that child 
sexual abuse was ten years ago. I have no idea whether most children who abuse their 
elderly parents were abused by their parents when they were young or not, but I know that 
Maude was just paying dad back. And getting his social security check. I had assumed that 
she had long since stripped the apartment of its valuables, pawning small jade and ivory 
statues for five cents on the dollar. But I wasn't aware that dad was a virtual prisoner. The last 
time I checked, he was ambulatory, since he was going into the factory. But that was then and 
this was now. 

Lois decided that she needed someone with authority to take a look at the situation. 
Unfortunately, Maude and dad lived in New York City, and a situation like this wouldn't be on 
the top of the day's business for the police. Lois' husband had an idea. He suggested that 
Lois call the NYC police public relations department. His reasoning was that these people 
were used to being nice to the public, and so, with her background in social work, she might 
be able to get a cop to take a look at the apartment to see if dad was all right. She did just 
that. A police detective went to the apartment a few hours after Lois called. Maude wasn't 
there, so he had the doorman open the door. He made his way through the rubble to the 
bedroom, where he found dad, who was having trouble breathing. The detective picked up 
the phone and called 911. Dad was, in the detective's opinion, near death. Maude arrived as 
the emergency medical people were taking him out. She told the detective she had only left 
him alone for a few minutes. She asked that he be taken to Uptown hospital, since they had 
his most recent medical records. He was taken there yesterday, in the early afternoon. 

Lois heard that dad was back in Uptown hospital from Daisy, who was told by Maude. 
Lois told me that I might hear from the head social worker, a Mrs. O'Riely. I asked why, and 
Lois said that she had called and put the fear of God into her. Lois told Mrs. O'Riely that dad 
had been readmitted, and never should have been released to Maude, and that the hospital 
had been told this, and that the hospital hadn't investigated, and that if dad died they might be 
involved in a lawsuit. 

I thanked Lois for her help. She said she had no choice. Once Maude contacted her, 
she was "officially" involved, as far as she was concerned. I took her number, and said I'd 
keep in touch. 

I had no idea what to do. Actually, there was little that needed to be done if dad was in 
a hospital. At least he would be cleaned and fed. I didn't know what his prognosis was, and I 
hadn't heard from Maude, and I was pretty confused. 

4/29/91-Age 47 

The phone rang early this morning and a Mrs. O'Riely was on the other end. She was 
ever so nice. It was that false, strained niceness that reeks of insincerity. I was on my best 
behavior. I was understanding about everything. I tried to sound calm. I told her I knew dad 
was in the hospital, that my sister seemed to have some mental impairment, and that I really 
didn't know what the situation was with my father, since Maude hadn't called me. Mrs. O'Riely 
asked me how I knew that dad was in the hospital if Maude hadn't called, and I told her that 
my cousin Lois had called me. "Oh! Lois is your cousin," was her response. She seemed to 
be trying to put things together, just as I was. 

Mrs. O'Riely told me that dad was in critical condition, with multiple problems, and that 
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they were trying to stabilize him, and that she would call me back to let me know how he was 
doing. 

4/30/91-Age 47 

Janet called and asked if she could come over Saturday. I was feeling a bit 
overwhelmed, since my business, my health and my family's mental and physical health were 
all deteriorating. I didn't see what harm it would do, and seeing her would probably be a good 
diversion. I told her sure, fine. 

5/1/91-Age 47 

My aunt Daisy called. I hadn't spoken to her in a long time. She started off the 
conversation with some general pleasantries, and then said, "Don't tell Maude I called. She'll 
think I'm interfering." I told her I understood. Daisy sounded upset. She told me about having 
been over at the apartment a few times, about the state it was in, and about how dad had 
been left lying in his waste. She said that she went to see dad at Uptown hospital, but that 
she tried to avoid seeing Maude, because she was afraid that there might be some sort of 
scene. She felt Maude was unpredictable. 

Daisy also told me that a Mrs. O'Riely had stopped by and spoke to her when she was 
visiting dad last night. Daisy said Mrs. O'Riely seemed concerned about Maude as well as 
dad. Dad's condition wasn't good. He was semi conscious at best. The doctors didn't know if 
he would live. I was waiting for her to tell me I should come in to see my dying father, but she 
didn't. I had been thinking of whether I should go in, and decided that I didn't want to. I 
remembered the last time I was in, and started to involuntarily shudder. Daisy ended the 
conversation by saying she would stay in contact with me, and she gave me her number so I 
could call if I needed to. 

5/2/91-Age 47 

Maude called. She was very matter of fact. She told me that dad was in the hospital, 
and that he was doing all right. I didn't tell her that I had been in touch with Lois, Daisy and 
Mrs. O'Riely. I asked why he went in, and she said he was having trouble breathing. The 
conversation was formal, and Maude seemed relatively sane. She said that I should come in 
to see dad. After all, she pointed out, he had devoted his entire life to us, and I owed it to him 
to come in. I looked at the phone for a second, and then said I would have to think about it. 
Then I made a mistake. I asked her why she hadn't notified me sooner. "I'm not your God 
Damned fucking secretary. 'Keep you informed.' Who the fuck do you think I am, 'keep you 
informed.'" She went on like this for about a minute; just a stream of cursing and vilification. I 
finally said, "I'll speak to you later," and hung up. I could see why Daisy was afraid to let 
Maude know that she spoke to me. Just saying "Hello" could unleash an avalanche of abuse. 

5/3/91-Age 47 

Beth called. We had been talking irregularly, about once every three weeks. She told 
me that the car insurance had to be renewed. We paid the total due at the beginning, so we 
didn't have to keep track of paying every month. She told me that she had found a new 
company that was substantially less expensive than the one we had been using. When she 
filled out the form, she put down that she was separated. She said the policy said that "her 
separated spouse" couldn't drive the car. This news shook me up. We had been sharing the 
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car, and it was really helpful to have the car a few days a week, and now I wouldn't be able to 
drive it, which made me feel like I had just taken a giant step backwards. I was now earless in 
Los Angeles. One step closer to the streets. And my memory was jogged. I flashed on having 
walked through the steel soles of the Fry boots. 

I wasn't happy. I immediately started to get depressed. Beth said she knew that this 
would probably cause me problems, especially in getting to my ACA meetings, and that she 
was sorry, but that this was the way it was. I said okay. Beth wasn't finished. She said that she 
had found a lawyer, and felt being separated for eight months or so was long enough, and 
that it was time to get a divorce. She wanted to know if I would be free on Friday about six at 
night to go to the lawyer and sign papers. I don't know why, but this hit me like a ton of bricks. 

I knew that we were going to get a divorce, but somehow, deep inside me, I thought that 
maybe Beth and I would end up back together. I said Friday would be fine. 

Beth wasn't quite finished. She told me that she had dropped out of school, and was 
looking for a job. She felt that she had a lot of skills, and that she wouldn't have too much 
trouble finding an interesting position. This news depressed me even more. I was sorry that a 
brilliant person wasn't going to fulfill herself. I realize, of course, that I was defining "fulfillment" 
based on my values, and so I am out of line, but the feeling was still there. 

Beth ended the conversation by suggesting that we go to El Carmine after we saw the 
lawyer, who was located in the same neighborhood as the restaurant. I said okay. 

5/4/91-Age 47 

Mrs. O'Riely called. She said she wanted to keep me informed. Dad was stable. She 
had spoken to Maude. She thought that Maude might have some psychological problems. 

She raised the issue of putting dad in a home, or convalescent hospital as she phrased it. If 
he got better, he wouldn't be released to Maude, but then he'd have to go somewhere else. 

Did I know anything about his finances? Did he have enough money to pay for his own care? 

I told her that I didn't know if dad had five dollars or five million dollars. She asked about 
having a conservatorship set up for him. I asked what that entailed. She said that the hospital 
had an agreement with a private law firm to handle these things. They would file papers in 
court saying that dad was incapable of looking after his own affairs, and of making decisions 
for himself, and he would become a ward of the city. The law firm would then be able to look 
for assets, and if they existed, the money could be used to take care of dad. I told her I had 
no objection to that. 

Mrs. O'Riely then asked me whether I wanted dad "resuscitated." I told her I didn't 
know what that meant. She said Maude wanted dad resuscitated. For details about 
resuscitation, she would put me in touch with his physician. 

Finally, Mrs. O'Riely raised the question of getting a conservatorship for Maude. She 
said that Maude seemed to be having trouble making decisions, and she seemed to have 
trouble taking care of herself, and would I have objections if she pursued that direction. I said 
that while I personally thought Maude was crazy, there was a big difference between what I 
thought and what her own legal rights were. I had slipped, very easily, into my "clinical 
psychology" mode. I might think Maude was nuts, but she had legal rights, and you just can't 
take away someone's rights because you think they're nuts. I hedged a bit, and said I'd have 
to think it over, and I would talk to her about it later. 

5/5/91-Age 47 

I called the hospital and got in touch with the attending physician. She told me that dad 
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wasn't in the best of shape, and that she recommended against resuscitation. She told me 
that she based her decision on a patient's condition, prognoses, and on the patient's life style. 
She pointed out that an elderly person who was active and was out enjoying life was different 
from a person who was bedridden and in discomfort. Resuscitation, in dad's case, "verged on 
cruelty" as she put it. I told her that I didn't like the idea that nothing would be done if he 
stopped breathing. She got a bit huffy, and said that if dad stopped breathing a lot would be 
done to revive him, but zapping him with electricity and other heroic measures would not be 
done if Maude and I agreed that it shouldn't. I told her to do what she felt best. I asked her 
what Maude's position was, and she told me that Maude at first wanted heroic measures 
taken, but had changed her mind. I told her again to use her best medical judgment. 

Janet came over. We talked, and then had nonS&M sex, and she had three cums, but I 
wasn't really there, mentally speaking. We took a break and went out to dinner. On the walk 
home, she said something that gave me the opportunity to threaten her with a spanking. She 
surprised me by saying, "Do it here." I just looked at her. She said, "It'll give that man over 
there a thrill". I looked around but didn't see anyone on the street. Janet gestured toward a 
parking lot, where I saw a man standing, looking in our direction. We stopped walking, and I 
told Janet to bend over, which she did. I gave her six hard spanks, and looked at the smile on 
her face. It wasn't the look of bliss that I saw on Stephanie's and Dena's faces, but it was 
different from any look I had seen on Janet's face before. Apparently, Janet was an 
exhibitionist. We went home, but didn't get into S&M. I buzzed her, and she had another cum, 
and then said she had to leave. She seemed happy, and that was good. 

5/6/91-Age 47 

Maude called. She told me that dad was sinking fast, and was holding out, waiting for 
me to come and see him. When would I arrive, she wanted to know. I told her I'd have to think 
about coming in. I knew that I didn't want to go, but I felt that I was supposed to, and that 
gave me some pause for thought. Maude said, "Dad has been so good to us. He's devoted 
his life to us. You owe it to him!" I said, "No I don't. Since you seem to be making this an 
ultimatum, I suppose my answer is that I won't be coming in." She slammed the phone down 
in my ear. 

5/9/91-Age 47 

Janet called. She was hostile. She told me, rather bluntly, that I was crazy. I thought to 
myself, "So what else is new?" I asked her what the problem was. She said, "You're nice to 
me. Can't you tell what a shit I am. How could you be nice to me, unless there is something 
wrong with you? I never want to see you again." She slammed the phone down in my ear. 

5/10/91-Age 47 

I called Mrs. O'Riely. I had called her a number of times in the past, and it never took 
more than fifteen seconds to get through to her. Apparently Lois' assessment of the situation 
was correct: Mrs. O'Riely was concerned about a lawsuit. I asked her for an update on dad, 
and she told me that his condition was unchanged. He was semi lucid, and stable, but it was 
going to be touch and go. She told me that the paperwork had begun for starting a 
conservatorship for dad, and she asked if I would sign some documents for a conservatorship 
for Maude. She read me a draft, which said that Maude was incompetent to take care of 
herself. I told Mrs. O'Riely that I preferred to say that Maude was under a lot of pressure and 
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was, at this time, unable to make effective decisions. That was as far as I would go. 

Additionally, I said that I would only give a supporting view, and that it was her 
judgment whether to proceed with the conservatorship. She said that she understood, and 
that she felt that Maude needed some help, and that if a conservatorship was set up for her it 
would be easier to see that she got help. I left the decision up to her. 

5/11/91-Age 47 

Beth and I went to the lawyer, and signed papers, and started the divorce process. She 
then took me to dinner at El Carmine. She asked what was new in my life, and I told her about 
dad. She was very sympathetic. I told her that Maude started to pressure me to go to New 
York, and that she said that I owed it to dad. Beth said, "Bullshit. Eliot, you're not going. That's 
final." I told Beth I already came to that conclusion, and thanked her for her vote of 
confidence. 

5/13/91-Age 47 

I received a royalty check from my publisher for $733 today. The company paid 
royalties once a year, and the book had been out for 4 1/2 months during the current 
accounting period. I got about $2 for each book sold. I calculated that the book had only sold 
a few hundred copies. I decided to call and find out if the book was considered a disaster. My 
editor told me that the book wasn't doing all that well, but I shouldn't take it personally, since 
the economy wasn't good. 

5/14/91-Age 47 

A woman, speaking at my ACA meeting, told us about her current romantic 
relationship. She said that her boyfriend was nice to her, and she liked it. She pointed out 
that, in the past, whenever she was with someone who was nice to her, she found some 
reason to break up with him. Either he lived too far away, or he didn't make enough money, or 
he drove the wrong type of car, or any number of other reasons. She would then find 
someone who wasn't nice to her, and she would stay in that relationship, being miserable, 
until the man got rid of her. She came to realize, through the ACA meetings, that she didn't 
feel that she deserved to be treated well. She was unworthy. Now, she felt better about 
herself, and she found that she liked being treated well. I had heard other women, and men, 
make the same observation. I immediately thought about Janet. I also thought of a joke that 
another speaker told at a meeting, which highlighted a problem many ACA members had in 
common. The joke went like this: 

A rough looking man came to an ACA meeting. A woman, noticing that he was a 
newcomer, went over to say hello. 

She: Hello, what's your name? 

He: Spike. 

She: Is this your first meeting? 

He: Yeah. 

She: How did you find out about us? 

He: My parole officer told me to come. 

She: Oh, then you've been in prison. 

He: Just got out. 
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She: What did you go to prison for? 

He: Murdering my wife. 

She: Oh, then you're AVAILABLE! 

After this joke was told, the audience broke into loud laughter. I noticed that the men 
stopped laughing a good thirty seconds before the women. The joke pointed out that many 
ACA people seem to have trouble finding a good, "healthy" relationship. This may be due to 
growing up and witnessing the unhealthy relationship of their parents, or possibly, from low 
self esteem, with feelings that they don't deserve to be happy and treated nicely. A pity, I 
thought. 

5/20/91-Age 48 

Mrs. O'Riely called early this morning. She was very curt and business like. "Please 
hold on." The phone made some connecting sounds. I knew what I was about to hear. A man 
got on the line and introduced himself. He was a doctor and told me dad died that morning. I 
had been expecting it, and wasn't shocked. I realized that it must have been more difficult for 
him to tell me than for me to hear it. I tried to make his job easier by remaining calm and not 
asking him too many questions. I did ask if my sister had been notified, and he said she had, 
and that she was taking care of the funeral arrangements. I thanked him for calling and hung 
up. 

I sat down for a while and just tried to get in touch with how I felt. I realized that my 
most conscious thought was about the finality of it all. I had fantasies of how mother and I 
would talk when she was dying, and those fantasies were busted when reality crept in. I had 
no fantasies about my dad's death. Now, I realized the finality of his death. Just that. Dead 
means forever. 

A few hours later Aunt Daisy called. She asked if Maude had called me today, and I 
said no. She said, "Don't tell Maude I called. She'll think I'm interfering." She then began to 
gently tell me of dad's death, but I interrupted her to let her know that the hospital had called 
and I knew. She seemed to be taking the news well, but she was still upset. I realized that she 
knew my dad longer than I did, and that her relationship with him had been different than 
mine had been. I did not feel like mourning, because that would have made me feel like a 
hypocrite. His death didn't change my perception of him. I still saw him as a beast. But if she 
didn't, so be it. Daisy told me that the funeral would be on Friday, and that Maude was 
handling the arrangements. 

5/24/91-Age 48 

Daisy called to tell me about the funeral. She didn't say much about it, though. She 
said that after the funeral Maude and some people went to a restaurant. This is not traditional 
for a Jewish funeral. The funeral party was expected to go to the house of the deceased, 
where they hold the Jewish equivalent of a wake. But the apartment was in no shape for 
Maude to have people over, so she and Daisy and two other people went out to eat. 

Daisy said, "Eliot, I'm really sorry to say this, but I don't think Maude wants to share." I 
thought I knew what she meant, but I asked, "What do you mean by 'share'?" "In your dad's 
estate," Daisy replied. I had no doubt that Daisy was right, but I continued to probe. "What 
gives you that idea?" "Eliot, I don't know, it was just her attitude. She said horrible things 
about you. She said you didn't deserve anything because you didn't come in for the funeral, or 
for your mother's. She said that your parents wouldn't want you to have anything." 
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I told Daisy not to worry. This wasn't a shock to me. Besides, I told her, I didn't even 
know if dad left anything of value. Daisy said that she was sure dad had some money, and 
that I should think positively. She also said, "Eliot, I can see why you moved away from home. 

I thought that you should have come in for your mother's funeral, but I understood why you 
didn't come in for your father's, and now I understand why you didn't come in for your 
mother's. It's good that you moved away. Maude said she was going to hire an old high 
school teacher of her's, who's now a lawyer to handle the estate." I told her I thought I knew 
the person, our high school History teacher, Mr. Polanski. 

Before we said goodbye, Daisy told me that she had called Isabel in Florida. Isabel 
was hurt that Maude hadn't phoned her. I told Daisy I'd call Isabel. I called Isabel right away. I 
told her she shouldn't feel bad about Maude not calling her, because Maude hadn't called me 
either. Isabel said, "Eliot, don't tell Maude I said this, but she's crazy. What's going to become 
of her?" I said I didn't know. We told each other we'd keep in touch and said goodbye. 

5/25/91-Age 48 

I knew I had to call Maude. I didn't want to, but I had to. When she answered the phone 
I said hello and asked her how she was doing. "Fine!" she growled with that nasty tone of 
voice used to tell someone to fuck off. I decided to get to the point. What are you planning to 
do about the estate? "I've hired Mr. Polanski," she said. I asked her to give me his number. 
She did, and I said goodbye. 

5/27/91-Age 48 

I called Mr. Polanski. I told him who I was and he said that he remembered me. I asked 
him if he was handling things for Maude, or for Maude and me. He said Maude hired him to 
handle the estate for both of us. I asked him what needed to be done. He told me that it would 
be an involved process. He would have to find out if there was a will, he would have to track 
down dad's assets, he would have to determine if his business was worth anything, he would 
have to find out who dad owed money to, and a lot of stuff like that. He said that he would be 
handling the legal aspects, and Maude would be the Administrator. 

I said, "I don't think that's a good idea." He asked why. I told him that Maude had 
psychological problems, and that she was incapable of handling simple things. Trying to 
handle an estate was beyond her capabilities. I also told him that I didn't trust Maude. He told 
me he didn't understand. "What's wrong with Maude? She seems fine to me. I don't know 
what you're talking about." I told Mr. Polanski that I preferred him to be the Administrator. He 
said he wouldn't do it, and that I couldn't do it because I was three thousand miles away. I 
asked if Maude would be able to spend the money from the estate in her legal capacity. He 
said, "Sure. She has to pay the rent on the co-op, and pay the rent on the factory until the 
business is disposed of, and make other payments, such as any taxes your dad might owe." I 
told Mr. Polanski again that I didn't trust Maude. I told him about the police having to come to 
take dad to the hospital, and that Mrs. O'Riely wanted to get a conservatorship for her. Mr. 
Polanski said he had spoken to Mrs. O'Riely, and he wasn't terribly impressed with her. I told 
him that Maude had been stealing things from the apartment for years, and she wasn't to be 
trusted. He asked me if I had any proof. I realized that there was no way I was going to be 
able to convince Mr. Polanski that Maude was nuts. I started reverting to my "nobody believes 
me" state. I finally got Mr. Polanski to agree to have a joint checking account, with both his 
and Maude's signatures necessary to withdraw funds, and that he would hold onto the 
checkbook. I asked him to send me a letter to that effect, and he said he would. 
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It was obvious to me that he thought that I was the crazy one. It really was like being a 
kid again, trying to get my relatives to protect me from my dad. Now I was trying to get Mr. 
Polanski to protect me from my sister, with about as much success. I knew I could hire my 
own attorney, but for what? For all I knew, dad had nothing. I had visions of being out on the 
street, and giving what money I had to an attorney, so he could put it toward buying an 
apartment house and turning it into condominiums. The thought didn't turn me on. If I thought 
that we were talking about big money, I would have had a different attitude. 

5/26/91-Age 48 

I told Tim, my ACA friend at the meeting tonight about my failure to convince Mr. 
Polanski about my sister. He said I shouldn't even try. "People who don't come from our kind 
of families," he said, "won't believe things like this." 

Aunt Daisy called today. She told me that she knew of some safe deposit boxes dad 
had, and wanted to know if I knew about them. I asked her to give me the particulars, and I'd 
pass the information to the lawyer. Daisy said, "Don't tell him I told you. He'll tell Maude that I 
spoke to you. And do you know about the bankbooks?" I asked her what she was talking 
about, and she said that dad kept bank saving's books in his jacket. One was in his name and 
mine, and another in his name and Maude's. Daisy said that a third passbook existed, but she 
didn't know in whose name it was in. I asked her the name of the bank, but she said she 
wasn't sure of that. Again, she told me not to tell the attorney where I got the information. 
Finally, she told me that Maude had borrowed money from her, and from dad's factory worker, 
Joe, to pay the interest on mother and dad's jewelry she had pawned. Maude hadn't paid 
them back, and Daisy wanted me to know this because she wanted me to be on my guard. 

I asked Daisy if she knew the whereabouts of dad's lawyer. I wanted to find out if there 
was a Will. Daisy said that he disappeared a few years ago. I asked for his last known 
number and address, and Daisy gave them to me. 

It took five phone calls, but I finally tracked the attorney down. He remembered my 
family. He told me that dad had no Will, and then he said, "Don't tell your sister I said this. The 
last time I saw your dad was about two years ago. He said he wanted to talk to me about 
evicting her. He kept falling asleep while he spoke to me, and finally he got up and said he'd 
be back but he never returned. Your sister had come in a number of times with him in the 
past. She's a nutcase. I mean, your sister is crazy. I never want to see her again. Never!" 

6/12/91-Age 48 

I called Mr. Polanski and told him about the safe deposit boxes, and the bank books, 
and that I had tracked down his last lawyer, who said that there was no Will, or at least, none 
that he was aware of. Mr. Polanski asked me where I got the information about the bank 
books and safe deposit boxes. I told him that one of my relatives told me, but that she asked 
me not to get her involved, since she didn't want Maude to know that she had given me the 
information. 

I told him about the pawned jewelry, and Maude's borrowing money to pay the interest 
on them at the pawnshop. "Hearsay, hearsay," Mr. Polanski said. "Where's the proof! Where's 
the evidence? How long was it you said it's been since you've been in touch with your 
relatives? Thirty years? Your dad dies and your relatives start to come out of the woodwork. 
You got some bunch of relatives, I'll tell you." I replied, "They're just trying to protect me." He 
said, "Why are all these relatives talking behind Maude's back. Why are they saying these 
things? Why are they afraid of her?" I remembered what my ACA friend said. I didn't even try 
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to answer the questions. 

6/28/91-Age 48 

At the beginning of the month, the TV news shows announced that the recession was 
over. In two weeks I sold $2,500 worth of software. At least something had begun to go right 
for me. In the middle of June the TV news people said, in effect, "Whoops, sorry about that, 
the recession isn't over," and my phone stopped ringing. 

I've been very tired lately. It's the virus. It's getting worse. I'm tired and scared about 
starving to death. I don't know what's happening with the estate, because Mr. Polanski doesn't 
call me. He occasionally sends papers for me to sign. But if I want to know what is going on, I 
have to call him, and then he's vague in his answers. I don't talk to anyone, except for once a 
week for a few minutes at the end of the ACA meeting. My mental health is deteriorating. 

8/1/91-Age 48 

Mr. Polanski had asked me to send him $1,000 toward fees he had to pay concerning 
the estate. I did, and he sent me a letter acknowledging the receipt of the money, and telling 
me that Maude had also given him money, and also paid him back $500 she had borrowed 
from him. I didn't take this last bit of news well. Apparently Maude was becoming chummy 
with the attorney. I was beginning to feel very isolated, and my paranoid tendencies started to 
come to the fore. I only had Mr. Polanski's word that he would be watching out for my 
interests. Whenever I raised the point that Maude wasn't to be trusted, he became agitated 
and told me that she couldn't do anything that would harm me, and he made me feel as if I 
was out of line for even raising the issue. 

9/14/91-Age 48 

I hadn't heard from Mr. Polanski for quite some time. I rarely did. I decided to call and 
find out what was happening. Instead of a real, live person answering the phone, as was the 
case in the past, I got an answering machine. I left a message asking him to contact me. 

9/15/91-Age 48 

Mr. Polanski called today. He sounded terrible. He said that he had been in the hospital 
for a week with a blood infection. He said he was admitted with a 105 degree fever. He said 
being delirious was interesting, but he'd rather not do it again. As far as the estate was 
concerned, he had managed to find out that the co-op was bought in my mother's name, and 
never transferred to my dad. A dead person owned it. He therefore had to do some work with 
my mother's estate as well as dad's. He determined that the co-op was presently valued at 
$115,000. In a week he would open the safe deposit boxes. He had been waiting for someone 
from the New York State tax department to assign a person to be present when the boxes 
were opened. The problem was that New York was having financial problems, and it didn't 
have enough people to perform this duty. An appointment had finally been made. He would let 
me know what was in the boxes when he got them opened. 

9/25/91-Age 48 

I hadn't heard from Mr. Polanski about the safe deposit boxes, so I called him again. I 
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dialed and got a phone company recording saying that the number was no longer in service. I 
called information and got his home phone number. I called and left a message on the 
answering machine, asking him to contact me. I decided to call Maude. She answered, and I 
told her that Mr. Polanski's phone was no longer working, and wanted to know if there was a 
problem I should know about. She said that he was in Uptown hospital, with an irregular heart 
beat. She said it was eerie, because he was in the same room that dad had been in. She told 
me to call him, but I didn't want to. I figured that if he was sick, he didn't need a phone call 
from me. Maude told me that Mr. Polanski was due to be released in two days. I thought I'd 
wait until he was out. I asked her again about his phone not working, and she told me that his 
office had been in a converted private house, which was recently bought, and he was asked 
to move. He was now going to be working out of his own house, and that the phone number 
was supposed to be transferred from his old office to his home. Maybe there was a problem 
with the phone company. Out of curiosity, I asked Maude if she knew how old Mr. Polanski 
was. She said he was about seventy. 

9/30/91-Age 48 

Mr. Polanski called. He didn't sound good. He said he had been feeling fine after his 
first stay in the hospital, and went to his doctor for a routine checkup. The doctor detected an 
irregular heartbeat, and put him into the hospital. Now he was out, and he would turn his 
attention to the estate. The State had changed its policy, and no official had to be present 
when the safe deposit boxes were opened. He, Maude, and a bank officer would open the 
boxes in a few days. He'd call me then. 

He then said, "Eliot, don't tell Maude I said this, but I think there's something wrong 
with her." The "Don't tell Maude I said this", echoed in my ear. He said that she had "screwy" 
schemes to make money, and that she kept telling them to him, and that she kept telling him 
that she was going to get a job, and that when he was in the hospital she visited for hours 
every day and wouldn't leave him alone, and when she did, it was to go with his wife to eat 
lunch, and that Maude didn't do things for the estate that he had asked her to do months ago, 
and... 

10/2/91-Age 48 

My phone hasn't rung in days. There is absolutely no business. 

10/7/91-Age 48 

I didn't hear from Mr. Polanski, so I called. He said that the boxes had been opened, 
and nothing of much value had been found. One box held mother's jewelry, which would have 
to be appraised. The other box had photocopies of stock certificates, and records of stock 
transactions going back years. He said it was a mess and would take a week of doing nothing 
else to try to make sense of it. He told me that, in addition to the co-op, he had found about 
$100,000 worth of stock at a stock brokerage. 

But there were some liabilities. The rent on the factory was $20,000 in arrears, and he 
would have to put the business into bankruptcy. I didn't ask why he hadn't done that 
immediately, but I thought he should have. Mr. Polanski then asked what I was going to do 
about Maude. It was obvious to him by this time that she was nuts. We discussed turning over 
my share of the co-op to her, but we both agreed that she wouldn't pay the rent, or 
maintenance as I found out it is called for co-ops, and the co-op would be sold. We agreed 
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that we couldn't see how to protect Maude from herself, and that eventually she'd end up out 
on the street. After dad's death Mrs. O'Riely lost all interest in Maud, and in me, so having 
her declared incompetent, or whatever, and having the state look after her wasn't going to 
happen. I decided that at this time, my decision was to make no decision. 

11/27/91-Age 48 

My Aunt Daisy called. She wanted to talk about Maude. She didn't understand what 
could have gone wrong with her. Hadn't she once held three jobs simultaneously in Israel? 
Wasn't she once super competent? I told Daisy that Maude never had one job, let alone 
three, but had made up the story to get mother off her back. Daisy said, "Yes, of course," and 
then, "And what about her tax problems?" I asked, "What tax problems?" Daisy told me that 
Maude had called her, and asked what she should do about the IRS. Maude had not filed a 
tax form for 1987, and the IRS wanted taxes and penalties on $10,000 they said she made. I 
asked Daisy what Maude had been doing, workwise. "I really don't know. She did take a 
course to become a paramedic, and she got a certificate." she said. "What, Maude's a 
paramedic, and she couldn't tell how sick dad was?" I asked. There was silence. I broke it by 
asking, "Why doesn't she work as a paramedic?" "She says she doesn't like being around 
sick people," Daisy answered. I asked what else Maude might have done to earn the 
$10,000. "Maybe she worked as a secretary," she said. I know she now works as a volunteer. 
"What kind of volunteer?" I asked. Daisy said that Maude had been answering phones on a 
suicide prevention/mental health hot line. 

12/9/91-Age 48 

I called Mr. Polanski to check in. I asked what was going on, and he said nothing much, 
although Maude did get her money from the life insurance policy. "What life insurance policy?" 
I asked. He spoke to me as if he were repeating information he had already given me. He told 
me that they found information about a $25,000 life insurance policy dad had, and Maude 
contacted the company and got her share. I told Mr. Polanski I didn't know anything about the 
policy, and asked for information about contacting the company. He said he'd mail it to me. 

He also told me that he had filed papers with the State to take a tax lien off the estate, 
and that this procedure took about three weeks, and by the beginning of January Maude and I 
should begin to get money. He told me that I should count on about $40,000, and Maude 
would get the same, and another $20,000 would go into the estate account to pay his fees, 
and to pay for the funeral expenses Maude never paid, and similar bills. Then a decision 
would have to be made about the co-op. 

I felt that I would like Maude to have it, but I knew that she wouldn't pay the 
maintenance on it, and sooner or later the apartment would be taken by the co-op, so giving 
her my share wasn't the best thing to do. But if we sold the co-op, she'd go through her 
portion faster than I, and would be out on the street. I saw her as a bag lady waiting to 
happen. I saw myself as a derelict, waiting to happen. 

12/19/91-Age 48 

I received a check from the insurance company for $12,482 today, which made me feel 
super good for about five minutes. My computer program business was hemorrhaging, and so 
it was good to get the money, but after a few minutes I realized that the money was going to 
dwindle away, and was only buying me six or eight months of additional time. 
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1/11/92-Age 48 

I called Mr. Polanski and asked about the removal of the tax lien. He said it hadn't 
come through yet, and it was the Governors' fault. New York State was in such a dire financial 
condition, according to Mr. Polanski, that things he used to do locally now had to go through 
Albany, to save the State money, and things just took a little longer. 


1/17/92-Age 48 

I was getting lonelier, and more isolated. The business sucked. Some computer 
magazines wrote nice things about my programs, but no one was buying them. I had to think 
of something else to do in life. And I had to start to make friends. My mental health had been 
getting progressively more fragile. I thought about trying to meet more people, but couldn't 
think of how to go about it. I realized that I don't really like people, at least not enmasse. 
Because of my track record of non-work, and not being able to make money, the future looked 
very bleak. 

I called Mr. Polanski about the tax lien, and he said nothing had happened yet. He said 
it might take another three weeks, and then went on a diatribe against the Governor. 

2/19/92-Age 48 

I called Mr. Polanski, and asked about the money. I hadn't talked to Maude for quite a 
while, since I got no information from her when we did speak, and I got a certain amount of 
abuse for my effort. He said nothing had happened with the tax lien, and I should hear from 
him in about two or three weeks. I asked if he could call someone to find out what the problem 
was. He became abusive. He started shouting at me. I found it interesting that I didn't react to 
him as if he were my dad. I was just talking to someone who was acting inappropriately, 
although this insight didn't make me like his attitude any better. He told me that he was the 
lawyer, and he knew what he was doing, and I didn't know anything, and then he started in on 
the Governor again, and said the State of New York was in a mess, and told me he'd call me 
when he had news. We hung up. 

3/9/92-Age 48 

Maude called. She wanted to be friends. She told me that Mr. Polanski was threatening 
her with me. She said that he said that she had to fill out some forms that she hadn't done, 
and that I wasn't happy with the way she was handling things, and that I might start causing 
her problems if she didn't do what he told her to do. All of this was news to me, but I assumed 
that Mr. Polanski was getting fed up with Maude not doing what she was supposed to do, and 
so he used me as a threat to get her motivated. I told her that she should try to get her paper 
work done, and that I'd call Mr. Polanski and find out what his problem was. 

I called and told him about my conversation with Maude. He chuckled. He said that she 
needed some motivation. I asked about the tax lien stuff, and told him he said he'd call me, 
but I hadn't heard from him. "You're lying! I never said that! Why are you lying to me?" I just 
looked at the phone. I thought that I'd like to strangle the asshole, but realized that he was the 
key to my getting money, so I said I must have misheard him, and I asked what was 
happening with the money. He said nothing was happening, and that he'd call me when he 
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heard from the State. 

Besides the tax lien stuff, there were a host of other things I had spoken and written to 
Mr. Polanski about. I had asked for an accounting of what the estate was worth, and what 
money was owed; an inventory of any furniture at the apartment; information about the bank 
accounts Aunt Daisy told me about; and I urged Mr. Polanski to go over to the apartment to 
see the condition it was in, so he could see for himself that Maude wasn't "all there". None of 
these things were done, and I started to give up hope that they ever would be done. 

Between Maude and Mr. Polanski, I was getting very uncomfortable about ever getting 
the inheritance. I also had the feeling that dad was still getting me, now from the grave. 

3/20/92-Age 48 

I had dinner with Beth tonight. She called a few days ago, asked how things were 
going in general, and suggested that we get together for dinner. I hadn't been speaking to her 
as much as when we first broke up, but I didn't feel as if there was any anger or hostility on 
her part toward me, just a lessening of interest in being involved in my life. 

We went to an Indian restaurant we had gone to when we were together, and had a 
pleasant, but somewhat formal time. She was treating me like I was someone she knew, and 
not like I was Eliot. It was a subtle difference, but one that I could easily tell. When we were 
together, there was a slight difference in her voice when she talked to others, and when she 
talked to me. It was the subtlest of formality, a slight distancing, a very slight remoteness. No 
one else would notice, since she never spoke to others in the complete informality and 
openness as she had with me. Now, she spoke to me in the same way she spoke to others. I 
didn't like it. It hurt. I was "just someone else", and not "her Eliot". I wasn't special in her life. 

I mentioned the problems I was having with the estate, and Beth showed me her good 
judgment by pointing out that I was in a lose/lose situation. If I turned my back on the whole 
thing, which was something I felt like doing, I'd lose the money, and regret it. If I hired an 
attorney, I'd be involved in a long, drawn-out legal process, with no assurance of getting 
anything, but having the assurance of a constant headache, dealing with lawyers, paying 
them money up front, filling out forms, etc. She suggested that what I really needed was a car, 
and that I might be best off if I tried to get enough to get one, and be happy with that. She 
made sense, but I didn't feel any better about my family situation, nor about the turn in my 
relationship with Beth. I was happy to see that she had lost the weight she had gained, and 
although she was older than when we first met, she was still drop dead beautiful. 

3/26/92-Age 48 

I wrote a letter to Mr. Polanski, telling him I needed some factual information about the 
estate lien, and all the other matters, since I needed to make decisions about my business, 
and about life in general, and the information I had been getting wasn't very helpful, or 
complete. 

4/20/92-Age 48 

I got a letter from Mr. Polanski, telling me that he had checked with the State, and it 
turned out that he had neglected to pay all the required fees, and so they weren't processing 
the paperwork. He said that he had paid the additional $65, and the tax lien should be taken 
off in about three weeks. I called today and I told Mr. Polanski that since the money was in 
stock, I would like my $40,000 to be in stock. I asked if he could have stock transferred from 
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dad's brokerage to an account I'd set up in Los Angeles. He told me that he could do that, but 
it would be simpler if he just sold all the stock and sent me a check. I might have been going 
into a paranoid state, but I knew I'd feel better if the money was transferred, than if he and 
Maude got their hands on my share. 

5/7/92-Age 48 

Mr. Polanski called. The tax lien was lifted. However, he now wanted to keep $40,000 
in the estate account, and he said that Maude was entitled to 5 percent of the value of the 
estate for being the executor, which came to $11,750, which left $48,250 which Maude and I 
would split. So I had gone from getting $40,000 to getting $24,125. I asked why he wanted to 
keep so much in the estate account, and he got vague. 

I told him I'd come up with a list of stocks valued at about $25,000, and I'd let him know 
which ones I wanted. He asked me if I could do it immediately. The asshole, I thought. He 
didn't pay all the fees, which resulted in a delay of months, and he yelled at me when I 
suggested that he check with someone about the delay, and now that the tax lien was lifted 
he wanted his money right away, and so I should hurry with my end of it. I told him I'd call 
back in an hour. 

I called back and gave him a list of stocks I wanted, and told him I'd go to the same 
brokerage company dad used and open an account, and that I'd call him tomorrow to give 
him instructions about transferring the money. 

5/8/92-Age 48 

I went to the stock brokers, opened an account, and then called Mr. Polanski from the 
broker's office to give him the technical information so he could transfer the stock. I said hello, 
and he said, "Eliot, I have some bad news for you. I don't know what happened, but the 
broker here in New York just started selling stock, and a lot of the stock you wanted has been 
sold. I'll read you a list of what is left." 

I lost it. The bastard was in such a hurry to get his fee, that he didn't even wait the hour 
for me to call him back with a list of the stocks I wanted. He called the broker and told him to 
sell enough stock to fill up the estate bank account, including his fee, and to give Maude her 
money. I shouted into the phone, "NO!" Mr. Polanski said, "What do you mean, no?" I 
shouted, "NO!" and hung up on him. 

I started to freak out. I was reverting. Dad was getting to me again. I had money 
dangled in front of me, and now it was being pulled away, or manipulated in such a way as to 
make me feel like a victim. I stood in the broker's office and said, over and over again, "I don't 
know what to say, I don't know what to say." The broker just looked at me. Finally, I composed 
myself enough to tell the broker that there would be a slight delay in getting the transfer 
made, and that I'd call him. I left, and for the first time in years, I started raging inside my 
head. 

5/13/92-Age 48 

I received a special delivery letter from Mr. Polanski pointing out that there was still 
stock left, and I should choose from an enclosed list the stock I wanted. Almost all the stocks I 
wanted had been sold. I called him and told him what I'd take. 
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5/14/92-Age 48 

Mr. Polanski called and told me that Maude wanted the stock I selected. I began to fall 
apart. As far as I was concerned, Maude and Mr. Polanski were in a conspiracy against me. I 
told Mr. Polanski to transfer the stock Maude didn't want. He told me he'd do that, but that 
there were some additional expenses he felt the estate might be liable for, and that my share 
would be closer to $20,000, not $25,000. 

5/21/92-Age 49 

I called the broker and asked if any stock had been transferred to my account. He said 
no, not yet. I asked if he could get me the number of the broker in New York who was 
handling the estate. He gave me the number. I called and asked when the stock would be 
transferred. The New York broker told me that he was waiting for Maude to sign some official 
transfer papers, and then it would only be a matter of a few days. 

I called Maude and asked what the delay was in signing the papers. She said she 
didn't know about signing anything. I told her that she and Polanski were getting their money, 
and I damn well wanted mine. She said she'd check with Mr. Polanski, but he hadn't told her 
to sign anything. Except, she added, a blank check. She asked him why he wanted her to 
sign a blank check, and he told her just in case an emergency came up and he couldn't get in 
touch with her. Maude said she refused to sign it. I thought that my original concern was that 
Maude would rip me off, but the real threat was Mr. Polanski. I really felt as if the world was 
conspiring against me. 

5/26/92-Age 49 

I went to see a lawyer someone at ACA recommended. He listened to me for about 
three minutes, and then said that I should write him a check for $3,000 and he'd begin to look 
into the situation. Since he wasn't licensed in the State of New York, it might turn out that he'd 
have to get a New York co-counsel. I told him I'd think about it. Fuck. By the time the lawyers 
were finished with me, they'd have everything, and I'd still owe them money. A great fucking 
legal system we have, I thought. 

6/2/92-Age 49 

I went to see another attorney, again recommended to me by someone at ACA. This 
guy only wanted $2,000 to look into the matter, but added that he would bill me monthly, for 
an unspecified amount, for any work he did. Right. 

6/17/92-Age 49 

I had been giving things a lot of thought. I remembered what Beth said about all this. I 
decided that she was right, that the thing I needed most was a car, and that if I got enough 
money for one, I should be satisfied. It was a lose-lose situation, as she had told me it was. If 
I hired a lawyer, I'd spend a lot of money fighting with Mr. Polanski and Maude, and go 
through a lot of psychological pain, and have to fill out a lot of papers and keep track of what 
my attorney was doing, and I might not end up with anything anyway. Or, I could hope to get 
enough for a car, and walk away from all this craziness. I'd be unhappy about being ripped off, 
but I'd be unhappy fighting for a few years with Maude and Polanski. 

Today the broker called and said that stock valued at $18,741 had been transferred to 
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my account. I decided to walk away from the mess. I'd buy a car, and get on with my life. 
6/25/92-Age 49 

I bought a Suzuki Samurai jeepette for $7,200 including tax and plates, which was the 
least expensive new "car" I could find. It's fine for puttering around town, and I now have a 
way to get out and meet people. If I could just figure out where I could meet them. 

7/1 /92-Age 49 

I was getting very lonely. I hadn't been with a woman since Janet. My problem with her 
was that I was nice to her. I thought that if I ever saw her again, I'd kick her between the legs 
and tell her she was ugly, which would probably get her to want to marry me. 

I decided to close down the business. Not that there had ever been one. I stopped 
sending out literature about my programs, since that was just a waste of postage. I thought 
that contacting some of my old artist friends might be a step in meeting people, and getting 
used to being social. Now that I had a car, I could get to see them, once I tracked them down. 

I called Jim. He was the one who had introduced me to the important art collector, Dr. 
Merle Glick. Of all my artist friends, only he, my lesbian artist friend Ace, and Nancy, the 
woman who got me the job at Don's, had always been nice to me, and refrained from putting 
me down. Jim owned a house in a suburb of Los Angeles, and information had a number for 
him, so getting in touch wasn't much of an effort. When I called I got his answering machine, 
and I left a message, and was about to hang up when Jim got on the line. He was screening 
his calls, and I guess I passed. He sounded very happy to hear from me, and asked where I 
had disappeared to for the last ten years, and asked me when we could get together. We 
spoke for about ten minutes, and I told him I'd call in a few weeks and arrange a time to drive 
out to see him. I asked if he had the phone number of Jack and some other old friends, and 
he gave them to me. 

I didn't know why I put off going off to see Jim right away. I felt a little uncomfortable. I 
had been isolated for so long that making contact, even if just by phone, seemed like a big 
enough step for the present, and actually driving out to see him might be overdoing it a bit. 

7/3/92-Age 49 

Jack, my friend who lived with Vivian, the poetess who wanted to die before she was 
30, but didn't, and with Nancy before her, called. Jim called Jack and gave him my number. I 
hadn't called him, for no particular reason other than I was being reclusive, although I wanted 
to stop being reclusive. He said he was in my neighborhood frequently, and suggested 
coming over next week. I said okay. 

7/5/92-Age 49 

Jack came over today. I found it amazing that, besides having aged ten years, he was 
exactly the same. He told me he was living in a run down section of Long Beach, and was 
painting every day. He said if he missed one day's painting, he got very depressed. He took 
out a joint and asked if it was all right to light up, and I said sure. He didn't offer me any, 
remembering that I didn't smoke grass. 

We talked for about three hours. I started getting very paranoid. He kept telling me 
about the cops hassling him, and about the Feds prosecuting people who had served State 
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time for dealing drugs, and of people he knew who were busted for selling drugs, and of 
magazine articles a friend sent him about the Feds violating the first through tenth 
amendments of the Constitution in their zeal to stop drug selling, etc. I mean I really started 
becoming paranoid. And I don't even use drugs, let alone sell them. I could see that being 
around people like Jack had to have fostered my paranoia in the 1970's. 

Jack filled me in on what had happened to some of our mutual friends. Vivian, the 
poetess he lived with who wanted to die before she was thirty, got married, had a kid, had two 
novels published, and was now teaching at the same Cal State campus I had gone to. He 
said she had lost her good looks and now looked like a stereotypical grandmother. 

He then told me in some detail that Crazy Doug stopped being crazy. He cleaned up 
his act, and got a job with a major company designing toys. He became the supervisor of a 
department, went to meetings, acted like a normal person, and in general completely changed 
his life. Unfortunately, there must have been some residual craziness. He went to a party, and 
got into an argument with three guys. He beat the shit out of all of them, knocking one off a 
second story balcony. That guy broke both his ankles. They sued, and were awarded $80,000 
in damages. Doug gave everything he owned, including his bank accounts, to his girlfriend, 
and she sold what she could to raise cash, and they left town in the middle of the night. He is 
reportedly somewhere in Northern California. 

Nancy, the woman who thought I was a genius, and who lived with Jack before living 
with Tom, and before Jack lived with Vivian, moved to Northern California, met a guy, got 
married, and has two kids. 

Jay came into a small inheritance, bought the building his studio was located in, which 
included three other stores, and a small private house behind them. He moved into the house, 
and stopped painting. He has become a landlord, collecting rent and suing his tenants, or 
being sued by his tenants, on a regular basis. 

The El Carmine Cafe had fallen upon hard times. It used to consist of two stores, one 
seating about sixty, and the other seating about twenty. The small side had less tables 
because it also had a small bar and the kitchen. Paulino let the large store go, and now has a 
very small restaurant with a small bar that caters to people who like to drink and watch sports 
on the bars' TV. 

I walked Jack to his car when he left. It was filthy. It hadn't been washed in years. I am 
not Mr. Clean, but this was ridiculous. I understood why he constantly got stopped by cops. 

His car, which was a pickup truck, looked like the pickups used by drug dealers on TV shows 
like COPS. I wanted to point this out to Jack, but decided to keep my mouth shut. He drove 
around with roaches in his cigarette ashtray, and I assumed that he wanted to get busted, or 
wanted the excitement of getting stopped and worrying about being busted. On a 
psychological level, of course. I don't think he would have liked it in reality. 

7/15/92-Age 49 

Well, it seems that I'm still alive. Whatever the problem with my irregular heart 
and the pain in my arm was, it seems to have disappeared a while ago. But since I've 
gotten this far, I might as well continue. I'm almost curious to see how this ends, how 
this all comes out. Almost, because I have a suspicion that I might not like the ending 
one little bit. 

I drove out to see Jim today. Like Jack, he hadn't changed either. He was still painting, 
and still married to his high school sweetheart. He was mellow and fun to be with. I didn't tell 
Jack about my past ten years, because he didn't seem interested, and because I felt a little 
too distant to want to reveal that much about myself to him. But Jim and his wife were warm, 
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almost loving, and I spent an hour or so telling them about my past ten years. They confirmed 
most of the stories Jack told me about our mutual friends, and a good time was had by all. I 
left feeling that I would keep in touch with them, since I liked them and they seemed to like 
me, but I realized that I hadn't solved my problem of being isolated. I had made a step in the 
right direction, though. 

7/22/92-Age 49 

Our Tuesday night ACA meeting had been kicked out of the Temple we met in. All of 
the other 12 step programs were also asked to leave. No reason was given, but I have the 
fantasy that either the Rabbi didn't like the occasional cuss word a speaker might have used, 
or the Rabbi has some 12 step issues of his own, and feels threatened by 12 step groups. A 
few times we showed up for meetings and found the Temple closed, or a banquet going on in 
our meeting room, so I wasn't too unhappy about having to move. We were given two months 
notice, and a few people volunteered to look for another meeting place, but nothing could be 
found for Tuesday nights. 

As the time for our departure from the Temple got closer, fewer people were attending 
meetings. I didn't know what to make of it, but it seemed that a certain type of personality no 
longer wanted to be associated with our group, as if it wasn't the "in" place to be. It was, at 
least for a time, since it was started by the person who had brought ACA from New York, 
where it had its origins. That first meeting met in his living room, with five other people 
attending. It grew from the original six to the present 125 or so, with numerous other spinoff 
meetings in the Los Angeles area. 

Since we were now down to about 40 members, we voted to move the meeting to a 
Convent that was also a half-way house for troubled women. The meeting room was small, 
holding a maximum of 40, although it would be more comfortable with about 20. The only 
problem was that the room was only available on Wednesday nights, which meant that some 
people who had commitments for that night wouldn't be able to attend. 

Tonight was our first Wednesday night meeting, and only 16 people showed up. That 
was okay. I liked the small group, it was more intimate than the large meetings I had gone to. 
I'm still shy, but it's going to be hard to be invisible with so few members. Maybe this will be 
good, I thought. 

As I see money disappearing for such everyday things like rent, car insurance, food 
and other living expenses, and nothing coming in from my "business", which is a business in 
name only, I've been trying to think of any assets I might have that I can use to generate 
money. I've decided that the most likely candidate is the 100,000 plus words I've collected 
from sadomasochists who took part in my research. In addition to having people fill out 
various questionnaires, I also asked them to send me their current or favorite sexual fantasy, 
and many people did. 

Additionally, I also was able to correspond with people throughout the country, and ask 
them specific questions based on their questionnaire answers. This material was difficult to 
use for the basis of scientific papers, since it is difficult to reduce written passages to numbers 
which can be subjected to statistical analysis, which is what most psychological journals 
require. 

I've been thinking that, since I've already transcribed the written material so that it lives 
inside my computer, I have the bulk of a book already finished. All I need to do is write a few 
introductory chapters, and then try to market a book on SM based on my research. I think this 
is the best way to go. The problem is that getting the book published is far from a certainty, 
and it'll take me a month or two to get the introductory material finished, and then more time 
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trying to find a publisher, and during that time more money will disappear from my bank 
account. 

It would be so much simpler if I wasn't afraid of people, and could just go out and find a 
job and be like everyone else. I hate myself sometimes. Actually, I hate myself all the time, but 
sometimes more than others. 

8/1 /92-Age 49 

I have the book finished, or finished enough to show a publisher. Today I went to the 
library and looked up likely publishers in a guide, and then sent out seven letters outlining the 
book and the research and mailed them off addressed to the "Editor". It'd be better if I knew 
someone at the company, an "in". 

One of the computer publications I get is geared to the printing industry. A special issue 
on using computers to publish and print books arrived today, and it has ads from local 
companies that specialize in printing books. Maybe I should look into self publishing a book if 
I can't find a legitimate publisher. 

9/1/92-Age 49 

I've received the usual "thanks but no thanks" notes from all the publishers but one. 
Today, I got a letter from the remaining company asking me to send off some sample material 
from the book. I get the idea, from reading between the lines, that the man who sent me the 
letter has SM interests. This doesn't surprise me. Today I sent off some fantasy material, 
along with the introductory chapters I wrote. I didn't want to shock the people at the publishers 
with something too pornographic, so I selected a rather touching account from a Vietnamese 
immigrant, who associates her SM interests with her life in a refugee camp after the war. I 
have my fingers crossed. 

9/2/92-Age 49 

I ran into Beth at the supermarket today. She was polite. She spoke to me in that 
slightly distant voice, that voice that separates the real Beth from the world. I was polite. As I 
was walking away, I felt very hurt. I was reduced to being "an other", and I didn't like it at all. 

9/17/92-Age 49 

The letter from the publishing company arrived today. In essence, they didn't think that 
my book was dirty enough. They thanked me for thinking of them and wished me luck. Shit. 
When I started doing this research, the material I sent would have been considered 
scandalous/pornographic/dirty, but today it is considered not dirty enough. I suppose I'm not 
up with the times, being isolated and all. I wonder what would have been their reaction if I 
sent them the dirty stuff I thought would have been to outrageous for them. Would that too 
have been too mild? Or would they have rejected the book because it was too dirty? Shit. I 
guess SM is becoming kind of main stream. I now have to decide whether I should scrap this 
idea, and the few months I've spent hoping that I could make some money this way, and just 
forget this venture, or whether I should look into self publishing. The royalties from my digital 
photography book amount to about $500 a year, so I assume that even if the SM book was 
published by a legitimate publisher, I wouldn't get rich. But, at least it would bring in some 
money, instead of money just going out, and I could tell myself that I had an identity as a 
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writer. 

I'm depressed. Not the dark depression of the past, just normally depressed. God, my 
life is so predictable. So dull. I really do hate myself for being so weak. I'm waiting to start 
hearing my father's voice telling me I'm a nothing and will never amount to anything. Having 
gone to ACA meetings for quite some time, I now know that this voice, which I mercifully 
haven't heard for I don't know how long, is called "The Chorus". Just about everyone at ACA 
hears these voices, either a single one like me, or a jumble of voices telling them that they 
can't succeed, that they are stupid for trying to do something, that they are losers, that no one 
will ever love them, that they deserve the pain that they are in. My "chorus" disappeared 
some time ago, but I'm worried that it'll come back. After all, I am a loser. 

9/24/92-Age 49 

It took about a week for me to screw up the courage to call some of the printers who 
advertised in the computer trade journal. I was afraid that they'd laugh at me and tell me that 
I'm stupid and that I can't write and that I'm a nothing and then laugh at me and hang up. I 
don't think I could stand someone doing that to me. I'd probably kill myself if they did. I 
couldn't stand someone laughing at me and telling me the truth about myself. When I was 
with Beth, I was protected from the mean adults, but now I was beginning to feel a lot closer 
to the Eliot who walked the streets smelling like spit-up. 

Today I spent an hour sitting and looking at the phone before I got the nerve to pick it 
up and dial a printers number. I spoke to a man who sounded happy to hear from me. He told 
me that business was currently slow, due to the recession, and that he could have my book 
printed in as little as a week, and that he'd call back and give me an estimate tomorrow. He 
asked me how many books I wanted, and what size, and other things I knew he'd ask, so I 
was prepared. I decided on 500 books, because I knew that my digital photography book 
wasn't selling all that well, and it was published by a legitimate publisher who knew what they 
were doing, so I shouldn't get all enthusiastic and fantasize that I was going to sell a million 
books and get rich. I thought that 500 sounded like a reasonable number, and that if the 
books did sell, I could use some of the profits to have a second printing done. 

After speaking to this man, I waited a while and summoned up my courage and called 
another printer. This one seemed bigger, more professional. I had to go through three 
secretary type people to get to a sales representative. The sales woman I spoke to was also 
very nice to me. She asked me the same questions as the first man, and I gave the same 
answers, and she said she'd get back to me in a day or two. 

Funny, neither company asked what the book was about. I wonder how I'll tell them 
that it's a dirty book on sadomasochism? When I do, they'll probably call me a pervert and 
threaten to call the police and report me as a pornographer. 

9/28/92-Age 49 

I got the two quotes. The big company said that 500 books, hardbound, would cost 
about $4,900, and that it would take three weeks to get them finished from the time I dropped 
off the printed pages for them to work from. They said if I wanted a soft-cover book, the whole 
process would only take a week at most, and cost less, because they wouldn't have to send 
the book out to another company to have the hard cover put on it. 

The second company quoted me $7,200, plus an additional amount for the hard cover, 
and they wanted me to take care of the hard cover separately. What they wanted was to do 
part of the job, and then have me take it to another company and have them finish it. I saw 
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this as a catastrophe waiting to happen. Plus, they were about $2,200 higher than the bigger 
company, and that still didn't include the hard cover. 

It seemed to me that I should go and take a look at the bigger company, and get a feel 
for it. I called and spoke to my sales representative, and asked if I could make an 
appointment to come down and just have a look at the company, and maybe some sample 
books they have printed, and she said, sure, fine, no problem. It only took me two hours to 
work up the courage to call her, and the conversation only took about two minutes. I thought 
that if there was some kind of job that involved wasting time, I'd be great at it. 

Today I drove to the printers. It was way out in part of the city that I had never been to 
before. Actually, I don't think it was in Los Angeles, but some suburb that was mostly 
industrial. I asked for the woman I spoke to at the reception desk, and the receptionist told me 
to have a seat, and a few minutes later the saleswoman arrived. She seemed happy to meet 
me. She gave me a brief tour of the factory. She had me stand at a huge window built into an 
inner wall, and I looked out at a huge area filled with printing presses. It looked about the size 
of a football field. None of the presses seemed to be turned on. No one was in the room. It 
wasn't like other printing companies I had been in. This one was immaculate. The floor looked 
clean enough to eat off of. The woman, whose name I kept forgetting, told me that this was 
their small printing area, and another one, just to the side but out of view, was larger. She told 
me that they printed everything from books from small publishers in units as small as 500 to 
millions of magazines at a time. I believed her. 

She took me into a well lit, well laid out office area and sat me down and showed me 
some sample books that looked like my book would look when it was finished. I am not a 
connoisseur of books, but they didn't look lopsided, and generally looked like any hard cover 
book I've seen in bookstores. She then went over the prices, and asked me if I was sure that I 
wanted a hard cover book, because it would add both time and money to the printing, and I 
said yes I did, and she said okay. Then she asked me what the subject of the book was. I 
panicked. I gulped. I was embarrassed. I summoned up all the courage I had, and said it was 
on sadomasochism, and that it was based on my published research. I added the latter so 
she wouldn't think I was a pornographer and start screaming and call a guard and have me 
thrown out. She looked at me for a second, and then said, "That's no problem, as long as 
there aren't any pictures". She knew that there weren't any pictures since she asked me that 
when we first talked and she wanted to know about the book and what size it would be and 
how many pages it would be and the weight of the paper I wanted and all the other questions 
which I knew she'd ask because I got a few books from the library on self publishing and 
those questions were covered in them, so I was prepared to answer her questions. I felt 
relieved. Maybe it was because I had published research in SM that she didn't scream and 
call the guard. 

I told her I still had to work on distribution problems, and that I'd call her back. She said 
that the prices quoted were only good for thirty days, because the cost of paper and ink and 
other things always went up, so if I waited too long she'd have to prepare another estimate. I 
said I understood, and I left. 

9/29/92-Age 49 

When I was advertising my now defunct business in computer magazines, I received 
some advertising material from a New York City company that did special mailings from their 
mailing lists to people who might be interested in buying my programs. They got a lot of 
people to put advertising on 3 X 5 cards and they mailed all these cards out, as a package, to 
people. I never used their services. One reason was that I got packs of these advertising from 
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time to time, and never was interested in the companies that advertised that way, and often 
threw out the shrink rapped package without opening it. But this company also did mailings to 
psychiatrists and psychologists and therapists in general. I decided that my publishing 
company would be mail order only, that is, that I wouldn't try to get the book into stores. I 
thought that the book was just right for shrinks who wanted to learn more about SM. I called 
the company, after looking at the phone for only half an hour, and asked for more detailed 
information about their psychology advertising service. They asked me if I had a fax, and I 
said I did, and they faxed me information right away. 

Besides their sales pitch, the information contained the prices for either a half run 
which would go out to 180,000 people, or a full run which would go out to 360,000 people, all 
of whom were professionals in the areas of psychology and psychiatry. They also gave a 
schedule of when the mailings went out, and when the material had to be received by them to 
make it into any particular mailing. I decided that a half mailing, which cost $1,700, would be 
the way I'd go. If I made sales of only one tenth of one percent of the people who got the 
advertising, that would be 180 books sold. I decided that I'd charge $69.95, based on the 
prices of other technical psychology books I'd seen in college and regular book stores. So, 

180 books times $69.95 would be $12,591, and when I subtracted the $5,000 for the printing 
and $1,700 for the advertising, that would leave about $5,900 profit, less the cost of mailing 
out the book. If the packing and wrapping and postage for each book cost as much as $5, that 
would still leave $5,000 profit. Not bad. And I would still have over three hundred books left to 
sell, and would have gotten my investment back. I started thinking more positively. This was 
going to work. I was going to be successful at something. After all, getting one tenth of one 
percent of the people to buy the book didn't seem unreasonable. That was one sale out of 
every thousand people who got the mailing. 

10/1/92-Age 49 

I called the sales representative and told her I wanted to go through with the printing 
job. She seemed pleased. I asked her when I could bring the book in, and she said anytime, 
and I made an appointment for tomorrow. She told me that I'd need to give her a fifty percent 
deposit, and I said that wouldn't be a problem. 

I spent the rest of today reading and rereading the book, looking for spelling and 
grammar errors. I used the spell check in the computer, and I even bought a program that 
was supposed to identify grammatical errors. I found that program less than helpful, although 
it did flag some paragraphs that did have obvious problems I'd overlooked. 

What I was reading was what I was going to bring to the printers. I decided not to have 
the book professionally type set, but to print it out on my laser printer. I realized that the type 
wasn't quite as good as type in a "real" book, but it wasn't all that bad, and I wasn't worried 
that the average psychologist would be offended by less than perfect print. Actually, I decided 
that the average psychologist wouldn't be able to tell that the book was originally printed on a 
laser printer, and not type set. 

After hours and hours of proof reading, I decided that there weren't any typos, and that 
the grammar was correct, except for grammar problems in the material sent to me by the 
people who were in the original research projects, which I left untouched. I put everything into 
a manila envelope, and decided that there was nothing else to do but get on with it. 

10/8/92-Age 49 

I dropped off the laser printed book, gave the woman a check for $2,500, and left. I 
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was $2,500 poorer, and soon would have to write another check for the same amount, and a 
check for $1,700 to the company for the advertising, and of course the rent and living 
expenses until the book sales started coming in, so I was a little nervous, but all in all, I felt 
confident that everything, at last, would work out for me. 

10/9/92-Age 49 

I called the mailing list advertising company and told them I just sent them a check for 
$1,700, along with an ad which was really an order form for the book. One side of the 3" X 5" 
card was a blurb about the book, and the other side had a space for the person's name and 
address and telephone number and stuff like that. I asked the man, Tod I think, to let me know 
if the ad was done to their specifications, and he said he would. 

10/12/92-Age 49 

I decided to call the printer just to find out if everything was going on schedule. I 
couldn't get through to the woman. Funny, every other time I had called, it only took about ten 
seconds to get her. I had a familiar and unsettling feeling in my stomach. I remembered not 
being able to get through to the editor for the first book I tried to do, after having no problems 
reaching him numerous times, and I started getting very worried. 

I called again today, and again she was "away from her desk", and she didn't call me 
back. I then realized that I was being scammed. I gave her a check for $2,500, and they 
weren't going to print my book, and they were going to keep the money, and they were 
laughing at me, I could hear them in my head, and what if the company was going out of 
business, because I never saw any of the printing presses working, and the place was so 
clean that it didn't look like it was being used, and I just knew that I had been ripped off. And 
since I sent the check off for $1,700 for the ad, I'd lose that money too. I sat by the phone and 
glared at it, waiting for it to ring, but it didn't. 

10/14/92-Age 49 

I called a third time today, and again she was away from her desk, so I asked to speak 
to the president of the company, and I was put through to his secretary, and I told her that the 
woman wouldn't call me back, and that I wanted to speak to her, and that I didn't know why I 
was being treated this way. I knew why, and I knew the secretary knew why. It was because I 
was being ripped off, and everyone knew it and was laughing at me. She said she'd tell the 
woman to call me. 

About fifteen minutes later the phone rang, and I answered it immediately. It was the 
sales representative. She sounded irritated and said that she had been super busy and that 
yes, the book was on schedule and that she'd call me when it was finished. I said okay, and 
hung up. 

10/18/92-Age 49 

I spent the last few days worrying about being ripped off and about the company going 
out of business, and about a lot of other things, like all the money it was taking me to live. I 
wasn't going out and spending money, I wasn't having a good time, I was just sitting all day 
long. But there were all these bills. The rent and the telephone and the electricity and money 
for food and car insurance and gas and on and on. 
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10/19/92-Age 49 

Beth called. She was polite but a little distant. She asked me if I could drop by and 
bring her the keys to her house. She said that she was having a guest stay with her for a 
week, and needed the extra keys. I said sure, fine, and drove over and gave her the keys. 

She said, "Thank you", and stood there, so I said goodbye, and left. 

I can't remember Beth lying to me before. True, she did keep her search for a house to 
move to secret, but besides that, as far as I knew, she had always been straight with me. Why 
she felt she had to lie about needing the keys for a friend I didn't know. If she didn't want me 
to have them anymore, why didn't she just say that she no longer felt comfortable with my 
having keys to her place. I'm sure she had enough money in her trust funds to pay for a new 
set of keys for a visitor, assuming that she was really having a visitor. 

10/21/92-Age 49 

The woman called and told me that the books were ready to be picked up. I was 
relieved. She told me that she'd need a check for $2,536. I asked her how big a truck I'd need 
to rent to pick up the books. She put me in touch with someone else, who said that a standard 
van, without seats, would do just fine. I told him I'd come tomorrow. He said, "Fine". 

10/22/92-Age 49 

Everything was ready. They showed me one of my books, and it looked like a real 
book. I was worried that it might be lopsided and upside down and backwards, and they 
wouldn't give me my money back and tell me tough when I complained, but it looked fine. I 
paid the balance due, and the books were loaded by a forklift into the van I rented. There 
were a lot of boxes. About 35. Each box was marked as weighting 27 pounds. 

I drove back to my apartment, and spent about three hours carrying boxes up from the 
underground parking area, and then took the rented van back. When I got home, I decided 
not to look at a book until tomorrow, because I was to tired to deal with any flaws I might find. 

10/23/92-Age 49 

I spent most of today reading the book. I'm not sure if I like the type. It might be to 
"laser printery". Worse than that, I've started to find typos. I don't know how I missed them. I 
must have read the book before it was printed twenty times. Today, typos are just jumping off 
the page. I've counted 47 of them. I'm seriously considering throwing them all out. I am so 
embarrassed. Anyone reading the book will think I'm illiterate. I can't let an inferior product 
out. It's not Pro Arts. It's amateur. It's a catastrophe. I'm sick. 

10/23/92-Age 49 

I can't afford to throw the books out. For one thing, where would I throw them. I have 
35 large boxes weighing 27 pounds each. And I can't afford not to get my money back for the 
printing. And I have already mailed the check for the ad. I want to kill myself, but not as badly 
as I did when I was living in the storefront studio which I painted black. I want to kill myself 
because I am such a looser and I'm incapable of doing anything right, and I'm so 
embarrassed to have something with my name on it that is inferior. Maybe when money 
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comes in from the sales, I can have new books printed without the typos, and eat some of my 
profit, and put the bad books into a dumpster, a few a day, until I'm rid of them all. 

10/26/92-Age 49 

I got a call from the mailing list company. The guy told me that I had to send them a 
copy of my book for approval. "What?" I answered. He told me that the mailing list they used 
was really the mailing list from a large publishing company, and that company wanted to 
check my book to make sure it was appropriate to go out with advertisements for their books. 

I began to lose it. I started to shout. I told the guy that he didn't say anything about my book 
having to be approved by anyone. He said that he assumed that I would know that someone 
would have to check the book. I said I didn't. He asked what the problem was. I didn't want to 
tell him that I was a pornographer and I was pushing a dirty book. I didn't want to tell him I 
saw my father laughing at me, and heard his voice to boot. I told him that I just paid $5,000 to 
have the books printed, and they had cashed my check for $1,700, and I didn't feel that I was 
obligated to send a book for anyone's approval. They should have told me about this before, I 
snarled at him. He said he was just doing what he had been told to do. I lost it. I called him a 
fucking asshole, and that I was going to sue him personally for fraud, along with his company, 
and the publishing company that owned the mailing list, and that he was to stupid to have the 
job he had, at which point he hung up on me. 

I was trying to decide whether I should call him back, or fly to New York and hunt him 
down and kill him, when the phone rang. The man on the other end said he was the president 
of the mailing list company, and that he heard that there was a problem. He was speaking to 
me in the same phony friendly voice Mrs. O'Riely used when she called me about father. I 
tried to control myself and told him that I had spent a lot of money to print my book, and that I 
wasn't told that someone would have to approve it, and what if the publishing company didn't 
like my book? I told him that nowhere in the literature he sent me was there anything about 
my book having to be approved by anyone. 

He agreed that changes would have to be made to their "contract", and asked, more 
like told me, that I certainly didn't print a book with only one way to advertise it, did I? Like, 
golly Eliot, you really are stupid, aren't you. I lied and said that I had some other advertising 
planned, but his company was the prime one, and that I had a schedule and time was money 
and he couldn't do this to me. He said that his hands were tied, that the mailing list wasn't his, 
and if I wanted to advertise with them, I would have to send the book, by Federal Express, 
because time was short, to the publishing company. He gave me the name of the man to 
send the book to. He told me he'd let me know what the man said, and if there was a 
problem, he'd return my money. 

I sent the book out a little while ago. I wrote the nastiness letter I've ever written to 
anyone. I hear the chorus screaming in my ears. I can't stand it. What did I do wrong. What 
are the fucking rules. If I were with Beth, I wouldn't be in this mess. Good things happened to 
her. Good things happened to me when I was with her. Since she left me, things were going 
down hill. 

The president of the mailing list company called. He told me that the book was okayed, 
but that I must have written quite a letter, because the man at the publishing company was 
very upset. The advertising for my book would be sent out in about three weeks. 

1/15/93-Age 49 

The advertising for the book has been out for about three months. So far I have sold 22 
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books. That's about one book for every ten thousand people who got my ad. It did bring in 
around $1,400, which meant that I only lost $300 on the ad. Of course, since each book cost 
me about $10, and another $4 to send it out, my loss was closer to $650. Plus, of course, the 
$5,036 for the printing that was no longer in my bank account, and the hundred or so dollars it 
cost to prepare the book for printing, and the money it cost for living expenses. Things were 
beginning to look black to me. I almost never left the house. I think I might have felt something 
like this when my first book deal went wrong, a long long long long time ago. Funny, it feels 
like only yesterday. 

2/10/93-Age 49 

Panic. It's like when I was walking the streets, although not quite that bad. The "good 
years" in school and with Beth seem like a different life. I know I'm going to be back on the 
streets, babbling to myself, and smelling like spit-up. Since Beth left, everything is going down 
hill. 

I mentioned my feelings to a woman at the ACA meeting tonight. She asked me if I was 
seeing a shrink. I said no, and then said I really couldn't afford one. I could, but with my fear of 
starvation, spending money on anything just makes me panic even more. She gave me the 
name of her shrink, a woman named Fae, who works on a sliding scale, starting off at $25. I 
think I'll call and see about making an appointment. 

2/11/93-Age 49 

I called Fae and told her I got her number from a patient of hers, and made an 
appointment for next Tuesday. 

2/15/93-Age 49 

I saw Fae today. I talked for one hour straight. I only got halfway through my "story". I 
felt it was important to tell her everything about myself, since just saying that I thought I was 
going to be out on the street starving wouldn't let her know how scared I really was. When the 
hour was up, I made an appointment for tomorrow to finish my story. 

Before I started, I asked her how much she charged, and she said she charged 
whatever the person could afford, with a low of $25. She said her highest paying client paid 
$95. I asked if $25 would be okay, and I think she got the idea that money for me was a major 
issue, and she said okay. 

I finished my story, which took the entire hour. When I finished, Fae said, "I want to 
congratulate you for giving me the most complete and well organized overview I have ever 
gotten from a new client". Hell, all I did was read this book to her, leaving out a lot of the 
details. She asked me what I wanted from her. I told her that I felt that what I needed was 
"reality testing". I was so isolated that I didn't know when I was being rational, and when my 
thoughts were crazed. I just needed someone to talk to. She said fine, and I made an 
appointment for next week. 

Fae is about 70. She looks fit, but her face shows her age. She is very grandmotherly. 
She doesn't seem threatening to me. The only thing I feel funny about is having lied about 
how much money I have. With the stock and life insurance and some money left from Beth, I 
have about $55,000, but I led her to believe that it was about $20,000. I felt that having 
$55,000 would make Fae feel that my feelings of panic weren't real, because with $55,000, I 
wasn't going to starve in the near future. But I felt that I would, and I knew that even if I had 
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enough for a few years, eventually it would be gone, and then I would starve. $20,000, and no 
job, and no work history, would make her feel that my fears were more legitimate. And 
besides, this way she would take the $25, and not insist on $75, which would only put me in 
the poorhouse that much sooner. 

I have been seeing Fae for a month, and the feeling of panic is almost completely 
gone. Just having someone to talk to, to let me know that I'm not nuts, is comforting. I am 
finding how difficult it is for me to express myself, since the few years of almost complete 
solitude since Beth left me has eroded my verbal skills. 

The thing I like most about Fae is that the sessions don't involve large amounts of 
psychobabble. We just talk. She is Transactional Analysis (TA) oriented, which is very 
compatible with the ACA philosophy- the concept of the inner child is something Fae can 
relate to. She often points out that my thoughts on a subject seems to come from an inner 
child who is angry, or afraid that he isn't, or won't, get what he wants. 

Today I got angry about something going on in my life, and spewed forth a paragraph 
of angry, contradictory verbiage. Fae said, "Who's that, your mother or your father?" I almost 
automatically said, "Father," because I have assumed that my fear of him was the prevailing 
factor in my psychological life. But I hesitated, and surprised myself, and said, "Mother". 

This was a true revelation. I realized for the first time, at the age of 49, that my mother 
had been extremely arbitrary, changing her mind constantly, giving me double messages 
("You're very bright, but you aren't expected to excel in anything because you aren't very 
bright"), and maybe, just maybe, I see the world topsy turvy because I was brought up to see 
the world that way. I learned to fear people because of my father, and to see the world in a 
very, very strange way, from my mother. I'll have to give this some more thought. 

3/18/93-Age 49 

I contacted Psychology Today and asked for a rate card and information about placing 
an ad for my book. I decided on a $900 ad that would reach about 500,000 people. I lowered 
the price of the book to $34.95. I had the ad typeset, so it would look good, and sent it along 
with my check about two months ago. The ad has been out for two weeks, and I've received 
about 20 orders so far. Maybe a lot of people are thinking about ordering, but can't find a 
stamp. 

3/24/93-Age 49 

I told Fae that action was better than no action. I've decided to try to put together a 
portfolio of digital photographs, and go into commercial/advertising photography. I have mixed 
feelings about this decision. I have a skill, but I don't really think I'm cut out for business. But I 
need money, and to get out and meet people, and this seems like my best choice. 

The main problem is that I know myself too well by now. I told Fae that my history is to 
get involved in a long term project, and then have nothing come of it. I have no doubt that I 
can put together a portfolio, but getting past secretaries to see art directors, and selling 
myself, is something I know I'm not good at. I think this may be another "disaster", but I can't 
see anything else to do to solve my money and isolation problems. Fae thought that putting a 
portfolio together was a good idea. 

I haven't done any artwork this year. I realized at the end of 1991 that the state of the 
art of digital photography was low, and I really couldn't find a new direction to explore. My 
work was stagnant, and I didn't see an artistic direction or style emerging. Instead of making 
photographs, I have been philosophizing on photography. Some day I might write down my 
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thoughts. 

Making a portfolio of "straight" digital photographs would get me working at it again, 
although it would cost me some money in supplies and lab fees needed to make prints from 
the images that lived inside my computer. I'm reluctant, but don't think I really have any other 
options. My S&M book isn't doing well. Out of 500,000 people, I sold a total of 59 books, 
which is less than one person out of 10,000. I have about 425 books sitting in boxes taking up 
half of my bedroom. I don't think I have much of a choice but to try to make money as a digital 
photographer. Although my heart isn't in it. 

4/22/93-Age 49 

I put together a portfolio with great difficulty. I was out of practice thinking like a 
professional photographer. I couldn't come up with neat visuals that showed that I was both 
competent and creative. I used to do that every day at Pro Arts, but now is now and then was 
then. 

After I had about 20 pictures made, I thought it would be a good idea if I got a "crit" to 
get someone else's impression of my work. I summoned up my courage and called Pro Arts 
and got the head of the photo department and told him that I was an alumni and needed 
some feedback on my digital photographs. We made an appointment for today. 

The guy, whose name I forgot, looked at my work. To say he wasn't impressed would 
be an understatement. He suggested that I take some courses at Pro Arts to learn something 
about digital photography. For some reason this didn't upset me. I didn't go into a rage. I didn't 
hear my father laughing at me. Maybe seeing Fae was doing some good. 

Putting my portfolio together cost about $1,000. I told Fae that this bothered me, 
because I knew it was just getting me closer to being out on the street that much faster. But I 
also told her I didn't know what else to do. Now that I had a pretty good idea that my work 
wasn't seen as "top quality", I felt that sinking feeling that I had followed my history, and had 
wasted three months of my life, and a thousand dollars to boot. Since I also knew that I'd 
probably be incapable of getting through various secretaries to get art directors to look at my 
work, I felt that this business idea was going nowhere fast. 

4/26/93-Age 49 

I got a list of Pro Arts alumni who worked in advertising and related areas, and started 
calling them. I noticed that my fear of phones had somehow lessened. I'd only look at the 
phone for about five minutes before calling. Maybe my time with Fae was having a positive 
effect. Regardless, I couldn't get past the various secretaries. I know that this is a standard 
problem. Art directors are bombarded constantly by requests from photographers and 
illustrators and others who want to show their portfolios. If the art director saw even a small 
fraction of these people, they'd never get any of their work done. So their secretaries don't let 
anyone through. Just how new photographers do get their work seen is a mystery to me. I see 
this as a self selecting process. Those photographers who do figure out this secret are 
creative enough to be of interest to the art directors, and those who don't, like me, are by 
definition, not of interest. 

I decided to spend a little more money and print up samples and mail them to art 
directors. I sent off about 50 samples two weeks ago, but so far I haven't gotten a phone call 
from anyone asking me to drop in with my portfolio. In a strange way, I was almost relieved. 
First, I really, deep down inside me, don't want to be involved in advertising and commercial 
photography, and second, it was nice to see that in this instance, at least, I was right when I 
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saw that this direction was not going to be successful. Unless successful is defined as 
wasting time and money and not getting anywhere. 

If the world isn't interested in my photographs, at least I am. I think I'll get back into 
doing artwork on a regular basis. I have nothing else to do, and I do remember that I always 
feel better doing my art. It's sorta like a tranquilizer. 

5/12/93-Age 49 

I told Fae today about my financial situation, about not having friends, about not being 
really qualified to do anything interesting, about feeling isolated but not knowing how to meet 
people, about feeling that many many years of my life have been lost, somewhere, and that I 
really didn't know what to do to get myself out of the situation I had gotten myself into. Fae 
looked at me and said, "It will be interesting to see how you do get out of it". 

This didn't make me happy. I wanted Fae to solve these problems. But, I suppose, she 
couldn't. I suppose she was as baffled about what I should do as I was. I know I have her 
support, but I also feel alone, on my own. 

5/19/93-Age 49 

Something happened to me a few days ago that had an instant effect on me. I told Fae 
about it today, although I was embarrassed telling her. I was flipping through the channels late 
at night looking for something to listen to while doing my art work at the computer, and I came 
across the new version of the old Kung Fu series. I was embarrassed telling Fae that I 
paused long enough to hear a few lines of dialogue. 

The scene I saw involved some man talking to the hero, Cain, who seemed to be 
meditating in his cheaply furnished room, the type of room I've lived in numerous times, the 
type of room I aspired to live in when I was out on the street. The man asked something like, 
"Aren't you worried about what will happen tomorrow"? Cain replied, "Why worry. It won't do 
any good. I can't control what will happen tomorrow, so why worry about it. What will happen 
will happen". 

I have heard those sentiments before, and always thought it was just pap. But for some 
reason, this now made perfect sense. It was almost like I felt something in my head change. If 
I can't control something, then why worry about it. I can try to prepare for various 
eventualities, but worrying is literally just a waste of energy. Worrying won't change anything. 

This "revelation" made me feel relaxed. Fae said that it didn't matter where the 
revelation came from, all that mattered was that I found it meaningful. 

5/26/93-Age 50 

Although I had a revelation that worrying doesn't accomplish anything but make me 
feel terrified, I was still worried about my money situation. I had about $30,000 left, and I 
started using credit cards to pay for things I had been paying cash for in the past. I told Fae 
that I did have concerns about that. She looked at me and said, "What's the worse thing that 
can happen? So, someday they'll take away your cards". While the thought of being 
"decarded" didn't make me happy, she was right. So, I'd just be another person who got in 
over his head and had to declare bankruptcy, if it came to that. 


5/29/93-Age 50 
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It was painfully obvious to me that I had been working very hard and accomplishing 
nothing, unless what I was accomplishing was what I wanted. If I wanted to be broke and out 
on the street again, then I was doing just fine. But I still have some money, and I was trying to 
be good with the credit cards, and I wasn't going to be out on the street immediately, and, 
well, why worry about it. 

This new attitude was fun. Except for the time with Beth, I can't remember not worrying 
about money, as well as a multitude of other things. Not worrying was almost like being on a 
vacation. Most of my time was now spent sitting at my computer, doing art work, and feeling 
much better about my identity. I was an unknown artist, just like zillions of others. I was 
developing a style that I liked. This may not have been important to other people, but it was 
important, and satisfying, to me. Okay, I thought, so I'm an artist, and sooner or later I'll be a 
starving artist, and that's that. 

Since I now felt comfortable with my identity, and I wasn't worried about my financial 
situation, I thought I'd better do something about my isolation and my social life. I had started 
skipping my ACA meetings. I found that when I started, years ago, it was a way to get out of 
the house and see people, and eventually I became friendly with some of them, but now I was 
going out of habit. I left feeling no better than when I arrived, and sometimes I felt as if I was 
brought down by listening to the other peoples problems. I have been making a decision, 
without knowing it, that I was dropping out of ACA. 

Today I decided that I wanted to get out of the house every day. I had been going out 
from time to time to take pictures, but then I'd spend a week staying home. Going to see Fae 
once a week was my big social event. I decided to try to have some fun. I live about ten 
minutes from the beach. I don't like sun bathing, nor swimming in the ocean, but I have seen 
people, even people my age, roller skating there. So I got out the yellow pages, looked up 
stores that sold roller skates and went shopping. 

I found a store that had a zillion skates, asked some questions, and told the guy I'd 
think about it. All I wanted was old fashioned skates, not the new ones that looked like ice 
skates. The guy had both types, but he wanted $165 for the old fashioned four wheeled type, 
and I thought that was a high price. I looked around at a few other stores, which had less of a 
selection and the same prices, so, if I decide that having fun is worth $165, I'll go back and 
get skates. 

5/31/93-Age 50 

Okay, having some fun is worth $165. The skates will get me out of the house, and I'll 
get some sun, and have a change in my routine. I went back to the store and told the guy 
what I wanted. He gave me a sales pitch, telling me that I'd get a lot of exercise and get 
healthier and my life would change. I didn't understand the sales pitch, since I just told him I 
wanted to buy the skates, but I nodded appropriately as he talked. I was sitting in a chair 
during his spiel. When he finished, he insisted that I get up and sit in another chair. He said 
that he's been in business for fifteen years, and that everyone who ever bought skates from 
him sat in that chair. Cher sat in that chair, he said. Well, I thought, if my ass was going to 
occupy the same space that Cher's ass did, it was worth getting up and moving for. 

The man fitted me, had me lace the skates all the way up, told me that they should be 
snug, if not a little tight, seemed satisfied, had me unlace them and take them off, and then he 
went over to a work area. He asked me what color wheels I wanted. I said I really didn't know. 

I asked him, as the expert, to select the color. This pleased him. After the brown wheels were 
put on my brown suede skates, he soaked the skates in water that was laced with a secret 
ingredient, and then he told me to put the skates back on. I did. He told me to go out on the 
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street and skate around for a while. He said the skates would dry and form to my feet. 

I got up and almost fell down. He said skating was like riding a bike, and that it'd all 
come back to me soon. I managed to roll out to the sidewalk, which I found sloped into the 
street about 25 feet away. I started rolling, wildly waving my arms, to the amusement of a 
passersby, and grabbed a traffic light pole just before I was going to roll out into the traffic. 
This wasn't going to be as much fun as I thought, I thought. 

6/1 /93-Age 50 

I put my skates into a backpack, drove to the beach, walked to the combination bike 
and skating path, sat down on a bench, took the skates out of the backpack, took my shoes 
off and put them into the backpack, put the skates on, and then the wrist guards the man sold 
me. All of this made me tired. I was very out of shape. What ever happened to that Hugo who 
worked out all the time and didn't have an ounce of fat on him? I stood up, lost my balance, 
and fell down. I looked around to see if anyone saw me, didn't see anyone, and managed with 
some difficulty to get back up. I leaned against the bench to steady myself, put the back pack 
on, took a deep breath, and started rolling. 

I skated for about fifteen minutes. I fell about fifteen times. About once a minute. The 
only thing I hurt was my right wrist. When I fall, I reach out with my right hand, which cushions 
me, but jams my wrist. After fifteen minutes I was truly exhausted, in a little pain, had no 
dignity left, and thought it was time to go home and take a nap. 

6/4/93-Age 50 

I sit at the computer 12 hours a day doing my artwork, and I think a lot, although I can't 
vouch for the quality of my thoughts. Often my thoughts spring from something I hear on the 
radio or TV playing in the background, and I get lost inside my head, and I don't hear the rest 
of the program, or I don't hear the next few lines. 

I must have heard something on the radio today, because I've been thinking about 
"deja vu", that mysterious "certainty" that you have been someplace, or seen something 
before, although that's impossible. For example, a person is walking in a city he has never 
been to before, turns the corner and sees a building, and recognizes it, and knows every 
detail about it. I had read somewhere that, in these cases, the person probably had seen the 
building on a postcard, or in a magazine, or on a television travelogue. Possibly. But it seems 
obvious to me that the experience of deja vu is nothing more than an errant chemical 
message from the brain. 

Everything we experience is ultimately nothing more than a chemical reaction in the 
brain, which may be interpreted as a sensation or "feeling". If the feeling is interpreted as 
fright, you might run, for example. If the feeling is interpreted as a familiar memory, then you 
will say to yourself the equivalent of, "Oh yes, I remember that". Deja vu is nothing more than 
the feeling of memory that is erroneous. The person's brain hiccuped, is all. Everything about 
the building looks familiar, because your brain tells you it's familiar. Well, this is the quality of 
my thoughts these days. 

6/7/93-Age 50 

I have been skating every day. I do some artwork, then go to the beach, where I now 
fall down for twenty five minutes instead of fifteen. The only thing I'm doing differently is 
putting gobs of #30 sun block on my bald head. All in all though, I am enjoying myself. 
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For whatever reason, I'm still not worrying. Golly, life sure is different when you don't walk 
around worrying about anything and everything all the time. 

Roller skating was fun, but it wasn't doing anything for my social life. I was still 
reclusive. Sometimes the only person I'd speak to during the week was Fae. And I had to pay 
her $25 for that. But it was worth it. She was giving me what I wanted from her. Reality 
checks. I realized that only speaking to myself inside my head would lead to some rather 
strange conclusions. I didn't have other people to give me completely different perspectives. 
No one to say, "Yes, but what about...?" I needed human contact. Today I logged onto a 
computer bulletin board that had a local telephone number, so I wouldn't have to worry about 
large telephone bills. It was listed, along with a zillion others, in one of my computer 
magazines. The listing said that it had 5,000 members, and that it was an adult board. This 
meant that there were members who were into sex, or like me, wanted to be. I thought it 
couldn't do any harm to see what it was like. Except for CompuServe, I didn't belong to BBS's, 
and didn't know much about them. All I knew about computers was what was necessary for 
me to do my art work. 

I dialed the number, and got connected, and followed the lengthy instructions for "new 
users", and I found that there were fees to be paid, by credit card, if I wanted full use of the 
system, but that I would be given limited use of the system for half an hour a day for a while 
as a trial. Once I was into the system, I was lost. It seemed very complicated to me. I'd see 
things appearing on my screen that I didn't understand, and I couldn't figure out how to 
maneuver around the board, nor where it was I wanted to maneuver to. But it was free, and it 
did occupy some of my time. 

6/9/93-Age 50 

The least expensive one year membership costs $39, listed as the "student" rate. I 
decided I'm a student. I don't know what they'll do if they check, if they tell me to send in my 
student ID or whatever. For this money I get two hours a day. For more money I would get 
unlimited time, and a lot of other things I don't understand. 

There is a way for me to enter my "handle". This is a pseudonym. I looked at the 
handles that appeared on my screen when someone would log on. I also found a way to get 
the handles of everyone who is online when I am. The handles seem to range from the 
bland/straightforward, like Sue or Sexy Sue, to the S&M type, like Master John or Slave Sue. 
Other handles just mystified me, like Shadow or Lost&Found. I gave my handle some 
thought, and decided on Skilled Master. I think it says what I'm into and how I see myself. 

I also found how to "page" someone. That's sending them a message, like "hello". I 
don't know anyone, so I don't want to page anyone, since that would be kind of forward. Or, 
maybe it's just that I'm too shy. Or still afraid of rejection. Or all of the above. 

Finally, I found some "public areas" where a bunch of people can "chat" at one time. It's 
like an old fashioned telephone party line. One area is for people with S&M interests. I'll go 
into it sometime. 

6/14/93-Age 50 

Between doing my artwork, skating everyday, now for 45 minutes, and only rarely 
falling, and spending my allotted two hours online, I'm busy enough, but I still haven't made 
any friends, and I'm still a recluse. The only positive thing I can say is that at least my routine 
has changed some. And, for whatever reason, I'm not worrying. God, it feels so good not to 
worry. Sometimes though, I think I should worry about why I'm not worrying, since I do have 
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things to worry about. Like my growing credit card debt, my shrinking bank balance, my lack 
of a social life, etc. But since seeing that Kung Fu snipit, I just don't worry. Weird. 

Today, while online, I got paged by a woman. Her handle was Pussyslave. I don't know 
her. I don't know anyone online. I don't know why she paged me. I returned the page, after a 
slight delay since I didn't know how to return her message, and what I should say, since I 
never “chatted” with others, I just said hello back. After a while she asked if I really was a 
"Skilled Master", and I said yes, indeed I was, and she responded with something like, "That's 
what they all say". She then disappeared. 

6/15/93-Age 50 

Today Fae asked me if I had any heroes. I had to think for a while, because I couldn't 
think of anyone I admired. As best as I can remember, I've never had a hero, someone I 
looked up to, someone I wanted to emulate. But the story of Dr. John Watson popped into my 
head, and after a few seconds thought, I decided that he was the closest person I ever heard 
about who I could call a hero. I told Fae his story, or at least the story I had heard. While she 
was familiar with some of it, most of it was new to her. 

Dr. Watson, the Father of American Behaviorism, not to be confused with Sherlock 
Holmes' sidekick, was the chair of the department of psychology at Johns Hopkins University 
while still in his twenties. His rapid rise to the top of the academic ladder may have had 
something to do with his wife being the daughter of the president of the university, but it also 
had something to do with his starting what became the single largest movement in American 
psychology. Behaviorism. 

Everything was going super in his life until it was discovered that he was having an 
affair with a female psychology graduate student. Today, this might not be all that big a deal, 
but in the 1930's, it was. His father-in-law promptly fired him, and his wife divorced him. At the 
divorce proceedings, the judge said, "So, you are the famous Dr. Watson, the Father of 
Misbehavior". The judge then gave his now ex-wife everything, leaving John literally 
penniless. He was out on the street. 

Regardless of his academic achievements, no college or university would hire him. He 
was caught in a scandal, and people he had known for years wouldn't talk to him. Needing 
work, he got a job selling men's shoes. He noticed that the store he worked for didn't 
have much business, and after seeing an ad the owner of the store ran in a newspaper, he 
knew why. The ad, typical for its time, showed a drawing of a man's shoe, and the name and 
address of the store. John approached the owner and asked if he could create a new ad. The 
owner wasn't very enthusiastic, but relented. The new newspaper ad showed a drawing of a 
pretty young woman holding a man's shoe, and the caption said, "I love men who wear — 
shoes". The day after the ad ran, there was a line of men outside the store waiting to buy 
shoes. John soon left the shoe business, and rapidly rose to the position of senior vice 
president of the J. Walter Thompson advertising agency, which became the largest 
advertising agency in the world. 

What I like about John is this: His world came to an end, he was an outcast, but he got 
even with the entire world. John was the fellow who put sex into advertising. All those ads of 
women draped over cars are his doing. Any ad using sex to sell anything can be traced to 
him. Maybe there is part of me that would like to get even with the world. 

6/18/93-Age 50 

Although I was occasionally "chatting" with people in the group areas of the BBS, I 
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wasn't making any friends, not even acquaintances. There were other areas, called "pubs", 
which someone told me was short for "public areas", where people would leave messages, 
thoughts, essays or anything else they could think of in some more or less organized way. 
Some of these areas were geared to people with SM interests. I had a brilliant idea. I'd leave 
an ad. I'd tell what I was looking for in a woman/slave, and a lot of people would read it, and 
some women would answer, and I would get into a relationship. I left the ad today. 

6/21 /93-Age 50 

No one answered my ad. It seems that everyone places them, and just about everyone 
ignores them. At least, they ignored mine. Shit, I can't even make friends on a bbs. 

I still spend most of my day doing my art. I like what I'm doing. It's different from the 
computer art I see in my computer magazines. I think it's different from the art everyone else 
does. It's well thought out, highly personal, and completely non-mainstream, which means 
that I have no chance of selling it. 

Besides bbsing and doing my art, I skate about an hour and a half a day, nonstop. I 
almost never fall, and keep a pretty good pace going, although I'm not anywhere near as fast 
or as stylish as the younger skaters who regularly pass by me on the path. But I am feeling 
better. I have more energy, and my chronic fatigue attacks seem less extreme when I do have 
them. But all in all, things are dull. 

6/23/93-Age 50 

Pussyslave said hi to me again. I said hi back. I asked her what I was doing wrong. 

She asked me what I meant. I told her that I didn't seem to be able to make friends, so I must 
be doing something wrong. This led to a long conversation. She talked to me like a Dutch 
Uncle, or in this case, Aunt. She told me that men usually had trouble making friends, since 
they were a glut on the market. 

6/26/93-Age 50 

I went out for my one and a half hour skate a few days ago. I really looked forward to it. 
I hadn't fallen in a few weeks, although I still lost my balance now and then. I've been feeling 
younger. Maybe it's doing something "kids" do, or maybe my body was just getting into shape, 
and this is how a 50 year old guy should feel. I don't know, I've never been 50 before. 

I have noticed that things I could do when I was a kid I can't do now. For instance, I 
don't think I can eat a chili dog with sauerkraut and mustard, while I could eat three of them 
when I was in my 20's and 30's. And other spicy foods give me heartburn. I used to be able to 
eat hot peppers without any problem. I learned how when I bought food off the catering truck 
when I was shooting the film of the building under construction. I'd get some hot prepackaged 
Mexican food, which was relatively inexpensive, so the construction supervisor who was 
buying my lunch wouldn't feel as if I was taking advantage of him. These lunches came with 
hot peppers. The first time I ate one, all I could do was lick it. After a while, I really enjoyed 
their taste. I liked hot peppers so much that I saved the juice from hot peppers I'd buy at the 
supermarket and add it to my own special spaghetti sauce. Recently I've found that I get 
heartburn, or wake up during the night feeling a little nauseous when I have hot peppers or 
other spicy things. The subtle heartburn I was feeling today I attributed to my spaghetti sauce, 
and made a mental note to go easy with the hot stuff. 

As I skated I noticed a very cute twenty year old girl skating just ahead of me. She was 
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wearing spandex type shorts, and a tight top. I was trying to keep up with her, because I was 
enjoying the view of her bent over as she skated in front of me. I was skating as fast as I 
could, but she kept moving further ahead of me. The pain in my chest was getting worse. 
About 30 minutes into my exercise I thought I'd better turn around and head back to my car. I 
found that I was breathing heavily, and didn't have much energy, and was sweating more than 
I had in the past. As I skated back, I realized that something was very wrong, and I decided 
to sit down on a bench and try to catch my breath. 

I waited for about five minutes, but the dull pain in my chest didn't go away. My 
breathing was still labored, and I was still sweating. I thought that maybe I was having a heart 
attack or something. I didn't want to make a scene, so I thought I'd just sit and wait and see 
what happened. 

An hour went by and everything remained the same. I began to get scared. If it was 
just indigestion and over exercising that is causing the problem, I should be feeling a little 
better by now. But I wasn't. I decided to ask someone to get me some help. I really didn't want 
to make a scene, but I thought I should ask. There were two guys in their early 20's sitting 
across the bike/skate path. Although the path was only about eight feet wide, for some reason 
they looked like they were twenty feet away. I tried to call to them, but my voice didn't carry. I 
gestured with my hand, and one of the guys saw me. He cautiously got up and came about 
five feet from me. Maybe he was closer, maybe I was having trouble judging distance. He 
looked suspicious. I realize that I probably looked disheveled, since I looked disheveled all the 
time. Clean, but disheveled. Maybe he thought I was a druggie and didn't want to get to close 
or involved. Can't blame him. I tried to tell him I was sick. But my words weren't clear. He 
leaned forward, and I said as clearly as possible, "I think I may be having a heart attack." He 
quickly came over to me, sat down, and asked if I thought I was having a heart attack. I 
mumbled, "Yes". He said he'd go and tell the life guard, who was on a tower about 50 car 
lengths away, or at least that's what it looked like to me. He got up and started jogging to the 
lifeguard, after shouting something to his friend. 

Avery short time later the life guard came running over. He had something that looked 
like a toolkit in his hand. He asked me how I felt and I said I didn't know, but I was having 
trouble breathing and had a dull pain in my chest. He took out a small oxygen bottle with a 
plastic cup that fit over my nose and mouth, and strapped it around my head, and helped me 
lie down on the bench I was sitting on, and said that the paramedics were on their way, and 
that I shouldn't worry and that I'd be okay. I felt better knowing that someone was with me, 
who seemed to care about me. 

A short time later I looked up and noticed that there were about six firemen hovering 
around me. There was also a fire truck on the bike path. The fireman were adjusting a bigger 
oxygen bottle to my face. They were asking me questions, like my name, and how old I was, 
and things like that. I answered as best I could. One of them told me he was going to take my 
skates off, and he did. Soon an ambulance arrived, and in a short time I was inside it. I don't 
know if they put me on a stretcher or just picked me up. I do remember that the man inside 
the ambulance kept taking blood pressure readings and doing other things and talking on the 
radio to the hospital. He also spoke to me. He told me that it didn't look to him like I was 
having a heart attack, and probably just was hyperventilating, but every time I closed my eyes 
he shouted to me to stay awake, so I guessed he was worried about something. 

I found myself in the emergency room, in one of a row of beds, separated by movable 
screens. I'm not sure exactly how I was put onto the bed. I do remember some activity around 
me, but that's about it. A nurse asked me if I was having chest pains, and was taking my 
blood pressure, and talking to me, and telling me what she was doing. She put an IV of saline 
solution into my arm, and then I was given an injection of something, and then an EEG was 
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hooked up to me. I started feeling better almost as soon as I was given the shot. I noticed that 
the dull pain I had been feeling on the skate path had become a sharp pain, but it was going 
away. Or, actually, becoming a dull pain again. I was left alone for a few minutes. Other beds 
had people in them. I guess it was a busy day at the emergency room, but for all I know, it 
was a slow one. 

A woman appeared and asked me if I had insurance. I said no. She asked me if I had 
any credit cards. I saw myself being transferred to St. Elsewhere if I didn't cough up money, 
and didn't particularly want to be shipped off to what I thought of as bedlam. Besides, the 
County hospital was very far away, and I thought that I'd have a major problem getting back to 
this side of town, and getting to my car, which probably had a ticket on it by now, so I 
reluctantly dug out my wallet and found a credit card. I gave it to the woman who, for the first 
time, smiled. She said that it was customary to charge $300, and I'd settle the full bill later. 

She said she'd be back. This did piss me off a bit. Kind of like a vulture swooping down on 
me. I was glad that she went away, and I don't think she did anything for my physical or 
mental health. 

A young, very short woman doctor, whose name tag said Dr. Ruth something-or-other, 
came by and spoke to me. She asked a lot of questions, an I tried to answer them as best I 
could, but my speech was a little slurred, and I couldn't think of all the answers. She was nice, 
concerned, pleasant, so I assumed I wasn't going to die immediately, or she'd probably be 
more concerned. She said that someone was going to come with a portable x-ray machine, 
and that they were running blood tests on me now, and they weren't sure if I was having a 
heart attack, but they were treating me as if I had, just in case. She said she'd be back. 

A man showed up with a rickety machine and took an x-ray of my chest. When he 
made the exposure, he shouted out that he was turning it on, and all the nurses and other 
hospital workers in the area kind of scurried away. 

Dr. Ruth reemerged and asked if the pain in my chest was fully gone. I told her almost, 
but there was still a subtle discomfort. She said that she'd feel better when the pain was 
completely gone. She said that the tests were coming back inconclusive, that they showed no 
sign of a heart attack, but that more sophisticated tests were needed. She told me that she 
wanted to admit me to the hospital. I looked at her and said, "No". She said it was for my own 
good. I told her I didn't have any medical insurance, and couldn't afford a hospital stay. She 
said that I could be transferred to County hospital. I just gave her a look. She said it wasn't all 
that bad, that she had done her internship there, and that I really should be in a hospital. I told 
her I was feeling better, and that I thought that if I was going to die, I'd rather do it in my own 
bed. She just looked at me. Then she said that what she wanted was to take another blood 
test in three hours. It was critical that she do this. It would be for a test that would be definitive 
as to whether I did or did not have a heart attack. I thought that lying in the hospital would 
probably cost me everything I had in the bank. 

I also thought that I didn't have a Will, and I'd be damned if I died and Maude got what 
little money I had left. She'd get nothing from me. She had already gotten enough by ripping 
off my inheritance. I told Dr. Ruth that I wanted to leave, that the pain in my chest was almost 
entirely gone, and that I didn't want to go to St. Elsewhere. She said she couldn't keep me, 
but wheedled a promise out of me that I'd return in three hours for the blood test to pin down 
whether I had a heart attack. I promised I would. 

She told a nurse to unhook me from the various tubes stuck in my arm. As this was 
being done, the vulture woman came by with my credit card, a receipt to sign, and a plastic 
card from the hospital with some kind of patient number on it. I signed where I was told, lifted 
myself up from the bed, noticed that the xray guy was doing his thing at the next bed, 
wondered how many x-rays I had been exposed to while I was there, thanked everyone, told 
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Dr. Ruth I'd be back in three hours, and walked out of the hospital. I noticed that I felt weak, 
but not as if I was going to pass out. Just as if I had overdone exercising. 

I was about 25 blocks from my car. I found a cab in front of the hospital, got in, and told 
the driver where I wanted to go. He didn't speak English, and I had to use sign language to 
direct him. When we got to my car I gave him a $20 bill for the $12 tab. He told me in broken 
English that he didn't have change. I tried not to get excited, because I didn't think that was 
the thing to do at this time, so I just got out of the cab. 

There wasn't a ticket on the car, thank god for small favors. I reached for a cigarette. I 
told myself I shouldn't smoke, but my body wanted nicotine, so I lit one, took two puffs, 
decided that my lungs didn't like it at all, and threw it away. I drove home without any 
problems, except that it took a lot of concentration to drive. I got into my apartment and 
dropped my backpack with my skates and stuff by the door and walked over to my video 
camera that I used for some of my art. The most important thing was for me to make a Will. I 
decided on the drive over to tape one. I didn't know if it was going to be legal, but I supposed 
it would be, and I'd feel better having a questionably legal Will than none at all. I set the 
camera up on the kitchen counter, pointed it in my direction, and started talking. I told the 
camera that I may or may not have just had a heart attack, and that under the circumstances I 
thought I should have a Will, and that this was my Will, and that I was leaving everything to 
my former wife, Beth. I gave her address, shut off the tape, looked at the time and noticed 
that I was supposed to be back at the hospital in an hour. It was only 15 minutes away, so I 
had time to make a phone call. It was to Fae. She wasn't in. I was supposed to see her on 
Monday, and this was Saturday, and I had a hunch I probably wouldn't keep the appointment. 
So I left a message that I may or may not have had a heart attack, that I had been in the 
hospital a while, but that I took a walk so I could put my Will on video tape, that I had to go 
back to the hospital, and that I didn't think I was going to make my Monday appointment. 

I started thinking about not going back to the hospital, since they were just going to 
charge me for more tests, but I noticed that my chest was hurting again, so I thought it would 
be best if I did go back. I was there at the appointed time. I mentioned to Dr. Ruth that I was 
having chest pains again, so she readmitted me to the emergency room, stuck more things 
into my arm, gave me another shot of something, and took more blood for the conclusive test. 
She said it would take an hour to find out the results of the test, and again asked to admit me 
to the hospital. I didn't get the idea that she just wanted to separate me from my money, but 
that she was really interested in my welfare. Just like the firemen and paramedics seemed to 
be. These kinds of people were foreign to me. I told her I'd stay in her emergency room, and 
wait for the results of the test. She said, okay, fine. 

A male nurse came over to take my blood pressure. Actually, he was more of an 
orderly, I thought. He leaned over and said to me, and in a conspiratorial voice, almost 
whispering, "Why did you leave before, man? Why didn't you stay?" I didn't want to tell him 
about wanting to make out my Will, so I said that I had some business to take care of. He 
gave me a very knowing look, and said, "Right, man." I don't know what he thought I had to 
take care of, but the way he said it, I got the idea he thought I had to go and kill some people, 
or dispose of my stash of drugs that I sold for a living, or something like that. As I lay there, I 
began to realize that other people reacted to me by how I looked. And apparently I don't look 
like an upstanding citizen. I do bathe every day, but my clothes aren't of any known style, and 
I have a beard and mustache, and my hair is gone on the top of my head but longish at the 
sides and in a pony tail in the back. I probably don't look like a normal person. I probably don't 
look like I have three college degrees, and a book published on digital photography, and 
publications in scientific journals. I probably do look like the dysfunctional person that I am. To 
the orderly, at least, I look like a criminal. 
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I lay on the bed for over an hour, during which time at least three more x-rays were 
made of people who were brought into the emergency room. Each time the orderly shouted 
for the staff to run and hide. No one seemed to be concerned about my getting stray x-rays. 
This bothered me a bit. Finally, Dr. Ruth came by. She told me that the results of the 
sophisticated test came it. It was "off scale". She had the lab check the results twice, because 
she had a hard time believing how high the numbers were. She said that according to this 
test, I had one hell of a heart attack, and that this test was better than the other tests that I 
had been given, so she felt that I should be admitted to the hospital. I told her thanks, but no 
thanks. She said that if I left, I could die at any moment. I asked her whether I could die at any 
moment if I stayed. She frowned and said yes. I asked her if I was going to die for certain. 

She said no, that she didn't want to give me that impression, it was just that after having a 
heart attack, I should be in a hospital so if I did have a problem, there would be people and 
equipment to take care of me. I told her I'd take my chances. I didn't want to pay $2,000 a 
night to stay in this hotel. She asked if I had my own doctor. I said yes, thinking of Dr. Sneed, 
who I hadn't seen for quite some time, since he couldn't do anything for my chronic fatigue. 
She made me promise that I'd call him on Monday. I said I would. I thanked her for everything 
she did, and she pulled the tubes out of my arm, and I got up and thanked her again, and I 
left. I drove home, checked the answering machine, and listened to the message from Fae. 
She sounded upset and concerned, and told me to call her as soon as I was able. I went to 
bed. It was about midnight. I don't know how all that time went from when I started skating 
around two in the afternoon. Maybe I slept through some of it and didn't know. 

I laid down and tried to get some sleep. After a few seconds I realized that I couldn't 
breath. I thought that if I was going to die, that was okay, my Will was made out, but I wasn't 
going back to the hospital. I thought that trying to move to a different position might help, and I 
started to move, but felt shooting pains throughout my chest and ribs. I didn't have these 
sensations while at the hospital. Because it only hurt when I tried to move, I didn't think I was 
having another heart attack, but something was going on that I didn't like. As soon as I 
stopped trying to move, the pain stopped, but I couldn't breath. I decided that the pain was 
preferable to suffocating, and so, with great effort, I rolled and twisted until I got into a position 
which allowed my lungs to work. I dozed off, but awoke in pain. I started to move in my sleep. 

I tried to rearrange myself to ease my breathing, and again I was in great pain. It took a lot of 
will, but I did get into a good position, and started to doze again. I awoke, repositioned myself, 
and dozed throughout the night. 

In the morning I felt too weak to get out of bed. After about a half hour, I decided to try 
to get to the bathroom to pee. I started to get out of bed but stopped almost immediately. 

Again there were shooting pains in my ribs and chest. It took me about 10 minutes to get out 
of bed. I stood and pee'd, and then went back to my bed. I was too weak to do anything else. 

I spent a few minutes trying to ease into bed, finally made it, struggled to find that position 
which allowed me to breath, and lay there. I dozed and woke and dozed and woke for most of 
the day. I was really tired. I didn't understand why my chest and ribs hurt. I didn't know if I was 
going to stop breathing. I didn't know if I was going to have another heart attack. This wasn't 
fun. 

Around six at night I realized that I was hungry, which I took as a good sign. I hadn't 
eaten in about 48 hours, since I only eat once a day, in an attempt to keep my weight down. I 
missed my meal yesterday, and today was almost gone. I knew there wasn't any food in the 
house, since I bought what I wanted to eat every day. The supermarket was across the street 
from the apartment, so I decided that I'd try to get to it and find something, anything, and get 
back home. It took about ten minutes to get out of bed, and another ten minutes to get 
dressed, and then I was on my way. I noticed that I was walking like the old people who lived 
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in my apartment complex. I took short shuffling steps, and each one was an effort. I had to 
climb some steps to get to the street, and I wasn't sure I could make it. I told myself that if I 
ever got better, I'd have more understanding for the old folks who used to annoy me with their 
slow and shuffling style. 

I grabbed some things in the market that didn't need to be cooked, like cereal and milk, 
paid for them at the checkout stand, and shuffled back home. I ate some, standing at the 
kitchen counter, and then realized how tired I was, and went back to bed, where I dealt with 
the pain of trying to get in and find a position that allowed me to breath. I told myself that I felt 
as if I had been beaten up by a couple of guys with baseball bats. I really did. I decided that 
the pain had something to do with the muscles in my rib cage. It was like they were all torn or 
something. Maybe that was why I was having trouble breathing. 

The next day, around nine in the morning, I called Dr. Sneed. I told him what 
happened, and he asked if I was up to coming in to see him. I said I thought so. We made an 
appointment for two in the afternoon, which was fine with me, since I really didn't want to get 
out and about. I remembered how I felt just going to the market the day before. 

I made it to Dr. Sneed's with less difficulty than I thought I would. He listened to my 
heart, took my blood pressure, looked at my EEG that he had faxed from the hospital, told me 
that I had an "asymptomatic" heart attack, that is, it wasn't the standard normal type you see 
someone having in the movies, but a heart attack none-the-less, and asked me why I didn't 
stay in the hospital. I told him I didn't have insurance. That seemed to satisfy him. He 
prescribed some medication, and told me to drop back in two weeks. Compared to Dr. Ruth, 
Dr. Sneed was being optimistic. I asked him about the pain in my chest and rib cage, and he 
said I'd be in pain for about a week. This apparently was the only normal thing about my heart 
attack. 

I left, got the prescriptions filled, went back home, and very painfully got into bed. It's 
been about a week and I'm just able to sleep and breath in bed like I used to. I admit that I've 
started smoking again, and I've decided not to do any more roller skating until I have medical 
insurance. I don't even want to go down to the beach. Kind of unpleasant memories. 

6/30/93-Age 50 

I logged on the bbs yesterday and chatted briefly with Pussyslave. I told her I hadn't 
been online for a while because I had a heart attack. She sounded very sympathetic, and 
asked me how I was feeling, and if I needed anything, and generally sounded concerned. I 
hardly knew her, and was touched by her concern for me. Today when I logged on there were 
five messages waiting for me from people I chatted with a few times, but who I really didn't 
know. Some were general messages of support, and others were strong suggestions that I go 
to County hospital and get checked out. They said it was better to do that than be dead. 

Again, I was touched by the concern of people I really didn't know. 

7/2/93-Age 50 

Pussyslave asked me to go with her to a private channel, the opposite of a party line, 
and have a talk with her. I have done this a number of times before. I would ask her about her 
day, and other small talk. Today she spoke to me like a Dutch Aunt. She asked me what was 
wrong with me. I said I didn't understand. Was she talking about my health? She said she had 
chatted with me a few times, but I never started to "hot chat" with her. I asked her what hot 
chat was. She seemed taken aback. She asked me if I really didn't know. I said I didn't. She 
said it was talking dirty, talking fantasy sex talk. That's what a lot of the women, and all the 
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men, except for me, wanted to do with each other. I told her I still didn't fully understand. "Do 
you mean I'm supposed to talk dirty to a woman I don't know?", I asked. She said, "Sure, it's 
done all the time. How else are you going to find out whether someone is compatible?" 

I told her I wasn't sure how to just go about talking dirty to a woman I didn't know. I told 
her I sure could talk dirty to one that I was in a relationship with, but a stranger! She asked me 
if I wanted a lesson. I said, sure. She started talking to me like we were lovers. She told me 
that she was my slave, and that she was awaiting my orders. She told me what she hoped I'd 
do with her. I got hard immediately. This was a hell of a lot more fun than asking her what she 
did that day. I responded in kind. It was easy for me. I just did a dominant scene, but by 
typing, not talking. And of course, it was all happening inside our heads, without any touch or 
sight or sound or smell. But since sex is 99% mental anyway, it wasn't bad at all. 

Pussyslave made some unintelligible keystrokes, and after a few more seconds she 
typed that she came. I was surprised. I asked her if she was really playing with herself when 
we were hot chatting. She said sure. She asked if I had been. I said no, that I didn't know that 
I was supposed to. She said that was what the whole thing was for, to turn someone else on 
and give them an orgasm. I said I was sorry for being so dense, and then asked how she 
managed to type and rub her cunt at the same time. She typed a <giggle> sign and said she 
just placed a vibrator between her legs. I asked her how I was supposed to masturbate. I 
couldn't place a vibrator between my legs to get off. She replied that, in fact, that was a 
question that women asked each other in the women's only pub- "How do guys 'do it' while 
they type?" I said that reading the stuff was hot, and I could always jerk off later thinking about 
what she wrote to me. She said maybe that's what the other guys did. Apparently, she, nor the 
other women, ever thought to ask the guys how they typed and masturbated simultaneously. 

Well, at least now I had a good idea why some women seemed anxious to chat with 
me once, but later on were too busy, or about to log off. I was being an inadequate lover. I 
was being a gentleman. I was supposed to be their Master, or a rapist, or their girlfriend. 
Almost anything but a gentleman. 

7/9/93-Age 50 

I saw Fae today. I told her that I was happy with my identity as an artist, that my 
boredom with my life was being broken up by bbsing, but that I still didn't have a girlfriend, 
and since I was no longer skating, I was staying in most of the time. I told her that what was 
really bothering me was that although I had zero income, and I was running up credit card 
debt, I wasn't worried. I asked her if I was being irrational. She told me that while she would 
be concerned if she was in my shoes, if I was happy being a "starving artist", well, I was in a 
club with a lot of other irrational people. She said I seemed a lot happier than when I first 
stared seeing her, and wanted to know if I still wanted to be in therapy. I said I did. I said that I 
still felt that I needed a reality check. But I also said that seeing her once a week probably 
wasn't necessary. We decided on my seeing her every other week. Kind of like being weaned, 

I thought as I drove home. 

7/14/93-Age 50 

I've been hot chatting with a woman whose handle is Knockwood. I don't know what 
the hell that means, and I don't care. We get into some very hot-torrid fantasy scenes. But we 
also do regular talk. She seems very nice. She's never said anything bad about others online, 
and seems generally cheerful. She's introduced me to some of her online friends, some of 
whom I think are crazy. 
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I would like to get to know her better, except for one thing. Everyone online has a brief 
"bio" that can be called up by anyone else. These bios list the persons height, weight, age, 
etc. Her bio says she's 52, 5'3", and weighs 220 pounds. I've never been with a fat woman. I 
never had a lustful thought for a fat woman. I think maybe it had something to do with Aunt 
Thelma, my father's fat mistress, and seeing my mother cry because of her. Or maybe I just 
don't find fat women sexy, with no reason being needed. True, I'm getting horny, or more 
accurately, I've been horny for a long time, and she does give great fantasy sex, and she is 
nice, but she does seem to be very fat. 

7/16/93-Age 50 

I asked Knockwood to go out for coffee with me a few days ago. She had told me that 
she broke up with her master a few months ago, and didn't think it was a good idea to get 
involved with anyone so soon. I told her I wasn't that interested in getting involved, but did 
want to meet the woman I've been hot chatting with, and finally she said yes. We made 
arrangements to meet at a coffee shop near where she lived. I told her what I looked like and 
she told me what she'd be wearing, so we would recognize each other. 

I got to the coffee shop about ten minutes early. I was standing around, watching the 
cute but slightly overweight women who got out of their cars, but none were wearing what 
Knockwood said she would be wearing, so I just kept cooling my heels. Finally a truly 
enormous woman got out of an old, beat-up car. She was huge. Short but huge. She was one 
of those enormous women you see somewhere, and wonder how they got that way, or why 
they didn't diet, or how they could live with themselves. I knew that this was Knockwood. And 
it was. I really did want to run to avoid her, and pretend I wasn't me when she spotted me and 
waddled toward me and smiled. Her face looked like a pie crust. No kidding. She really didn't 
have any distinct features. Her nose and her mouth and her eyes and her chins all kind of 
merged into one big glob of fat. I was spotted, and I couldn't see how I could get out of it, so I 
smiled and we went into the coffee shop and got a table. She had some trouble getting into 
the booth. I sat facing her, and didn't know where to look. I was very uncomfortable. 

We talked. She was nice. I'm a sucker for nice. I look for women who are the opposite 
of my mother and sister. Knockwood was. She just had that "nice" attitude that I could 
recognize a mile off. 

A funny thing went through my mind. I realized that Beth could have very easily 
dismissed me as being inferior. She was a drop dead beautiful heiress. I was a disheveled 
starving student. She saw something in me that she liked, and we had a wonderful 7 1/2 
years together, with a final not so great 1 1/2 years that followed. The point is, Beth could 
have rejected me, but she saw something that she liked, and overlooked the obvious. I saw 
things in Knockwood that I liked. How could I reject her simply because of her size? The 
problem was, her size really did turn me off. I was in a quandary. 

I decided that I'd remain friendly with her. As long as I didn't have to see her, as long as 
she could be just a fantasy hot chat partner, there wasn't any reason not to stay friends. And, 
besides the fantasy sex, I really did like her. I just couldn't stand looking at her. 

We had coffee. I mostly talked gentlemanly, although I did make some references to 
S&M sex from time to time. At one point, I asked her to call me Master. I just had a need for a 
real live woman, even one as grossly overweight as this one, to recognize my "status". I 
suppose I needed that feeling I had with my slaves, one of control. While I didn't need this 
feeling with Beth, I did need it now. Emma, which was her real name, looked at me for a 
second, then I think her eyes widened and she said, "Yes, I'd be proud to be your slave, 
Master." Somehow, she got the idea that I was asking her to become my slave. I wasn't. But if 
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I told her that, she'd be crushed. Although it was hard to tell expression on her huge face, her 
tone of voice told me that she was suddenly happy. I didn't know what to do. I suppose I could 
have told her she misunderstood me. But I had the idea that Emma hadn't had a great life, 
and she was nice, and I just didn't want to hurt her feelings. 

I told her that I didn't find overweight women sexy. If she wanted to be my slave, she'd 
have to lose weight. She said she would try, very hard, but she'd never been able to lose 
weight, that she'd always been large. I told her that I'd help her, but if she didn't lose weight, 

I'd banish her. I told her that I would see her from time to time, and as she lost weight, I'd see 
her more often. Instead of being hurt by my ultimatum, she seemed pleased. I told her that 
she was to come over to my place tomorrow, so that we could formally start our master-slave 
relationship, and for me to tell her how I wanted her to diet. I also told her that I was the one 
who made the rules, and that I expected her to follow my orders, no matter what. She said, 
"Yes Sir". I told her that the first rule was that although I was the monogamous sort, I had the 
right to have other slaves, and to fuck another girl if I wanted, and she was expected to 
remain faithful as long as I owned her. She said, "Yes, Sir". She seemed pleased. 

I walked and she waddled to her car. After she got in, I put my hand in front of her 
mouth, and told her to lick it, like a good puppy dog, like a good slave girl. She did. With 
enthusiasm. I felt turned on by having a woman, even one so gross as she, accept me as her 
master, and have her follow my order to lick my hand. 

I realized that I really didn't have a problem. She wouldn't lose weight, and so I could 
banish her, and it wouldn't be my fault, and I wouldn't be mean or arbitrary. She wouldn't 
follow my order to lose weight, and so I would have the right to get out of the relationship. I 
could find another online slave, somehow. 

7/17/93-Age 50 

Emma came over on time, like a good slave girl should. I made my mistake by acting 
like an experienced Master with an experienced slave. I ordered her to strip soon after she 
arrived. She did. I have never seen anything as gross in my life. There were mounds upon 
mounds upon mounds of fat all over her body. There was fat on the fat on the fat on her legs. I 
told her to kneel. She did, with great difficulty. About five seconds later, she almost started to 
cry. She said that she was in pain. Her knees hurt. She was so fat that her knees couldn't 
support her kneeling weight. I told her to get up, and then had to help her. 

This was truly awful. I had told her I'd help her lose weight, and so turned my thoughts 
to that. I thought it would be both humiliating and helpful to put her on my scale and see what 
her weight was. I knew that her bio said she weighed 220, but I was having a hard time 
believing it. I had her follow me to the bathroom, and then told her to get on the scale. She 
looked like she was about to cry, although it was difficult determining what any expression 
was on her face. She stepped onto the scale, and watched as the needle went to 350, which 
was as high as the scale went. I told her to get off and get dressed and meet me out on my 
private patio. 

She came out a few minutes later, and I motioned for her to sit down. I asked her why 
her bio said she weighed 220, when she was a hell of a lot heavier. She said that her scale 
only went up to 200 pounds, so she guessed at 220. She apologized at leading me astray. I 
told her that I was serious about not finding overweight women sexually attractive, and that 
she would really have to lose weight if she wanted to remain my slave. She said she'd really 
try. 

I decided to tell her that I have had a weight problem these past few years, and how I 
managed to lose about 50 pounds and keep it off. There were two parts to the diet. I told her 
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that she couldn't maintain her weight unless she was taking in a hell of a lot of calories, and 
that I was sure she was, and I was also sure that she'd tell me that she ate like a bird, and 
that I didn't want to hear it. From this day forward, she wouldn't be allowed to eat any sweets- 
no candy, no cakes, no ice cream, no snack food. No desserts, period. Second, every 
morning she was to weigh herself. When I said this, she looked like she was going to lose it. I 
told her that most overweight people, especially women, didn't like to weigh themselves, but I 
promised her that a week into her diet she'd look forward to doing it. She didn't look 
convinced. I told her that after she weighed herself, she was to put a mark on a graph. Every 
morning she would weigh herself, and enter the weight on the graph. After a few days, as the 
graph started going down, she'd start feeling as if she had accomplished something. 

Additionally, if she had the urge to eat something bad, she should look at the graph, 
and ask herself if eating something bad would be worth putting a mark on the graph that was 
higher than the previous day's mark. She would soon come to the conclusion that it wouldn't 
be, which would help her stay on her diet. 

Because her scale didn't go up high enough, I loaned her a spare scale I had. We 
talked a while about dieting, and not much else, and then I told her to go home, and that we'd 
chat on the bbs later that night. 

8/25/93-Age 50 

I haven't seen Slut for a few weeks. I gave Emma the slave name Slut, because, as far 
as her hot chat goes, she is one. I define a Slut as a woman who will do anything in bed, 
while a tramp is a woman who sleeps around. Slut is a good name for her. She has a wicked 
dirty mind. Unfortunately, I still have a visual memory of her fat. According to Slut's daily early 
morning message to me, she's lost 12 pounds. I'll take her word for it. If she doesn't look like 
she's lost weight when I do see her again, I can always put her on my scale, and if she's lied 
to me, it'll be an excuse to get rid of her. Besides her weight, and her ugly hair, which looks 
kind of greasy, she's hot, sexy, obedient, and nice. 

Besides my chatting with Slut, I do my art work. I am developing my style, and happy 
with the direction I'm going in. It's very straightforward. I'm shooting a lot of street scenes, and 
making them into painting-like images, using some computer programs I've written, and some 
very inexpensive programs I've bought. When the very mundane "snapshots" I shoot are 
converted into my art style, they become something different. They lose their "immediacy", 
their "realism", and look like an artist's impression of what was there, not a photographer's 
documentation. But they are photographs of what was there. Although I haven't shot any 
pornography in this style, describing a pornographic picture done in this style might get my 
point across. If a standard porno photograph was made, the viewer would react to the 
sexuality of the participants. There would be no doubt in the viewer's mind that the people in 
the photo were having sex. The viewer might get turned on, or think that the models were 
perverted, or wonder what kind of people would pose for such pictures, etc. No matter what 
the reaction, the viewer would be aware that the image was of real people actually having 
sex. If the same viewer looked at a painting of people having sex, the reaction would be 
different. The viewer might think that the artist had a dirty mind, for instance. The viewer might 
wonder if live models were used, or if the painting was nothing more than a product of the 
artist's imagination. The photograph is real, the painting is fantasy. When looking at my 
painterly-like photographs, I think the viewer will react as if looking at a painting. Is the scene 
real? Does it really exist as depicted? Or is it just an artist's impression? 

Additionally, the viewer must work harder to take in the elements of the image. A 
photograph looks like a photograph because it contains photographic detail. A painting looks 
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like a painting because it lacks photographic detail. My work looks like a painting because I've 
gotten rid of a lot of the photographic detail. The viewer has less detail to tell him what's going 
on. He has to fill in the gaps, to make sense of what he is looking at. I think I'm probably the 
only person working in this style. I can't say for sure, but I don't see images like this in the 
computer graphics magazines I get. Most of the images in these magazines are glorifying the 
computer. Images like chrome or metal-like people or landscapes. While I am trying to hide 
the fact that I am working with a computer, most people seem to be emphasizing that they are 
doing computer art. Different strokes for different folks. 

9/12/93-Age 50 

Slut came over today. It had been a while, but I did say I'd see her every three or so 
weeks until she lost weight, and I feel that I'd better keep my word. We spent a few hours 
together. No sex. She kept her clothes on. I never want to see a body as large as hers naked 
again. Never. For the first hour she didn't say anything. I found myself doing a monologue. 

This was intolerable. I was used to bright women, who looked like women, and who had 
thoughts and opinions they were willing to talk about. 

Out of self defense, I asked her to tell me about her mother. I guess my psychological 
background kicked in. She told me in glowing terms how wonderful her 82 year old mother 
was. I asked her about her former husband. She told me that he was a manic depressive, and 
after 19 years she couldn't take it any more. She insisted that she had tried, even going to a 
shrink to find out why she was having problems living with a crazy person. 

I asked Slut how long she had S&M interests. She said she never had any S&M 
thoughts in her life, until she got onto the bbs, after her divorce, and started meeting people. 
Most of the people she met didn't care about her as a person, just as a body, and in her case, 
a huge body, that they could tie up and whip. 

After a few hours I wanted to be alone. I told her it was time to go, and that I'd walk her 
to her car. When we got to my door, she turned to me and told me that I was the most 
wonderful, and handsomest Master she ever had, and that I was the most handsome man 
she'd ever been with. I thought that if I was the most handsome man she ever had, she had 
truly been deprived. 

9/15/93-Age 50 

My life is a stifling routine. All I do is my artwork, chat with Slut online every night for a 
while, do some other bbsing, and little else. I see Fae every two or three weeks. I'm getting 
poorer, but not worrying about it. Life has to be better, more interesting, than this. If I got a job 
it would replace one routine with another. And it would bring in some money. But I don't know 
what I'm qualified to do, and I really don't like people all that much. I'll give a job some 
thought, though. 

10/3/93-Age 50 

Slut came over today. She can come over on weekdays because she doesn't have a 
full time job. She works part time, whenever she is called, as a secretary for a woman who 
runs a business out of her house. She doesn't make much money, and has to borrow from her 
mother, which upsets her. Needless to say, it doesn't upset me at all. 

Slut has lost more weight, for a total of 30 pounds in about six weeks. She's overjoyed. 

I spend a lot of time being supportive, and telling her she's doing great, but I have to look hard 
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to notice a difference in her appearance. But her clothes are getting bigger, so I know that she 
really is losing weight, and not just fibbing. 

I think Slut is falling in love with me. She looks at me with big moon eyes. I think I'm the 
first person in her life who has treated her nicely. Funny, a Master treating his slave nicely. 

The vanilla world wouldn't believe it. But she is so nice. And what amazes me is that she's 
had a cruddy life, but she's still a nice person. She'd have a right to be mean or negative, like 
me. 

10/5/93-Age 50 

I bought an art magazine, wrote down the names and addresses of 12 galleries, and 
sent each off some samples of my art. Maybe someone will recognize my genius. <chuckle>. 

10/18/93-Age 50 

Slut has lost 50 pounds. She was still huge, but I could see the difference. She is 
thrilled. She is buying size 22 clothes, down from her usual size 28. Her feelings of love for 
me are increasing, seemingly with every pound she loses. I know I was the first person to 
care about her in her life, and for this she gave me her love. And I have to admit that she is 
beginning to grow on me. I still can't stand the way she looks, but she really is nice, and 
obedient, and she wants to make me happy, and she now talks to me like other girlfriends I've 
had, and if it weren't for her looks, with the resulting lack of physical sex, I'd be happy with 
her. Because she was doing so well with her diet, I have recently begun seeing her every 
Sunday for a few hours. When she comes over she beams like a puppy dog. She's just happy 
to be with me. 

Today, as we lay on the bed for a cuddle, something strange happened. We were lying 
with her snuggled close to me, and I absent mindedly was rubbing her cheek and ear with my 
hand, and she came! She got very hot, and then asked permission to cum. I didn't hesitate, 
and said, "Cum", and she did. I kept rubbing her ear, and she kept cumming, just as if I were 
rubbing a woman's clit. For whatever reason, I didn't ask her about this ability. I think I was 
too shocked to. 

10/30/93-Age 50 

Of the twelve art galleries I contacted, eight sent me form letters thanking me for my 
interest in them, and telling me that they weren't interested in handling my work. I assume 
that the other four don't send thanks-but-no-thanks notes. 

11/19/93-Age 50 

My life is a crushing bore. I do my art twelve or more hours a day, not that anyone is 
interested in it, chat with Slut online for a half hour each night, and see her for a few hours on 
Sundays. I haven't seen Fae for quite some time, by mutual agreement, since she thinks I'm 
rational, and have just made a decision to be a starving artist. I've stopped going to ACA 
meetings, since I realized that I was only going out of habit. I was no longer getting anything 
from it. I didn't contribute to other people's "recovery", and I felt I was just taking up space 
there. I still haven't figured out how to meet more people, but I also know that I'm isolating on 
purpose, since most of the rest of the world has figured out how to make friends. I spend as 
little money as I can, put most of the things I buy on credit cards, and take money out of the 
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bank to pay the minimum balance due. 

The only good thing is that I still don't worry. Funny, that. 

12/1/93-Age 50 

Slut has introduced me to a lot of people online. I've never met any of them in person. 
Most seem to be functioning, but a little weird. Some are just pure crazy. All are into S&M in 
one way or another. Slut knows a lot of people online because she has been on this bbs since 
it started, about five years ago. She has a reputation as someone to ask questions of, and a 
lot of women use Slut to screen prospective boyfriends/masters/lays. They page her and ask 
if she knows anything about some guy they met online, if he has a bad reputation, if he's 
dangerous, etc. 

Because she knows everyone, my ability to find another slave is limited. If I hot chatted 
with someone else, sooner or later Slut would find out about it. While the rules of our 
relationship allow me to have other slaves, I really don't want to hurt Slut. She's doing 
everything I ask of her. She doesn't need someone she trusts, and loves, to hurt her. At least 
not in this way. So, when I do get a page from a woman I don't know, I'm friendly but 
gentlemanly. Sometimes I'll get a page from a woman asking me if I really am a Skilled 
Master, and I stifle the urge to invite her into a private channel and get to know her better. 
What I do is tell her to check with my slave, and give her Sluts ID number. That's the last I 
ever hear from them. Shit. I'm a Master, on a bbs filled with women who are looking for sex, 
and I don't do anything to get myself out of my rut. I'm doomed. And it's all my doing. 
2/15/94-Age 50 

Slut told me today that she wanted to go to a paralegal school. I had no idea Slut was 
interested in the law. After my experience with Polanski, who I haven't heard from in about a 
year, nor Maude for that matter, I don't know if I should be with someone interested in the law. 

I told Slut that lawyers were unethical creeps. She politely disagreed. Anyway, it's Slut's life. If 
she wants to be a paralegal, good for her. She told me she has to take an entrance exam in a 
week, and if she passes she'll start in three weeks. I asked if it was going to be expensive to 
go. She told me it costs about $3,000, but that her mother will pay for it, if she gets in. 

3/7/94-Age 50 

Slut started paralegal school tonight. It's a one year course, meeting three nights a 
week for four hours each night. I feel good for her. Since we've met, she's lost around 80 
pounds, started washing her hair regularly, is dressing as nicely as she can taking her large 
size and asymmetrical build into consideration, and now she's going back to school. Maybe 
I'm having a positive effect on her. 

6/28/94-Age 51 

I had a message on my machine from Beth. I get so few messages it was nice to see 
that the thing still worked. She just asked me to call her. I did. She asked me how I've been. I 
said, "Fine". I didn't want to tell her about the heart attack, although I don't really know why. 
After the pleasantries, she told me that she was moving, actually leaving the State, and she 
wanted me to come and get some photo equipment and other odds and ends I had stored in 
her garage since our breakup. I asked her why she was leaving, but she avoided telling me, 
and I decided not to push. We arranged for me to pick up my stuff tomorrow around two in the 
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afternoon. 

6/29/94-Age 51 

I was about two blocks from Beth's house, waiting to make a left hand turn, with 
another car stopped behind me, when all of a sudden I was moving forward, very rapidly. I 
instinctively put my foot down hard on the brake, while I tried to understand why my jeepette 
was moving. When it stopped a few feet from where I was waiting to make my turn, I realized 
that the person behind me must have put his foot on the gas and rammed his car into mine. I 
got hit. That was why I went flying. It took a few seconds for me to calm down, and then I 
made my turn and pulled over to check the damage. The other car had also pulled over. I got 
out, looked at the back of the car, saw my bumper was mangled, and glanced over to the 
other car. It was driven by a woman, who was standing and talking to another woman whose 
car was parked behind hers. I first thought that this was a Good Samaritan, but then noticed 
that both the other cars were damaged, and more than mine. It was only then that I realized 
that a third car came along, and didn't stop, and hit the car behind me, and pushed it into me. 

Everyone was civil, and we exchanged insurance information, and since my car was 
still driveable, I left and was over at Beth's in less than a minute. She saw me drive into the 
driveway, and looked cheery, but I was still a little shaken and wasn't as calm as I'd like to 
have been. Beth looked at my car, said it didn't look all that bad, and then asked if I wanted 
help getting my stuff out of her garage. I said no, and started stacking the boxes into the 
jeepette. Beth wasn't particularly sympathetic. It was like I was some guy she knew casually a 
few years ago. I knew her well enough to know that her politeness was just that. This was 
akin to a business meeting. I wondered, as I loaded my stuff, what I had done to get Beth so 
distant from me. She never told me off, never "let me have it", never gave me a clue. But 
every time I saw her, she seemed more and more distant than the time before. Colder. More 
aloof. It was obvious to me that she's angry, but I don't know why, and her demeanor tells me 
not to ask. When everything was loaded, she gave me a slip of paper with a post office box 
address on it, and then she said goodbye. I drove off, not knowing whether I was upset over 
Beth's attitude toward me, or her leaving town, or the accident and my slightly ruffled car and 
the hassle I knew I would have getting it fixed, or because I was wondering where I was going 
to store the six large boxes I was now driving toward my apartment, or all of these things. All I 
knew was that I wasn't in the best of moods. 

I unloaded the boxes, and then drove to AAA to report my accident and see about 
getting the car repaired. I filled out forms, and was given some options for getting the car 
fixed. The option AAA was pushing was for me to take the car to a particular repair place, and 
that except for signing a few papers, I wouldn't have anything else to do. The insurance 
company and the repair shop would talk to each other and leave me out of things. I realized 
that this meant that the two companies were probably in collusion, but it also meant that I 
wouldn't have to make any decisions. I would just drop the car off, and then pick it up when it 
was fixed, and that would be that. Additionally, this repair place had a car rental section, and 
my policy would pick up the tab. All in all, it seemed the simplest way to go. 

7/11/94-Age 51 

Slut is doing very well in school. She seems to be at the top of her class, according to 
the frequent test results she gets back. The program wants the students to take an internship 
in some legal area, which is usually unpaid. There was an opening for someone to work for 
an attorney doing collections for doctors and psychologists, and the powers-that-be thought 
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that Slut should apply for it, since she has a Master's Degree in educational psychology. Slut 
called, spoke to the lawyer, who told her that he needed a person to do med-legal work for 
him. After speaking to Slut over the phone, he hired her. Today was her first day on the job. 
Slut is learning on the job, teaching herself, since the lawyer seems to be too busy to help her 
much. 

7/14/94-Age 51 

Today Slut had to go to court and represent a shrink, and she was a little panicked. 
8/15/94-Age 51 

Slut is a little bored with her new job. It pays $17 an hour, for 20 hours a week, so she's 
very happy to get the money, but she thinks the job is dull. She told me that she's thinking of 
leaving. I asked her what the other internships were like. She said they were mostly 
assistants to legal secretaries, filling out forms and the like. I asked if the other people with 
internships were going to court and doing battle with lawyers. She said no. I asked if the other 
people were getting paid $17 an hour. She said no, no one else was even getting paid. I 
suggested to Slut that she reconsider. She said she would. 

8/20/94-Age 51 

I got a call from Maude. I haven't heard from her for quite a while. It's funny, but when I 
hear from her, I get upset, and pissed off about being ripped off by her and Polanski. But 
about two weeks after hearing from her, I forget the whole thing. Possibly I'm in a state of 
denial, but I just don't think about it, or her, or New York. Then, inevitably, I get a call from 
Maude, or from Polanski, and I get depressed all over again. 

Maude said she needed money, a lot of money, so she could take some computer 
courses and to get her teeth fixed, so she could get a job. I told her I'd speak to Polanski. I 
called him, and he told me that there was about $8,000 still in the estate account, and that 
Maude needed $3,000 to pay some back maintenance owed or the co-op would sell the 
apartment, and that it was my responsibility to see that my sister wasn't out on the street. 

I told Polanski that it wasn't my responsibility, and that I still hadn't gotten an 
accounting of the estate, nor of the contents of the apartment, although I assumed that 
Maude had already pawned most of the stuff, nor an explanation of the missing bank 
accounts, nor a lot of other things I wrote to him about numerous times. Polanski said I'd get 
all that when the estate was finalized. I told him to make a check out to the co-op for the back 
maintenance, and not a penny more. He hung up on me. 

8/21/94-Age 51 

I told Slut, for the umpteenth time, that my money situation was getting precarious. I 
told her that anytime now the amount of money I owe on credit cards would exceed the 
money I had in the bank and in my stock brokerage account. I got pissed about the estate 
ripoff, and told Slut that I felt like a victim, and that I didn't like it. Slut recommended that I 
write a letter to some bar association complaining about Polanski. She said she didn't know if 
it'd do any good, but it might make me feel better. I told her I wouldn't know how to go about 
finding the right bar association to send the letter. Slut said she'd ask one of the teachers at 
school. 
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Slut asked one of her teachers if he knew anything about New York estate law. He said 
he didn't, and that all he knew was that New York lawyers were corrupt, and that the ones in 
Brooklyn were the worst of all. Naturally, Polanski was in Brooklyn. Slut told the teacher about 
my problem, and he told her how to find out which bar association I should contact. Slut gave 
me the information, I wrote a polite letter, Slut read it to make sure it was polite, and I mailed 
the letter off today. 

9/5/94-Age 51 

Slut told me that the lawyer she was doing an internship for asked her if she would 
work for him full time. He wants to get rid of his secretary, who he hired a week or so before 
he hired Slut. The secretary seems to be a little crazy. She cries a lot, and calls her mother 
every 20 minutes. She's in her thirties, but seems to have an emotional age of 15. The 
attorney wants Slut to do the secretarial work, and handle the med-legal part of his business, 
and do intake with new clients. He said he'd pay her $35,000 a year. She said she'd think it 
over. She asked me what I thought, and I told her it's her decision, but since she's already 
bored just doing the med-legal stuff, and since she thinks the secretary is weird, and since 
the new position will pay $35,000, and since she has spent a few years not making money 
and now has this chance, and since the lawyer is located about 10 minutes from where I live 
so she can drop over after work, it seems to me that she should seriously consider it. Slut 
said she'd call him and take the job. Shit, my slave is working for a lawyer! Ugh! 

Slut did some arithmetic. She was supposed to get paid every two weeks, but the way 
she figured from what she was told her pay check would be, she was only making $34,000. 
She spoke to the lawyer and they did some math together, and she left his office feeling 
satisfied that the adjustments he made straightened out the matter. Later that night she did 
the arithmetic again, and discovered that she's now making $33,000. She is a little upset. So 
am I. I told her that from what she'd told me about him, I think he's passive-aggressive, that is, 
he seems like a nice guy, but he screws people, and does it in such a way that he doesn't 
think he's screwing anyone. He's the type of person who always forgets to mail that important 
letter for you, after assuring you that he won't forget, or forgets to make that important phone 
call, and just looks at you and says, "Gee, I'm sorry, I don't know how I could have forgotten." 

I told Slut that he was much better at this shell game than she was, and that she'd come out 
of another negotiating session with him making only $32,000, so she should just cut her 
losses at this point. Besides, she shouldn't be surprised, since she is, after all, working for a 
lawyer. Slut wasn't happy, but decided to let well enough alone. 

I got a letter from State of New York Grievance Committee, which notified me that my 
letter of complaint was forwarded to them by the Brooklyn Bar Association, and that if I wished 
to file a formal complaint, I had 10 days from the date of the letter to respond. They enclosed 
a letter to them from Polanski, which was kinda garbled and contradicted much of what I had 
in writing from him. 

It took the letter from the Grievance Committee six days to get to me, which meant that 
I had four days to write a civil letter, document it, and get it to New York. Federal Express 
would take a day, so I had only three days to do a lot of work. I felt like I was back at Cal State 
doing an assignment. I did the best I could. I enumerated my complaints, and attached 
documentation to support my position. I had Slut read everything over, and after she said it 
was both polite and logical, I put the 35 pages into an envelope and took it to Federal 
Express. It's due tomorrow, and unless Fed Ex fucks up, it'll get there in time. I wonder how 
long it'll take the Grievance Committee to give their ruling. 
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10/1/94-Age 51 

I got a letter from Polanski. He told me I was nothing but a smart assed nerd. He went 
on to tell me that he had informed Maude that as the executor of the estate, she had the right 
to sell or otherwise dispose of any of the estate's assets, including the furniture in the 
apartment. 

I got sick to my stomach. I figured that she had probably sold most of the stuff already, 
but this really did hurt. He was now giving her the green light to rip me off. I guess that'll teach 
me to complain about a lawyer. 

10/18/94-Age 51 

Things have changed for Slut, but not for me. Except that I'm still not worrying. I started 
to invest what money I have left in the stock market, via an electronic bbs stock brokerage 
account. So far, I've lost $489. And it's only been six weeks. The only good thing that's 
happening for me, with the exception of Slut, who's still huge, but losing weight, and still very 
good to me, is my artwork. 

Since my heart attack, I realize that I'm going to die some day. That's okay. I often think 
that death is the only solution to my relatively unhappy life. What bothers me most about my 
relatively unhappy life is that I am the one who is creating it, I am the cause of my 
unhappiness, but I don't seem to have the will to just go out into the world and live like 
everyone else. I don't blame anyone, not even my parents. They were beasts, but their 
parents were probably beasts, and so on and so on. I'm the one who has to change, but I 
can't. Or at least, not yet. Death would end the farce. But I'm not suicidal, not at all. 

Thinking about death made me think what would happen to my artwork. Probably 
someone would come into my apartment and throw the stuff out. I don't want this to happen. 
No one may be interested in it, but it is important stuff. It has an historical significance, and 
what I am attempting to do will be seen and appreciated in the future. If it survives me. I 
decided to make copies of my better pieces, and give them to Slut, and to my artist friend Jim 
and his wife. As time goes on, I'll update these "time capsules", as Jim dubbed them. I want 
them to be forgotten after my death, and lay around in an attic or some similar place, and be 
discovered in fifty years. Hopefully someone will take them to an art history department of a 
college as a curiosity. I think that it'll take fifty years for people to understand the simplicity of 
my intent and statement. I've also been thinking of including some essays in the time 
capsules, as a way to philosophize a bit. Don't get me wrong. I don't think my art is great, but 
it is good. 

1/18/95-Age 51 

Monomom is a sysop on the bbs. She has the highest user level, free of charge, and is 
expected to be online almost always, to answer questions, keep an eye on things, and 
socialize. Monomom is a bbs nut, which means that she'd do what she does even if she had 
to pay to do it. I never talked with her, but always see her handle when I log on. 

The big news of the day is that Monomom had a major fight with the owner of the 
board, Herb. It seems that he got a barely 18 year old boy to come down to the office to do 
office work in exchange for free time online. He apparently had sex with the boy, which 
freaked Monomom out. She and Herb went at it, and he pulled the plug on her. Since she is 
well known and well liked, and since what Herb did wasn't greatly appreciated by many (but 
not all) of the folks online, the board is abuzz. 
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1/24/95-Age 51 

Monomom is back online, but not as a sysop. She's just a regular bbser now. 
2/2/95-Age 51 

Slut had told me that there were people making $100,000 or more a year doing med- 
legal work for doctors. Since Slut is very good at what she's been doing working for the 
lawyer, we talked about going into this business. The only problem was finding clients. 

Slut really is good at what she does. She has told attorneys on a number of occasions 
what they should do to get themselves, or their clients, out of some technical difficulty. For 
some reason, Slut and this type of law seem to match, just as I have an ability to read and 
understand things photographic. I reminded Slut that I have failed at every business I've 
gotten into, but she's an optimist, and said that maybe she'd turn around my luck. We decided 
to send letters to as many doctors, psychologists and similar type folks as we could find. Slut 
said she had two listings put out by professional organizations the lawyer she worked for 
belonged to, so we'd use them for our mailing list. 

2/8/95-Age 51 

We put together a letter describing our services, photocopied 500 of them, stuffed 
envelopes, and today I dropped the last of them into the mail. We also had some inexpensive 
business cards made up, and, except for having no clients, we were in business. We realized 
that it would take a while for the business to get off the ground, so it wouldn't interfere with her 
job for the lawyer. At most, she'd have to take a morning off now and then to go to court for 
another client. 

The important thing for me was that I could see a way out of my financial mess, and I 
could see having an adult identity, besides "starving artist". I could learn what was necessary 
to help Slut, and I'd be happy to run errands and pick things up and deliver them to doctors, 
and in general be her assistant. Eventually, even though I don't have a head for the law, 
maybe I'd even get good at it. And I'd be in a legitimate business, and live a normal type life, 
and do my artwork, and have my slave, and just be, well, normal. 

3/8/95-Age 51 

Not one of the letters to the doctors yielded even an inquiry. Slut is still optimistic. Now 
all we have to do is come up with other ways to get clients. We decided to give this some 
thought. 

3/18/95-Age 51 

Slut graduated first in her class from paralegal school. She's making (about) $33,000 a 
year, is taking care of her appearance as best she can, and seems happy with her new life. 
She'd like to help me find a way out of my financial mess, and has even started lending me 
money so I can pay the minimum due on my credit cards. She has not once told me to go out 
and find a job. She knows that I'm just a little bit crippled in that way. 

Slut seems to feel that I've influenced her for the better. I'm getting close to being 
bankrupt, and I wish someone like me would come along for me... or maybe she had. 
Unfortunately, I wasn't able to take advantage of what Beth could have offered me financially. 
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I was too crazed, and afraid of losing her money. Today, with Beth's emotional and financial 
support, I think her influence would have effected me in the same way that I have apparently 
effected Slut. Apparently, I blew my chance. I have a feeling I've blown a lot of chances in my 
life. Like when the Creative Director for the advertising agency Alice worked for, and who I 
knew from Pro Arts, and who liked me, asked me to drop by his office, and I thought he was 
making fun of me. Or, of course, there was Alice herself, an art director, who was about as 
good an "in" any starting photographer could have hoped to have. And there was Beth's 
overly rich relatives... portraits of the idle class? Golly, if I keep thinking about this, I'm going 
to get very very depressed. Funny, back then, I didn't see any of these opportunities. I only 
saw myself as incompetent. Maybe something has really changed inside me. 

3/12/95-Age 51 

Jane, a slave friend of Slut's and mine, was over at my place with her master, Mike. 
Slut and I have them over about every three months. They bring a lot of food they pick up at 
various fast food places on their way, and we sit around and talk for about six hours, and then 
they go home. No sex, just civil talk. I mentioned that I got a new modem, which is used to 
communicate computer to computer over telephone lines, as a gift from Monomom and her 
husband. It was really a gift to Slut, who gave it to me. Since I brought up Monomom, I asked 
what the real story was about the fight between Monomom and Herb. Jane, who knows 
everything that goes on online, verified the gossip that Herb had gotten an 18 year old boy 
drunk and had his way with him. Well, maybe he was almost 18. But she added, nonchalantly, 
as only one with the inside dope can, that the boy had been living with Monomom and her 
bisexual husband, and both of them had been having sex with the kid. So it was really a case 
of two child molesters being pissed off at a third molester who was moving in on their 
property. I was amazed. Sometime I've gotta compile a list of the crazier folks online. I told 
Slut, a long time ago, that she should write a book about these people. No one would believe 
it. Not even me. 

5/11/95-Age 51 

My friend Jim, the proud custodian of one of my time-capsules, called me. He told me 
that he had a heavy duty art collector over at his studio for a few hours today. Jim was hoping 
that the guy would buy a painting, but he didn't. I started to try to cheer Jim up, but he didn't 
call because he was feeling down. He told me that the collector spotted a box sculpture that I 
made when I was working at Don's in the '70's, which I gave to Jim. He stopped looking at 
Jim's paintings, and spent over an hour talking about my sculpture. The guy said that it was 
the finest example of that type of art he had ever seen. Apparently there was an art 
movement in the '80's that my boxes fell into. I missed it. Not that it would have done me any 
good if I knew it existed, since being successful in art is the same as being successful in 
anything... it takes a certain amount of self promotion. 

I told Jim that I was sorry that my box interfered with his making a sale, but Jim was 
calling to share the good news about the recognized art collector praising my box for a good 
hour or so. This was nice to hear, but it would have been nicer if the collector wanted to buy 
the piece from Jim. 

7/19/95-Age 52 

I was in a magazine store today. I noticed that there were a number of art magazines 
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which were similar to my Artists' Forum magazine I unsuccessfully published in the 1970's. I 
think the major difference between mine and theirs is that the desktop publishing capabilities 
of today make it easier and cheaper to put out a product. I have also become aware that there 
are all kinds of '"zines" on the internet. These are electronic magazines that people make, on 
any and every subject imaginable, and charge a fee for people to read online or download to 
their own computer. These zines, whether in print or electronic form, are usually inferior in 
design and quality to the more established magazines. Golly gee, thought I, instead of being 
ashamed at my feeble attempts to put out a magazine in the '70's, I should have told myself 
that I was blazing a new frontier, that I was making an art statement and was doing "great 
art", that I was the first to buck the magazine establishment and the art establishment. 

I suppose I can tell myself that I was 15 years ahead of my time, just as my art boxes 
were 10-15 years ahead of the art movement I had somehow missed. And just as I was 
"homeless" a good 10 years before it seemed to be the "in" thing to do. But what I tell myself 
is that old (Chinese?) saying, "Beware of what you hope for, you might get it." I remember 
telling the entering class at Pro Arts that I wanted to be the first person to do something, and 
the class giggled. I suppose they were right. Being the first, from looking over my life, kinda 
guarantees economic failure. Being 15th, and having the ability to promote yourself, probably 
guarantees financial success. Just a thought. 

7/22/95-Age 52 

Slut has been chatting online with a woman named Shamrock, who belongs to an S&M 
club called Frontier, which is made up almost exclusively of fetishists. These are people who 
seem to be more interested in their whips and ropes than they are in the people they play 
with. She goes to parties where she stands around while people show and tell about their 
whips, and then she gets undressed and tied up and whipped, and then she gets dressed and 
goes home. She has let Slut know that she feels that something is missing in her newly found 
S&M sex life, and Slut has volunteered to coach her about different types of S&M play. They 
finally got around to meeting for coffee, and apparently got along well. 

I asked Slut to fill me in on Shamrock. According to her, Shamrock teaches at a local 
college, looks like she's in her early 50's although her bio says she's in her early 40's, but has 
a very nice body. She's bright, is bi, and seems to be very interested in learning more about 
the scene. I told Slut to keep in touch with her. 

7/28/95-Age 52 

Slut and I took Shamrock out for dinner. The two of them had gotten very friendly, 
speaking to each other a few times during the week on the phone, as well as leaving 
messages online. We picked her up at her house, where she gave us a brief guided tour. It 
was a one story house when she bought it, but she's in the process of adding a second story, 
which is almost completed except for the finished carpentry part. Shamrock showed us an 
unfinished room that she didn't know what she'd do with when she had it built, but now, since 
she's started exploring S&M, she's decided to make into her "playroom", complete with bolts 
in the ceiling for bondage and whipping scenes. 

We went to a nearby Hamburger Hamlet, where we started talking about sex. Although 
we were just having a sociable dinner so Shamrock and I could meet, people in the scene do 
have a tendency to talk about sex with each other. I asked Shamrock where she was at in 
regards to the scene, and she said that she enjoyed the whipping activities she's been 
involved in, but felt that there had to be more to S&M than just getting tied and whipped, and 
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wanted to learn more about Dominance and submission. 

Slut pointed out that most people who learned about S&M through the Frontier 
organization did get a rather strange view of the scene, because Frontier had strict rules 
concerning such things as "penetration" and other more blatant sexual activities. This is 
because Frontier gives parties that are open to both members and their guests, and they are 
worried about being busted for "lewd activities", or "prostitution", or just about anything else 
the authorities could think up if they wanted to. So a Frontier meeting or semi-public party 
focuses on whipping, and bondage, and sticking pins in tits, but steers away from anything 
that appeared to be "regular" sex. Someone who knew little about S&M who went to Frontier 
thought that S&M didn't involve "sex", although this is very hard for me to believe. I asked Slut 
why people didn't get involved in D/s or more sexual activities when they met for private 
parties that were not Frontier events, and she suggested that they just weren't creative 
enough to think of it, or maybe they just didn't know that there were other areas of the scene, 
or maybe they just don't like "sex", and are just fetishists. 

I pointed out to Shamrock that what she was involved with was only one small area of 
the scene, and that this area involved equipment and preparations, while what Slut and I were 
involved with was an ongoing thing, which just involved creativity. I told her that Slut and I 
could do something in a restaurant that didn't involve equipment, on the spur of the moment, 
and get a sexual buzz, and no one would know that a scene was going on. Shamrock asked 
for an example. I asked Shamrock whether she was left or right handed. She said right. I took 
her right hand and gently placed it on the table, in a not too uncomfortable position, and told 
her that she did not have permission to move it until I told her so. We continued to talk about 
S&M, and our food was brought, and we ate. Shamrock ate with her left hand, and was very 
aware that she was being obedient and that she had to make sure she didn't inadvertently 
move her right hand. 

At one point the waiter came and had to rearrange some plates. Ordinarily, Shamrock 
would have moved her hand to make room on the table. But she didn't, and as the waiter tried 
to fit the plates into the only available space, Shamrock got her first real taste of the D/s 
scene. She convinced herself that the waiter knew that she was a sex slave and had been 
ordered to leave her hand on the table. When he left, she said that she had just gotten a very 
nice sexual rush. I asked her if she now knew what the attraction of D/s was to some people, 
and she smiled and said, "Yes, Sir." 

I told Shamrock that she had a problem. She asked what it was. I said that when we 
left, if she wasn't given permission to move her hand, she'd either have to be disobedient and 
move it, or, she'd have to be obedient and stay behind until the police were called and she 
was hauled away. She said that she had been thinking about that eventuality. This made me 
happy because it showed that Shamrock was creative enough to give herself a rush, and to 
be able to see twists and turns in a scene. It's my opinion that a good Dorn is only as good as 
the material he has to work with, and Shamrock seemed like she'd be good material. 

When the meal was over, I told Slut it was time to go, and she and I started to slide out 
of our seats, but Shamrock remained where she was. I saw no reason to prolong her 
discomfort, so I smiled at Shamrock and told her that she could move her hand. 

We drove back to her house, she invited us in, and we sat in her living room and 
continued the scene discussion we'd been having in the restaurant. It was getting time to go, 
and I didn't want to push things too fast with her, but I did want to give her another taste of 
D/s. I asked if I could briefly use her to demonstrate again the eroticism of our D/s interests. 
She said yes without hesitating. I told her to stand about four feet in front of the couch where 
we were sitting. I told Slut to get up and undress Shamrock, and put her clothes on the couch. 
When Shamrock was naked, I told Slut to sit down. I let Shamrock just stand there while we 
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looked at her. After a minute, I told Shamrock to turn around, and I had her stand with her 
back to us for another half minute. I told her to turn toward us, and then said, "Now comes the 
hard part," as I got up from the couch. I walked over to Shamrock, who was looking both hot 
and concerned about what I going to do. I gave her a hug, and told her we had a wonderful 
evening, and that I enjoyed meeting her, and that it was time for us to go. She seemed a little 
disoriented. I suppose that she thought I was going to continue with the scene. Slut got up, 
hugged Shamrock good night, and Shamrock walked us to the door. 

7/29/95-Age 52 

I took a break from my artwork and logged onto the board, and almost immediately got 
a page from Shamrock. She thanked me for the dinner and the discussion of D/s. I asked her 
whether she enjoyed herself, and she said she did, very much. I asked her how she felt 
standing naked while Slut and I looked at her. She said embarrassed, and turned on, and that 
she found that being undressed by Slut reawakened her bi interests that she had kept buried 
for the past year or so. I told her that being embarrassed and turned on was the point of the 
simple exercise. She typed back a "smile" symbol, and then said that she'd like me to teach 
her more about D/s. This didn't surprise me. I told her I'd be happy to give her a quick course, 
one that would take a few long days, and then leave it up to her to find a Master who would 
train her to his way of doing things. She said she'd like that very much. I told her to arrange 
things with Slut. She said she would. I left and went back to my artwork, with dirty thoughts 
running through my head. I realized that I had been thinking less about sex recently. I used to 
think about it all the time. Maybe I'm just getting older. Or maybe Slut's large size and my 
being basically monogamous has something to do with it. 

8/4/95-Age 52 

Slut arranged for the three of us to get together on Saturday afternoon around two. She 
told Shamrock that we'd probably stay until ten or so, but that she had to get up early on 
Sunday for some family matters, so we couldn't stay very late. I had told Slut to find out some 
rather personal things about Shamrock, such as whether she was organismic, if she had 
difficulty in cumming, and if she had any physical limitation or problems, such as a bad back. 
Slut told me that Shamrock said she was orgasmic, usually with some difficulty, that she was 
a "one cum per night" woman unless she was with a very sexy guy, and that her only physical 
problem was a stiff shoulder. 

We arrived at two in the afternoon. Shamrock didn't look nervous at all. Then again, 
she was used to being tied naked and whipped by people she didn't know, or didn't know very 
well, so she wasn't exactly a novice to the scene. Just to the D/s area of the scene. After 
Shamrock hugged us hello, I took her into the living room, where I sat down on a chair. I 
motioned for Slut to sit on the couch, and for Shamrock to stand in front of her. I had the 
feeling that Shamrock was at least as interested in Slut as she was in me, if not more. I told 
Shamrock that Slut had done her a favor the last time we met by undressing her and 
reawakening her interests in bi sex. I also told Shamrock that Slut isn't bi, but that she did 
mention to me that she thought Shamrock had a very sexy body. I asked Shamrock if she 
wanted to repay Slut for her kindness in undressing her. Shamrock said, "Yes, Sir." I told 
Shamrock that she was to undress for Slut. She was to be obscene. She was to shock herself 
with how wantonly she displayed her entire body to Slut. 

I said, "Do it now!" Shamrock paused for a brief time. She looked like a black belt in 
Karate concentrating just before breaking a brick with his head. After the pause, she started 
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stripping for Slut. When she was naked, she turned her back to Slut, bent over, and spread 
her ass cheeks. After about five seconds, she lowered her hands, and spread her cunt apart. 
After another five seconds, she stood up, turned and faced Slut, and spread the top of her 
cunt lips, exposing her clit to Sluts view. Again she waited for about five seconds, and then 
she started moving her hands over her body, gliding them up to her tits, then back down her 
body to her legs, all the while turning her body first to one side and then to the other. 

I had been thinking of a slave name for Shamrock, and tentatively decided on "Nipples" 
after our first meeting, because Shamrock's were very large and full. I decided to wait until I 
got another look at them to be sure. When I felt that both Slut and Shamrock were adequately 
aroused, I said, "Nipples, come over here". Immediately understanding that I meant her, and 
that she now had a slave name, she walked over to me and smiled. I asked her how she was 
feeling, and she said hot. I told her to show me, and she turned and bent over and spread her 
cunt so I could see her wetness. 

I told Nipples that since I didn't know her very well, I wanted to make sure she wasn't 
getting too hot, since that wouldn't be healthy. I reached into my bag of toys I had brought, 
and took out a standard rectal thermometer. She just looked at it. I slowly put some k-y jelly 
on its tip, looked at it for a few seconds to prolong Nipples tension, and then told her to lie on 
the floor at my feet. She did. I leaned over and inserted the thermometer, and gently give her 
an ass fucking while I made small talk with Slut. When sufficient time had passed to get a 
reading, I removed the thermometer and had Nipples read it, since she was a nurse who 
taught nursing, and then I had her go and clean it. 

I planned to introduce Nipples to a wide variety of sexual situations she probably hadn't 
experienced, as well as teach her some of the more sophisticated ways to do things that 
would make her stand out from the slave-crowd. For the latter, I showed her how to be 
sensuous as she crawled by her owners feet, with her legs properly spread apart so any 
onlookers would have a good view, and know that she wasn't a modest vanilla woman, but a 
sex slave-slut. I told her about sending sexual cues by curtsying to a dom she was interested 
in getting to know better, or as a sign of respect for a dom she had special feelings for. 

Except for my "lectures" on the finer points of being a D/s sex slave, S&M sex was 
almost nonstop. Near the beginning of our session, I told Slut, in mock seriousness, that I felt 
that Nipples needed a good dildo fucking, maybe even a raping, and since I didn't know 
whether I was going to be gentle or not, I thought it best if she took Nipples into the bedroom 
and lubricated her cunt and asshole very well with k-y jelly, so as not to cause any damage to 
her tender skin if I chose not to be gentle. I told Slut that after she had fully lubricated Nipples 
cunt and asshole, both inside and out, she was to also lubricate Nipples clit, so that one part 
of her cunt wouldn't be dry while the other part was wet. 

Nipples crawled after Slut into the bedroom, and I went to the backyard for a cigarette. 

I wanted Slut and Nipples to have a minor bi experience, because I knew that Nipples was 
interested in playing with a woman, and because I liked the idea of ordering Slut to have bi 
sex, and having her obey without any argument. I had spoken to Slut about this a number of 
times, and she said that she wouldn't have sex with a woman on her own, but would get 
excited if I ordered her to play with one. So I thought that this little exercise would make 
everyone happy. When I was finished getting my nicotine fix, I went into the bedroom, where 
both slaves were lying on the bed, talking in low voices, while Slut caressed Nipples cunt lips. 

I asked Slut if she had finished, and she said she had. Since I wanted to watch Slut play with 
Nipples cunt, I took a fast look, and told Slut to do it again, because I wasn't sure Nipples was 
wet enough if I decided to give her a good raping. Slut complied, and Nipples looked as if she 
were getting even hotter than she already was. When Slut was finished, I told Nipples to get 
on her hands and knees on the bed, with her ass facing the side of the bed, and I told Slut to 
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sit on the other side and "comfort" Nipples. 

When they were in the proper positions, I took a largish vibrator and shoved it into 
Nipples cunt. I was neither gentle nor rough. I just put it in. I gave her a vibrator fucking, being 
much more gentle than I'm sure she thought I'd be. After a few minutes, during which Slut was 
caressing Nipples face and tits, I took a smaller vibrator and pushed it up Nipples ass. She 
said, "Both holes at once!" I used both my hands and gave her a simultaneous cunt and ass 
fuck, and watched as she got hotter and hotter. When I thought the time was right, I took out a 
very small vibrator from my bag of toys. This took some doing, since both of the vibrators 
inside her wanted to come out, due to the lubrication, and they would have if they weren't held 
in place. And just holding them in place wouldn't do, since she'd habituate to the sensations of 
vibration if they weren't moved around. But I wanted to use a third vibrator near her clit. I 
managed to figure a way to hold and move the two vibrators that were inside her with one 
hand, and at the same time I held the small vibrator inside my other hand, and placed my 
middle finger next to her clit. This way, she could feel my skin, and not a plastic implement, 
vibrating, which drove her crazy. 

This would have been enough to get her off, but I wanted to show her that sex took 
place in her head, regardless of the vibrators that were being used on and in her body. I 
asked her to tell me of a woman she knew who she'd like to have sex with. She mentioned a 
woman online who I never met. I asked her what she'd like to do with this woman. She said 
she'd like to eat her, and then she almost screamed for permission to cum. I said, "Cum", and 
she did. And she did. And she did. When I thought it best to stop, I pulled the vibrators from 
her body, and then gave her ass a shove. She flopped face down onto the bed, and just lay 
there, breathing hard, but not moving otherwise. Slut comforted her. I went out and had 
another cigarette. When I returned, they were in the same positions as when I left. I slapped 
Nipples on the ass and told her to clean my vibrators, and she and Slut got off the bed. I told 
Nipples that after the vibrators were squeaky clean, she needed to get clean herself. I turned 
to Slut and told her to draw Nipples a bath, and then to bathe her, paying special attention to 
her tits, cunt and ass. I went back to the living room and sat down. 

When Slut and Nipples were finished and came into the living room, I told Nipples that I 
wasn't happy with her. She looked shocked and a little hurt. That was the point, to keep her 
off guard. I told her that she was a bad influence on my slave. I told her that recently Slut had 
been pointing out attractive women as we drove together. I asked Slut why she suddenly was 
interested in spotting attractive women, and she told me that Nipples did it when they drove 
together, and that she must have picked it up from her. I told Nipples, with a smile that relaxed 
her, that she was turning my slave into a lesbian. I told her that she needed to be spanked. 
Nipples said, "Yes Sir, I'm sorry Sir." I took Nipples over my lap, and gave her a hardish 
spanking. I thought that since she was used to being whipped, she would have a fairly high 
tolerance to pain. I was right. When I finished, both Nipples ass and face were glowing red. 

Without pausing long, I told Nipples that most of what went on in D/s took place in her 
head. No matter what was happening, she should make up some sort of fantasy in her head 
to excite her, or further excite her. Although she had cum a short time ago, and although she 
was a "one cum per night" woman, I told her to stand in front of me and use her hand to play 
with her clit. She did. I told her to think up a fantasy that would make this more pleasing. I 
asked her if she had any other girlfriends who she wanted to have sex with. She told me, in a 
huskier than usual tone of voice, that she did have a crush on a woman who used to work as 
her assistant, and who was the one who first told her about S&M about year or so ago. I told 
her that a "scene" was very important in D/s, and that I wanted her to think of a scene, a 
reason, for her to be involved with this woman. She said she was so hot she was having 
trouble thinking. 
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I suggested one. I told her that she had done something wrong at work, and that she 
had guilt feelings about it, and that she felt that if she confessed to someone who would 
understand, and if she accepted whatever discipline this person wanted to give, then she'd 
feel better. I told Nipples to pretend, right then, that she was calling this woman to confess 
and plead for discipline. Nipples once again paused for a brief time, and then started talking 
to the imaginary woman. She confessed having had sex on numerous times with a bi male 
orderly in the linen storage room, and said that it was unprofessional of her, and that she had 
terrible guilt feelings, and that only through being disciplined would she be able to feel better 
about herself. As Nipples "spoke" to this woman, she kept getting hotter and hotter. I asked 
her what the other woman was saying. Nipples said that the other woman was verbally 
abusing her, telling her that she was a tramp, and that she did need at least one good 
whipping, if not more, and that... at this point Nipples started to lose it. Again she almost 
screamed for permission to cum. I gave it. She stood there and started shaking, and if her 
eyes were open, I'd expect to see that they rolled back in her head. After a minute, she 
stopped moving her hand. I hadn't given her permission to stop, but she wasn't a fully trained 
slave, and there was just so much I could teach at one time. I made a mental note to talk to 
her about some things. 

I realized that we needed a break, so I took out some videos I brought. Nipples had 
discussed with Slut getting her nipples pierced, so I brought a video in which nipples, as well 
as cunt lips, were pierced, as well as sewn together. I thought it would give Nipples something 
to think about. I left the two watching the video, and went out for a smoke. When I returned, 
the video was only part way through, so I sat down and watched it with them. 

When the video was over, Nipples didn't make any comments, although the look on her 
face suggested that she was reevaluating her interest in having her nipples pierced. I wanted 
Slut to get some attention, so I told her to go into the bedroom, strip to the waist, lie on the 
bed, and then put a blindfold on. I didn't want to see her semi nude, still having visions of 
what she looked like the first and only time I saw her without clothing, when she weighed 
somewhere between 350-400 pounds. After Slut left, I took a number of ultra soft velvet cloths 
from my bag of toys, and gave them to Nipples. I briefly showed her how to gently rub the 
cloth over Sluts body. The feeling is wonderful, if you like gentle caresses. For whatever 
reason, Nipples didn't seem turned off by Slut's still large size, so I thought this experience 
would get Slut the attention she needed, and give Nipples some more time to play with a 
woman. Nipples went to the bedroom, and I took yet another cigarette break. When I finished, 

I went to the bedroom, where I found both of them being very tender with each other. I wasn't 
particularly interested in the scene, again because of Sluts size, but I knew that Slut needed a 
cum. I called Nipples over to me, and put my hand to her ear, and gently wiggled my finger. 
Nipples had no idea why I was doing what I was doing. After five seconds, I told her to go 
over to Slut, who was still blindfolded, and do the same thing to her. Nipples still didn't 
understand, but did as she was told, and about ten seconds later, Slut asked for permission to 
cum. I gave it. Slut started shuddering and shaking, and Nipples looked truly amazed. She 
kept wiggling her finger until I gave her a look to stop. I told both of them get dressed and 
then come to the living room. 

It was getting late, and we still hadn't had dinner. I told them we'd go and eat, and we 
drove to the same restaurant we went to the first time I met Nipples. Slut had told me that 
Nipples had said, in a joking way, that she wondered what she'd do if we went out to eat again 
and I told her to keep both hands on the table. When we sat down, I looked at Nipples and 
told her to place both her hands on the table and not move them without my permission. Her 
mouth opened a bit, as did her eyes, but she placed her hands on the table and looked at me. 

I started to chuckle, and told Nipples what Slut had told me, and then told her she could move 
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her hands, and we all laughed. After we ordered our meal, I took two q-tips out of my shirt 
pocket, and handed one to each slave, and told them to go off to the restroom and put some 
soap on one end and then shove it into their assholes. They obeyed. Naturally. When they 
returned we ate our meal, and talked about S&M and D/s and people we knew on the bbs, 
and other things. Nipples and Slut kept wiggling a little, and they blushed a lot, and I knew 
that they had convinced themselves that everyone in the restaurant knew that they were sex 
slaves sitting in a restaurant with q-tips shoved up their asses. They were both getting off on 
the physical feeling, and from the psychological thrill. 

We returned to Nipple's home, where I had them remove the q-tips, and then decided it 
was my time to get some attention. I had Nipples strip and we all went into the bedroom. I 
took off my clothes, and lay down on the bed, and then had both slaves lay down and hug 
me. After a while I rolled onto my stomach and told Slut to put her tongue so deep into me 
that I'd feel it in my throat. Slut moved down to the end of the bed, and started licking and 
tonguing my bottom, while I kissed Nipples and played with her tits. After five minutes I called 
Slut up to me, and gave Nipples a shove. Soon I felt Nipples tongue deep inside my ass, 
while I kissed Slut and rubbed her tits through her shirt. When I was ready, I rolled over and 
told both of them to lick and suck me, and I enjoyed the feeling of two mouths and hands on 
me at the same time. 

After a while I called Nipples up to me, while Slut continued on her own. I positioned 
Nipples so she was lying across my chest, and I reached down to her cunt with my left hand 
and started rubbing her lips and clit. Within 20 seconds, Nipples asked for permission to cum. 
Being the nice Dorn that I am, I said "Cum", and once again she had what seemed to be a 
rather strong orgasm. 

It was getting time to go. Slut had to drive home, and then get up early. I told Nipples 
that we'd be going, and I got up and dressed, and then gave her a goodbye hug, and so did 
Slut, and I started walking to the front door. But I had a sudden idea. I told Nipples, who was 
still quite naked, to get on her hands and knees about five feet from the door, but positioned in 
line with it. I made sure that her legs were properly spread, revealing her cunt, and then I 
walked to the door. I asked Slut if she thought I should leave the door open when we left, and 
then I laughed. We walked out the door, paused for a few seconds, and then I closed it behind 
me. 

8/5/95-Age 52 

This morning there was a note from Slut. She said she had to go off on a family matter, 
but had a chance to call Nipples. According to Slut, Nipples was still feeling the aftereffects, 
and told Slut that she thought that I was amazing, and that she spent the rest of the night 
walking around naked feeling sexier than she had in years, and wanted to know when I would 
continue her D/s training... another satisfied customer, thought I. 

This evening I chatted with Slut at our usual time. I asked her if anything interesting 
was going on. She told me that she had just finished chatting with Rachel, another Frontier 
whipping enthusiast, who told her that she and a group of her friends went over to Nipples 
house this afternoon and did their whipping scene. 

I felt unappreciated by Nipples. I felt I had given her a good experience, showed her 
things she said she wanted to learn about, left her sexually sated, and now I felt like I was just 
one more lay... kinda used. I told Slut this, and she said she felt the same way. I told Slut that I 
wasn't going to put out the energy and not get what I wanted, which apparently was to feel 
appreciated. I told Slut that if Nipples was in seventh heaven this morning, and now was off 
playing with others, to hell with her. I didn't expect her to be faithful, but I felt that my energy 
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was nothing more than a blip on her sex chart. 

8/30/95-Age 52 

I was talking to Slut about some of the very strange folks we know online. We compiled 
a list of those who came to mind without too much thought. I again told her she should write a 
book about these people, because they were really bizarre. 

8/11 /95-Age 52 

The phone rang and I answered it. It was Janet, my Cal State classmate who I had 
S&M sex with, and who thought I was crazy because I was nice to her. She said she was 
going through her old phone book, and realized that it had been a few years since we had 
talked, and called the number, but a gay guy answered, so she figured I moved. I hadn't, and I 
had the same number I had when she called me in the past, but I let that pass. She said she 
called the college Beth used to go to, and she managed to get her current number, so she 
called and reintroduced herself and asked if I was okay, and Beth said she didn't know 
because she hadn't spoken to me in a year and a half, and then gave Janet my number. 

"Wait", I said. "Ummmmm, is that a local number for Beth?" Janet said it was, and 
started giving it to me. I stopped her. If Beth didn't want me to know she was in town, I didn't 
want to know her number. Had she gone and come back? Had she changed her mind and not 
gone? Had she been in Los Angeles all this time with me not knowing it? Maybe one of those 
women I'd see while driving, who looked like what I'd expect Beth to look like with the 
passage of time, really was Beth, and not just a lookalike. 

Janet wanted to get together. She wanted to have sex. I really wasn't interested. 

Getting old, I supposed. But I had Slut for company, and an occasional playmate such as 
Nipples to spice up my sex life. I told her I was involved, and she sounded disappointed but 
understanding, and I said we should stay in touch, and she said yes, and that was the end of 
that. I really don't want to get involved with her again. Too manic-depressive for me to deal 
with. 

Now I have to get used to the idea that Beth has been around and not told me. 
8/14/95-Age 52 

Slut got two clients for her med-legal business. Both were doctors who were going to 
be out of town when they had a court date concerning their cases, and they didn't want to pay 
the high fees attorneys charge. Both, apparently, like to do their own medlegal work. She got 
both doctors 100% of what they were asking for. This is no small feat. Getting 80% is doing 
well. The insurance company the doctors are fighting with to get paid can always find some 
tiny flaw in the paperwork to knock the settlement down. 

The problem is that she isn't getting much business from these doctors. We need a 
whole lot of clients to make money. And finding clients seems to be a problem. I'm more than 
a little depressed about this. I guess that even being good at something, as Slut is in med¬ 
legal, doesn't mean that you're going to make money doing it. There goes my fantasy of 
having an adult identity of something other than being a starving artist. There goes my fantasy 
of making money. By this time, I owe about twice as much money on credit cards as I have in 
the bank. I think I'm technically bankrupt. 
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9/8/95-Age 52 

Slut had been losing weight since she started to diet. I know this because every two 
months or so she'd have to buy some new smaller tops and pants. She bought these at 
Target, which didn't have fashionable clothes, but was one of the few places that had any 
clothes in her size. 

She told me that her scale, which I had loaned her, said she weighed 161 pounds, but I 
knew that she had to weigh a lot more than that. I finally decided to find out if my sense of 
weight and proportion was correct, or if I was out of touch with reality again. I took her to Bed 
and Bath and Beyond and had her get on a "doctors" scale they had on display. It said she 
weighed 228. She almost started to cry. I took her out to the parking lot, and held her for a 
while, and told her that I thought that she probably weighed a lot more than the 350 the scale 
said she weighed ages ago, and that she had lost about 200 pounds, as far as I was 
concerned, and that she had gone from size 32's or 28's or whatever to being able to squeeze 
into a size 16 dress she bought for court appearances, and that she probably wore out the 
scale and needed a new one to monitor her weight accurately. We went back inside and she 
bought a $200 doctors scale. 

9/11 /95-Age 52 

I received a book in the mail today, courtesy of the publisher, in which my first article on 
S&M is reprinted. I leafed through it, didn't think the book was particularly interesting, and 
gave it to Slut as a present. She was excited to have a book in which one of my articles 
appeared. She asked if I got paid for it. I said no. She wondered what the author of the book 
did to earn his money, since all he did was compile articles that had been published in 
scientific journals and string them together. I explained that the publishing company paid $175 
or so to the scientific journal the article originally appeared in, for the rights to reprint an 
article, but that she was right that the author of the book didn't do all that much work. I told 
Slut that one of the purposes of publishing in scientific journals was to transfer information 
from the author to others, and if the article appeared in a book that was easily available to the 
public, then so much the better. Slut still felt that I should have gotten paid. 

9/21/95-Age 52 

I got a letter from the New York grievance committee today. It was all of one paragraph, 
saying that there was no merit in my complaint. I had sent them a copy of a letter Polanski 
had sent me saying that he was the attorney for the estate and would protect me and my 
interests, and he sent them a letter saying he was Maude's attorney, not mine. Shouldn't that 
have been enough to show that something was amiss? Add to this that I've lost some more 
money in the stock market, and I'm having fantasies about all the valuable stuff Maude has 
sold for a total of $50, and I'm not a happy camper. God, am I sad-depressed today. 

9/29/95-Age 52 

I mailed Beth a state tax refund check for $2,841 that arrived for her. I had to track her 
down, which took a little while. It would have been easier if I got her number from Janet, 
instead of telling her not to give it to me. Beth and I spoke politely and briefly. She said she 
didn't know anything about the refund. I guess money still keeps falling down on her. After I 
mailed it to her, I wondered if it was from an old joint refund, and whether I was entitled to half 
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of it. I guess I should have asked her. I'm beginning to think that I want to be poor, that I'm 
getting what I do want, even though I'd yell and scream if someone else told me that. 

10/17/95-Age 52 

While creating another great work of art, I saw Sister Wendy on a Public Television 
station. Sister Wendy is an elderly English Nun, who explains great works of art to the 
common man. Apparently she is quite popular in England. Sister Wendy is a hoot. She is a 
living example of the projective test at work. 

The projective test most people are familiar with is the Rorschach ink blot test, which 
are made up of probably the first non-objective/abstract expressionist paintings ever made. 

But that is another story. There are no pictures or images of any kind in these paintings, but 
just random blobs of black ink on white paper. However, when people look at these ink blots, 
they do see images. When looking at the same ink blot, some people will see a witch, while 
others will see a clown. Each person has a different personality, and each person's brain will 
organize the ink blots into something meaningful for the viewer, based on that person's 
personality. People who see a witch may see the world in a threatening way, while people 
who see a clown may see the world as non-threatening. The point is, there aren't any witches 
or clowns in the inkblots, and their appearance is nothing more than a "projection" of the 
viewer's personality. 

Sister Wendy was explaining an Impressionist painting. It was of the artist's rented 
room. She pointed out that he was a very lonely man. She knew this because the bed was 
very narrow, which meant that he slept alone, and it only had one pillow, and there was only 
one chair in the small room. I assume it never occurred to Sister Wendy that the bed may 
have been the standard size found in a rented room in those days, and that the artist didn't 
have enough money to buy a second pillow, or that he felt comfortable sleeping on only one, 
and that the room wasn't big enough for a second chair. Let alone that because it was a 
furnished room, he really didn't have much of a say about the furniture. 

Watching Sister Wendy make revelations about herself, about her own possible 
loneliness, was fascinating. It just proves to me that my thought that "life is a projective test" is 
correct. I see the world as a hostile, dangerous place, and so my brain interprets whatever I 
see in that manner. Knowing this, however, doesn't seem to make any difference. It's not like I 
can just say, "well, I'll just see the world as a happy place", and then miraculously have my 
personality change. Unfortunately, it doesn't work like that. 

11/7/95-Age 52 

I've finally found out who took the vote. This has been bothering me for quite some 
time. Sometimes I hear someone on the radio use the term "African American", which always 
seems to get me to thinking about the vote. I mean, when did they vote on "African American" 
being the correct name for Negros, and why wasn't I given a ballot, and why didn't anyone tell 
me the results. 

If I say "Black", I'm a racist. If I say "Hispanic", or "Oriental", or "American Indian", I'm a 
racist. The thing is that these terms are always evolving, and once upon a time "Black" and 
"American Indian" and "Oriental" were proper, and if you used an earlier version, you weren't 
called a racist. At worst, you were just seen as not being "hip". Today, use the wrong term, 
and you're a racist. This is a recent trend. For instance, once upon a time, in my lifetime, there 
was Negro, then Colored, then Black, then Afro American, and now African American. I've 
often been lost in thought wondering when the vote to change the name was taken. 
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Today, I found out, kinda. I heard a blurb on the radio that the government did a survey 
to find out what the different racial groups wanted to be called, so they could use the correct 
terminology on official forms. It turns out that "African Americans" prefer to be called "Black", 
and "Latinos" prefer to be called "Hispanic". Also, "Whites" prefer to be called "Whites", 
except for a few who want to be called "Americans of European Descent". I didn't hear what 
"American lndians"-"Native Americans" want to be called, or other racial groups, because I 
became so happy about having found out "who took the vote", and being told the results that I 
stopped listening to the radio. Among other things, this means that I can free up some of my 
thinking time for other weighty issues. 

One of these issues, for example, is bilingual education, something I've never been in 
favor of. Since I'm against it, I suppose that confirms the fact that I'm a racist. But I see the 
people who are in favor of it as the racists. When the Europeans came over in mass 
immigration, they spoke a diversity of languages, including Greek, Russian, Hungarian, 

Italian, French, and Danish, to name just a few. The older immigrants either learned to speak 
American English, or enough to get by. Their children went to schools that only taught in 
English. These kids learned to speak English, and became assimilated into society. I don't 
think Hispanics are dumb. I think they are as bright as the European immigrants. I think they 
are capable of learning English. But this makes me a racist, while the people who think that 
the Hispanics aren't as capable as the Europeans aren't the racists. Well, this is just another 
example of how crazed, and/or out of step I am. 

1/15/96-Age 52 

I visited my artist friend Jim and his wife today. It was good seeing them, and I caught 
up on some gossip about my long lost friends. They told me that Vivian, the poetess who 
wanted to die before she was 30, but who just kept on living, and had two books published, 
now had another novel out, and also had won a number of literary awards. Jim showed me an 
article written by her they clipped from a newspaper. It was a nice "touchy feelie" article, and 
made her look like a nice sweet person. I told my hosts I didn't believe she made the 
transition from being vicious to being sweet and nice. They pointed out that she is supposedly 
off the hard drugs she lived on for a number of years, and maybe this is her true personality. 
Could be. Maybe it's that I'm fighting a losing battle to change myself, and it's difficult to 
believe that Vivian has changed. Apparently she changed in at least one way. Jack, her ex- 
live-in lover, told Jim he saw Vivian a few years ago, and she now looked like someone's 
grandmother, and not the darkly beautiful woman he had known. Jack had some major 
changes take place in his life. First, he moved to Oklahoma, where he bought for almost no 
money a very large and dilapidated warehouse, which he fixed up to be a live-in studio. He 
also is making medical history. He has come down with a relatively rare skin disease, which 
makes him look rather awful, or so I hear, which in turn cuts down on his social life. He's being 
written up in medical journals, and getting experimental treatments. 

Ron Anthony, the pornographer who was busted for taking dirty pictures of a 16 year 
old girl, and whose case was thrown out of court as Paulino said it would be, much to the 
displeasure of the police, was once again busted, but for "normal" pornography. This time the 
charges stuck. He didn't do any jail time, but the police confiscated a few hundred thousand 
dollars worth of his equipment, and he spent all his money on a lawyer. He moved to the 
desert, where he, too, bought a dilapidated warehouse, which he turned into a studio. He's 
trying to stay out of sight. I don't know if he's shooting porn, or if he's just hanging out. 

Paulino, who fed me for many years, has two sisters. One managed to get three books 
published. Unlike Vivian, whose mother knew people in the literary world, she didn't have 
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literary connections, so I guess it is possible for a "nobody" to get a novel published. Paul and 
his long time friend and partner, Tony, were both trying to make a living out of the El Carmine 
Cafe, but things weren't going well. Tony told Jim that between 1991-1993, over 5,000 
restaurants in Los Angeles went out of business. After 30 years in the restaurant business, 
Paul decided that he needed a change of scenery, so he got a job teaching high school 
English, and Tony is running the restaurant. Paul just finished a novel, and his sister, the 
published one, is going to see if she can help him get it published. 

Hearing all this got my mind wandering. First, I started wondering how Georgia, my first 
"like", and the girl who apparently had as messed up a family life as I had, was doing. Every 
once in a while, as I do my art, I think about her. I also wonder how Alice, my first wife, is 
doing, and about Carol, the dyke I worked the CETAjob with. And of course, I think about Pat. 

I also thought that many of my acquaintances have been making changes in their lives, for 
better or worse, while I am a rock of stability. 

2/6/96-Age 52 

I came up with an idea for a new genre of books. By this I mean an ongoing, never 
ending category like Science Fiction, Romance and Mystery novels. I know what the possible 
objections to my idea might be, and I think they can be overcome. However, I haven't figured 
out a way to make any money from this "brilliant" idea, so I think I'll just keep it to myself. I 
don't see any reason to tell someone. Either they'd tell me it couldn't be done, or they'd steal 
the idea. Or both. 

4/24/96-Age 52 

I had been experimenting with small, ordinary, everyday objects, such as buttons and 
candy bars, for doing my art. I started abstracting them, and making more "designery" 
images. I think I just needed a change of pace from the street scenes I had been shooting for 
a few years. Then I got the idea of sending out some of these images to the companies that 
made the products in hopes they would like them and buy some for their corporate offices. 
Today I got a letter from the nice folks at Mars, the makers of M&M's. They wrote telling me 
that abstractions of their candy bars were a violation of their copyrights and trademarks, and 
vaguely threatened me with god-knows-what. I found the letter amusing. Golly, I must be 
getting healthier, since I didn't get scared at an authority figure, a big company with a lot of 
lawyers. Someone else, with connections in the art world, would have put together a show 
and used the threat from Mars to get publicity: "Come and see the pictures the Mars company 
doesn't want you to see". 

5/11 /96-Age 52 

I got home and noticed that my answering machine was blinking at me. It was a long 
distance operator asking if I would accept a collect call from Maude. If I were home when the 
call came, I would have said "No". I'm not going to call her back. Not that I could, since she 
doesn't have a phone. I could call our aunt Daisy I suppose, but I won't. I suppose Maud 
wants money. I suppose she has sold everything in the apartment. Or maybe Polanski died, 
and she wants to know what she should do. I can't think of any other reason she'd call. If she 
didn't call to tell me our father died, I doubt she'd call to tell me one of my other relatives died. 
Since she has already spent my share of the inheritance, and since I am broke, I'm not going 
to give her any money, and if she wanted to tell me that Polanski died, all I'd say is, "Good". I 
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decided not to call back. Maybe she'll scrape up enough for a letter, or a postcard. I hope not. 
7/8/96-Age 53 

Slut told me that she contacted a friend who was a published author. She asked him if 
he could help get this book published. Slut realizes that my financial situation is terminal, and 
that one of the few potential "assets" I have is this book you are now reading. I suppose she 
is being a little defensive, since she's been lending me money, and knows she'll have to lend 
me more if my money problems don't turn around soon. Her friend asked about the book, and 
then gave her the name and address of his agent. He said we should send the entire book off, 
and he'd call the agent and let her know to expect it. I guess I'm in the position of having a 
friend who has a friend who has a friend. I wonder if this is a step up from my usual situation. 

I appreciate Slut's efforts, and I will send the book off today, but I don't see anything good 
coming out of this. I assume the agent will read, at most, the first few pages, see that this 
book is going to be kind of a bummer, probably get freaked by the minor abuse at the 
beginning, and the allusions to S&M sex, get turned off, and send the book back. And if she 
should continue to read, I assume she'll get really turned off by the sex. 

On the off chance that she does decide to handle the book, and then manages to get it 
published, I'm sure she and the publishing company will just rip me off. The publisher will 
probably under-report the sales, and she'll just keep the royalties that are paid. Then I can 
find a lawyer who'll tell me to give him $10,000 to "look into the matter". Yeah. Right. 

7/12/96-Age 53 

I was wrong. The agent didn't even read the first few pages, just probably "fanned" 
through it. The book is so long I decided to print it on both sides of the paper, single spaced 
instead of double spaced, and put the pages into a three ring binder. This way, the book only 
took about 320 pieces of paper, instead of 640 or 1280. Apparently, this "presentation" is a no 
no, because the agent returned the book, with a note saying that it shouldn't be in a binder, it 
shouldn't be printed on both sides of the paper, and it should be double spaced, not single 
spaced. Finally, she said it looked like an autobiography, which wouldn't be of interest to 
anyone unless it was by an important person. Golly gee, I failed the test. I guess the book 
doesn't deserve to even be looked at because it isn't in the correct form, and not written by an 
important person. Maybe I should go out and kill someone important which would make me 
into an "important" person, so my story would be of interest to people. Or not. Oh well. 

6/16/96-Age 53 

Aunt Daisy called today. She said that Maude had tried to call me a few times, but that 
I wasn't in. That was news to me, since I only got one message on my machine from her. 
Daisy went on to tell me that Mr. Polanski had died in April, and Maude wanted to know what 
to do. For one thing, Maud says that Mrs. Polanski won't give her the paperwork for the 
estate, and for another thing, Maude wants me to tell her what she should do about finding 
another lawyer. I asked Daisy if she had tried to contact Mrs. Polanski, and she said she 
hadn't. I asked her if she would go and pick up the material if I got Mrs. Polanski to part with it. 
Daisy said she would be happy to. I told her I'd call her back. 

I called Mrs. Polanski right away. Actually, I looked at the phone for about a half an 
hour, but that was nothing compared to the few days I would have procrastinated in the past. I 
didn't want to speak to her. I didn't know what to say. I don't do adult things like give 
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condolences. Besides, I didn't like Polanski, and wasn't sorry at all that he was dead. A small 
part of me wanted to tell his widow that, but I knew I would be able to keep that unsocialized 
part of me down. I didn't believe that Mrs. Polanski wouldn't give Maude the paperwork. I 
knew Maude well enough to assume that she had gotten something ass backwards, or maybe 
never even tried to contact Mrs. Polanski. 

Mrs. Polanski answered on the second ring. I introduced myself, told her that I had just 
been informed that Mr. Polanski had passed away, and lied and said that I was sorry to hear 
that. Mrs. Polanski acknowledged my condolence, but she didn't sound like the grieving 
widow I thought I'd be speaking to. She seemed quite cheerful. 

I got to the real point of my call. I asked her if my Aunt Daisy could drop by sometime to 
pick up the paperwork for the estate. Without any hesitation, Mrs. Polanski said "Sure". I said 
I'd have Daisy call her and make an appointment. She said, "Okay", and the conversation 
was over. In all, she said about five words to me, and all were polite. 

I called Daisy right away, and told her to call Mrs. Polanski to make an appointment to 
pick up the paperwork. Daisy wanted to know if I had to persuade Mrs. Polanski to give it up, 
and I told her Mrs. Polanski seemed happy to get rid of the stuff. I then said I had no idea 
what Maude should do about finding another attorney, and said good-bye. 

I found myself getting angry. When Maude got money from the estate, she could make 
the decision to keep it all for herself, but when she had to do something she didn't want to do, 
she needed my advice. I felt like I did when I was a carpenter's assistant and had to return the 
hammer the crazy carpenter threw at me, so he could throw it at me again. Now I had to help 
find a lawyer who would rip me off for anything Polanski overlooked. Right, sure. 

As for why Maude said Mrs. Polanski wouldn't give her the paperwork, I don't know, 
except that Maude is crazy and maybe she saw a crack in the sidewalk and knew that it was 
a message from Mrs. Polanski saying Maude couldn't have the paperwork. No kidding, that's 
how sick I think Maude is. It's been a few hours since I said good-bye to Daisy, and I'm getting 
angrier, thinking about all the money Maude and Polanski ripped me off for. I suppose in a few 
weeks I'll calm down again. 

8/4/96-Age 53 

It's been about a year that I weighed slut at Bed and Bath and Beyond and found that 
she was 228, and not 160 something. Since then she has remained exactly 228. I've weighed 
her at BB&B a number of times, so I know she isn't lying to me about her weight. I think there 
is something wrong with her. No one can diet for a year and not lose an ounce. I've read 
about, and seen on the TV news, women who have had huge tumors that weighed 50 or 
more pounds, and I am beginning to wonder if maybe slut has a tumor like that. Today I told 
her I wanted her to go to a doctor and get a complete checkup, and tell him about her inability 
to lose weight for a year. 

8/5/96-Age 53 

Slut told me that she had made an appointment for a checkup with her internist, who 
she hadn't seen in years and years. She said she was afraid to go because she thought he 
might yell at her. I'm a little worried about what he might find, but I know it's better for her to 
go than to spend more time dieting and not losing weight. Besides, at 228, she still isn't all 
that pretty to look at. True, she looks a lot better than she did when I first saw her, when she 
probably weighed 400 or so, but still, when compared to any of the other women I have been 
involved with, she still looks HUGE! 
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8/9/96-Age 53 

I dropped over to my artist friend Jim today. I hadn't seen him in a long time, although I 
do talk to him on the phone every few months. It was good seeing him and his wife, and just 
having a change of scenery. He had a local newspaper out on the kitchen counter, and there 
was a large ad from the local community college district. They were in need of some teachers 
in various fields, including a few in the psychology department. These weren't full time jobs, 
just replacements for teachers who were taking a semester off. I looked at the minimum 
requirements, and thought I might apply for one of the psychology teaching jobs. I don't know 
why, but applying doesn't seem too scary. I don't imagine I'll get a job, but I don't think I'll get 
upset and feel rejected when they notify me that I don't qualify or whatever. I'll give this a few 
more days thought, but I can't wait too long, since the closing date is only about two weeks 
off. 

8/12/96-Age 53 

I sent off the material for the teaching job this afternoon. I only had to lie about my work 
history, which of course meant that I had to fabricate just about all of my life. 

8/15/96-Age 53 

Slut saw her doctor yesterday, and called today to find out the results of her blood 
tests. She appears to be in perfect health. Her doctor told her she didn't have any reason he 
could find for her inability to lose weight. He told her she was long overdue to see a 
gynecologist, and recommended one to her. He also suggested that she might get a diet book 
written by Calvin Ezrin, a doctor who worked in the same medical building, that was written for 
people who had difficulty losing weight. Slut told me she made an appointment with the 
gynecologist for next week. 

8/20/96-Age 53 

Slut saw the gynecologist, who did find an abnormality, but said it was common and not 
anything to be too concerned about. Besides that, he said she was in perfect health. He 
recommended that she find the same diet book her internist suggested. 

8/25/96-Age 53 

We had to go to three bookstores, but we finally tracked down the diet book. I hope it 
does slut some good. She's been dieting for three years now, and I do have respect for her 
stick-to-it-ness. 

9/3/96-Age 53 

I heard from the community college district today. They called. They asked me if I was 
still available. I said I was. They asked me if I would be interested in teaching a statistics 
course. I froze. STATISTICS! UGH!!!! I lied and said yes. I was told that they'd get back to me 
in a day or two. When I hung up I asked myself how I got into this mess. True, I've had five or 
six courses in statistics, but I hated each and every one, and I am not a true believer in the 
subject, nor do I really understand it. Now I would be standing up in front of students and 
explaining what I barely understand myself. This does not make me feel good. But it is a job, 
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and I haven't had one in a long long time, and it will pay something. 

9/4/96-Age 53 

Someone, whose name I forgot immediately upon being told it, spoke to me from the 
community college district. They had changed their mind about me teaching statistics, 
because they found someone they thought was more qualified. However, they thought I'd be 
perfect to teach an Experimental Psychology course, which is something I feel better about 
teaching. I was told that the job was for one semester only, and I'd be replacing a teacher who 
was out recovering from surgery. They told me I could talk to her and get loads of information 
about how the course was structured, and so I'd have help getting my feet wet. I said that 
sounded good, which it did. They then told me I had to be down at the district offices and fill 
out more papers and show my college transcripts by Friday afternoon, which was only two 
days away. I said I'd be down tomorrow. 

9/5/96-Age 53 

Filling out the papers was uneventful, which in a way was eventful. I didn't have any 
problems with the people I had to deal with, and everyone seemed pleasant. I asked for 
directions to the library, since Experimental Psychology was a heavy reading and research 
course. I found the library and found the psychology journals. All twelve of them. To do this 
course, I'd need at least a hundred different journals, with the last 30 years of each. No 
kidding. I saw disaster looming. 

I went home a bit shaken, and spent an hour looking at the phone before I was able to 
pick it up and call the teacher I was replacing. She sounded very nice, and wanted to be 
helpful. She said that this course hadn't been taught for a few years, but students kept asking 
for it because they needed it when they transferred to a four year college. She said that she 
had some "equipment" in her office I could use, if I wanted. I said I'd have to think things 
through, and I'd get back to her in a week or two. 

The reality of the situation is that I see "big trouble in River City". I don't see how this 
course could be taught at that college. I think the teacher I'm replacing decided to bail out, 
knowing that it couldn't be taught, but not wanting to tell the "higher ups" that, for some 
reason. Well, I have about two weeks to figure out how to teach a course the college is totally 
unprepared to have taught. But first things first. Right now, I have to do something about the 
sick feeling I have in the pit of my stomach. 

9/8/96-Age 53 

Slut has been following the diet in the book we got about two weeks ago. She told me it 
was the same as the diet she figured out herself, but with one big exception. On this diet she 
couldn't have any carbohydrates. None, or at least as close to none as possible. That meant, 
she explained to me, no bread, rice, pasta and most fruits. Well, seemed kinda restrictive, but 
it's working. She's been on the diet for about ten days, and today I weighed her on the 
doctor's scale at BB&B. For the first time in a year it didn't read 228. It said 222. That's six 
pounds in ten days. Great! 

9/16/96-Age 53 

Tomorrow I start teaching at the community college. I have mixed feelings. Part of me 
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is looking forward to it, since it will be an adventure and bring in some money and give me an 
identity as a "part time replacement community college instructor". The other part of me is in 
terror. Not the terror I felt when I was crazed and walking the streets, but normal terror. I have 
to teach a highly technical reading & writing course without the materials necessary to teach 
the course. I managed to get a free copy of the text book from the student store, and I've read 
the first three chapters about six times, so I think I can answer any questions that might come 
up during the first lecture. I have made a synopsis of what I wanted to talk about, along with 
notes reminding me what to say, but I have never taught before, and so I'm just normally 
terrorized, is all. 

And then there's the problem of the weird state of my chronic fatigue. Over the last 
year I go through periods when, about two hours after I eat lunch, I feel like I've taken ten 
sleeping pills. I just get tremendously tired, and go to sleep for about two hours. When I wake 
up, I feel groggy for about three hours, during which I really can't do much. After that, I'm just 
fine. For some reason, this doesn't happen when I eat supper, only lunch. I don't eat 
breakfast, so I don't know if it would happen then. This is bad enough, but then there is the 
element of randomness, since it doesn't always happen. I can go a week or three and have 
lunch and not get fatigued, but then, seemingly for no reason, I get tired when I have lunch. 

I mention this now because I have to be awake when I teach. No kidding. The class 
starts at 6:30 pm on Tuesdays and Thursdays. I have to drive for about an hour and a half to 
get to the college. If I had a real car, it would be about an hour's drive, but my Samurai 
Jeepette isn't made for high speed freeway driving, and I go a bit slower than the other cars. If 
I leave at 5:00 I'm in the middle of rush hour traffic, and might get to class late, which isn't the 
thing to do if I'm teaching the class. So I'm going to have to leave at about 4:30 to get there in 
time. If I eat lunch at noon, I might be asleep at 2:00, and then wake up at 4:00 and be too 
groggy to leave for school until 5:00... I decided to skip lunch, just to make sure. That means 
that, since I don't eat breakfast since the thought of food that soon after I wake up is 
repulsive, and I won't have lunch, and I can't have something to eat at the college because 
the "sleeping pill" effect might kick in during my lecture, well, I'm going to go about 24 hours 
without food on the two days I teach. Of course, all of this is of minor concern, since I'll be 
teaching a course that can't be taught at the college in the first place. 

9/17/96-Age 53 

Things went pretty well. I showed up at the college about an hour before class, and 
hung out at the cafeteria until it was time for me to make my appearance. There were about 
six students in the class, and one more showed up a little late. The roll sheet I was given had 
12 people listed, and I was told there would probably be some people who would walk in and 
ask if there was room for them. I don't know how many students are necessary before the 
class is canceled by the college, but I thought I was not going to have to worry about teaching 
the unteachable course, since the course would probably be canceled for lack of students. I 
hoped. 

The students were young, for the most part, and seemed bright, for the most part, and 
were pretty much like the college students I went to school with 12 years before. I gave a list 
of definitions I wanted them to know, and they took notes, and I felt that I was in control. 

And I was, except for my bladder. I had had a few large cups of coffee waiting for the 
class to begin, and now, sitting behind my desk, I felt the need to go and pee. I resisted, and 
continued to lecture. I kept looking at the clock. I knew that in a two hour class, I should give a 
break sometime around the half way mark. I only had 50 minutes to go, thought I. God, I had 
to pee soooo bad. I asked, to no one in particular, when most classes took their break, and 
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was told what I didn't want to hear. I kept on with my lecture. The clock moved soooo slowly. I 
should have given in and taken a bathroom break, but the only toilets I knew of were at the 
cafeteria, which was on the other end of the campus, and I didn't want to ask if anyone knew 
where the closest mens' room was. So I kept on lecturing. When the clock showed an hour 
had passed, I called for a break, but before I could run out, two students appeared at my desk 
wanting to chat with me. I spent what seemed like a few hours talking to them, finally got 
away, and kinda ran-shuffled-skipped to the only mens' room I knew about, and pee'd and 
pee'd and pee'd. God, that felt good. I now knew that I not only couldn't eat on the day I 
taught, I couldn't have coffee for a few hours before class began. Maybe I shouldn't have 
applied for a teaching job. 

9/25/96-Age 53 

Yesterday was my last day teaching. The class had shrunk to 5 students, and the head 
of the psychology department called and told me that the class was being canceled. I was 
relieved. I wouldn't have to go 24 hours without eating, I wouldn't have to monitor my coffee 
drinking behavior, and I wouldn't have to worry about how to teach the unteachable course. I 
did enjoy the teaching part, but all in all I was relieved to be laid off. Now I could go back to 
my stiflingly boring life, sitting at my computer, making art and smoking cigarettes, and 
chatting with and seeing slut 

I have been seeing her every day, because she stops off after work for an hour or two. 
She has lost another few pounds, and I am happy for her. She still looks like an unmade bed, 
but she is beginning to have facial features, instead of having a face that looked like a pie 
crust. I also noticed that I call her by her real name, Emma, more often than I call her slut. 

9/27/96-Age 53 

I don't know why, but I'm still angry about Daisy calling and telling me about Maude 
wanting me to help her find a new lawyer, and about being ripped off by Maude and Polanski, 
may he roast in Hell. I was talking to Emma tonight and she said that maybe I needed 
something like "closure", that is, put an end to this damn thing and then forget about it. Beth 
told me that I was in a lose-lose situation, and that what I really needed was a car, and that 
might be a good goal, and then forget about the rest. She was right, but I can't forget about 
the rest since I keep getting calls from either Maude or Daisy. 

As for money, I haven't made any in a while. I have lost about $1,700 in the stock 
market this year, which isn't the point. Heck, I'm not trying to get a tax write-off. I'm trying to 
make money. Yeah, right. 


10/13/96-Age 53 
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A snapshot I recently shot of Emma after she lost a lot of weight 

Emma is still losing weight fast. She's lost about 20 pounds in six weeks, although 
she's beginning to slow down a little lately. At least one good thing is happening. 

10/15/96-Age 53 

Aunt Daisy called a little while ago. I asked what Maude had decided to do about 
getting a new lawyer. Daisy asked me to come in and see Maude and talk to her about getting 
a new lawyer, and to see if I could get her to see a shrink, or get some other kind of help, or 
maybe just talk some sense into her. I said, "Yeah, right, I can imagine coming all the way to 
New York, only to have Maude refuse to let me in the apartment. "Of course she'll let you in 
the apartment. It's half yours. And she's your SISTER", Daisy said. I said I'd think it over and 
let her know what I decided. 

10/16/96-Age 53 

I called Daisy and told her I would be in New York next Tuesday, and that I'd like her to 
meet me at the co-op at around 8:30 in the morning. I told her I might be a little late because I 
was at the mercy of the airline. She seemed very pleased. I told her I didn't know what I could 
do to help Maude, but I'd see when I got there. Daisy wanted to know how many days I'd be 
in town, and I told her only one. I had no desire to be around Maude-of-the-viscous-mouth, 
nor around Daisy for that matter. 

Actually, my travel plans were a little different than what I told Daisy. I had called a 
number of travel agents to get tickets to N.Y., and realized that a round trip would cost a few 
thousand dollars just for the tickets, not counting money in my pocket for food and cabs. I 
finally found an agent who told me about Tower Air, a company I never heard of. It was dirt 
cheap, only about $600 round trip. It would leave Los Angeles at 10 in the morning and get to 
N.Y. around 6 at night. I didn't want to tell Daisy that I'd be in that early, since she'd probably 
invite me to stay with her, and there was no way I was going to do that. So I led her to believe 
that I'd get into N.Y. very early Tuesday morning. 



10/23/96-Age 53 
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Two days ago, on Monday, I had Emma drop me off at the Tower Air check-in place at 
the airport at 9:00 A.M. an hour before the plane was supposed to leave. Around 10:30 A.M. 
there was an announcement that the plane wouldn't leave until 3:30 P.M., and we could get 
some vouchers for $10 worth of fast food if we wanted. Everyone in the terminal wanted. It 
turns out that Tower Air only has one plane that files from L.A. to N.Y., and then back. The 
problem was that the plane was broken, and we had to wait for a replacement plane to arrive 
from N.Y. 

We did get onto the plane around 3:30, but it didn't take off until around 5:00 P.M. 
Around 1:00 A.M. we landed in N.Y. I wasn't upset, since it only meant that I'd have less time 
I'd have to kill waiting around the airport before going to Maude's. I sure as hell wasn't going 
to stay at a motel for $75. Around six in the morning, after drinking a lot of coffee, I found a 
shuttle bus that took me to a subway that took me to "the city". When I got off I was lost. It had 
been so long since I'd been in N.Y. that I wasn't sure what direction Maude's place was in. I 
was on Broadway and 51st St., needing to get to 2nd Ave and 78th St., when I asked a 
woman for directions. She pointed and suggested I take a bus. I walked the 30 blocks in 
about 45 minutes, and passed by Maude's building around 9:00. I didn't want to go in then, 
since I wanted to make sure that Aunt Daisy was there. Otherwise, I assumed I wouldn't be let 
in. 

Awhile later I strode in, walking fast past the doorman, who was surprised by my 
speeding by him. He called after me, and I looked over my shoulder and said, "It's okay, I'm 
Maude's brother, I'm going up to 2J to see her". The doorman called to me, "Is she expecting 
you?" I didn't answer. 

I knocked on Maude's door. I heard Daisy and Maude arguing. Apparently Maude didn't 
want to let me in. Golly Gee, why wasn't I surprised? I heard Daisy say she was going to open 
the door, and I heard Maude shriek No!, and then I heard the door being unlocked and then I 
saw Daisy. She smiled and tried to act like nothing was wrong. Like I'm deaf. Okay. 

Daisy was shorter and thinner and older than I remembered. Like she was old, in her 
late seventies I imagine. She stepped back which left some room for me to get into the 
apartment. Maude was standing about six feet away, not looking happy to see me. I wasn't 
really surprised by the mess and the fact that there were tiny trails Maude used to walk to the 
various rooms. What surprised me most was the amount of stuff that Maude hadn't gotten 
around to pawning. There was enough stuff to stock, from floor to ceiling, two or three large 
antique stores. Unfortunately, much of the stuff was broken or bent or scratched or had water 
marks or... 

I found a place to sit and so did Maude. Daisy said she had to go to the bathroom. I 
think she was just trying to arrange for Maude and me to be alone. Soon we were. I took a 
good look at Maude. She looked very strange. She was completely white. Like she hadn't 
been outside for a few years. She also looked like she was in her 80's, although she didn't 
have wrinkles. If you can imagine an 80 year old woman without bad wrinkles, you'll see what 
I mean when I say Maude looked strange. We talked. Surprisingly, we were civil. Although we 
talked, we didn't say anything. She was on a different planet, and we weren't communicating 
with each other. Daisy came back after a while and she tried to get me to stay in N.Y. and be 
a better brother to Maude. 

I said I needed to use the bathroom, and made my way, via a trail, to it. I was taken 
back by the small hallway and bedroom I saw next to the bathroom. They were filled, almost 
to the ceiling, with "stuff"- paintings, silverware, chairs, tables, candlesticks, and just about 
everything else I remembered from my childhood. I had assumed that all these things had 
been sold. I still assume that some, or even much, had been. Without an accounting, and with 
things on top of things on top of things on top of things, there was no way for me to know how 
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much had been sold. But I was surprised that so much remained. Maude, apparently, was a 
"hoarder". 

I went back to the living room and Maude and Daisy and I chatted about nothing much. 
Again Daisy started in about me moving back to N.Y. I told her I had a life in L.A. So I lied, I 
don't have a life in L.A., but Daisy didn't know that. Well, technically, not much of a life. 

It was in the early afternoon, and I had enough of Maude. At one point she wanted to 
know why I didn't accept her collect phone calls, and I said that she had a tendency to start 
yelling and cursing at me, and I didn't see why I should have to pay for that treatment. She 
didn't say anything for a while, and then said she didn't know why I was making up lies about 
her, and that she didn't curse or yell at me. I just looked at her and changed the subject. I 
suggested that she call a used book store and see if they would come and take away the five 
hundred or so hard cover books she had in a few large piles. I told her that if she only got a 
dollar for each book, she'd have enough to eat for a while. She said she needed all the books. 

I seem to remember Daisy telling me that Maude thought that people were sending her secret 
messages in books she read, so I let the conversation end. Maybe she was too paranoid and 
schizophrenic to let the books go. Maybe she thought the world would come to an end if she 
did. Or whatever. I realized that Maude was beyond any help I could offer. Nothing I could say 
would help her. 

I was ready to make my escape. I asked Maude about the "Degas" drawing, and she 
pointed to a pile of once beautiful things, and I rummaged through it and came across the 
drawing, still in its frame. I picked it up, put it into a cardboard box I found in the mess to 
transport it in, smiled at Maude and lied that it was nice seeing her. Daisy left with me. 

When we were away from the building, Daisy asked me if I wanted to get a bite to eat 
with her. I said sure, fine, and we went to a coffee shop a few blocks away. She told me she 
usually took Maude to eat here, because Maude didn't eat, saying that God didn't want her to, 
or that if she did the Nazis would get her, and so sitting with her in a coffee shop and telling 
her that nobody bad was going to hurt her if she had a little something to eat was the only 
way Daisy could be sure Maude got at least something to eat. Maude did look kinda thin. 
Maybe I shouldn't have told her she could use the money from the sale of her books for food. 

When we finished I walked Daisy to her bus, although I tried to give her money to take 
a cab home. She said she'd be all right on the bus, and I didn't want to argue with her. We 
gave each other a polite kiss on the cheek, which was more than I did with Maude, and she 
was gone. I hailed a cab and took it back to the Tower Air terminal at the airport. I was too 
tired, and had zero interest, in exploring N.Y. I got to the terminal around seven o'clock. There 
were some people there, but not many. It was a private terminal away from all the others by a 
good distance. I planned to stay there until the plane left around 6:00 the next morning. 

Around 8:00 at night I was the only person in the terminal. All the employees had gone, 
and there was no one else waiting for a plane that was scheduled to leave in ten hours. I tried 
to just sit and be quiet, got bored, walked around the fairly small terminal for a while, got 
bored, sat back down and tried to sleep, felt my back and ass starting to hurt from the hard 
metal chairs, and so, around midnight, I laid down on the floor to make myself more 
comfortable. 

It wasn't long after that when the night watchman/guard woke me. He wanted to know 
what I was doing there. I suppose I looked my usual disheveled self, and he wanted to know if 
I was a bum off the street. I told him I was waiting for the morning plane. He asked to see my 
ticket. I showed it to him. He seemed satisfied. He also seemed bored. I was bored. We 
decided to keep each other company. 

He asked me if I was married. I told him I was divorced. He wanted to know about 
"divorce", since his religion didn't allow it. It turned out that I was talking to a born again 
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Christian. We spent a few hours talking about religion. It wasn't bad, like it is when the 
Jehovah’s Witnesses knock on your door. It was kinda interesting, as a matter of fact. I asked 
him why he was "born again" and he told me that come judgment day everyone who ever 
lived would be reborn. Okay, so, why be born again now, I wanted to know. Well, it turns out 
that when everyone is resurrected, 144,000 or 244,000 or some such number, I honestly 
forget what he said, would be made into "executives" and these executives would make the 
rules everyone else would have to follow. He wanted to be an executive. So, he would be a 
good boy in this life, and not get a divorce from the woman he hated living with, and then he 
would die, and then he would be reborn, and maybe then he would be made into an 
executive. Honest, that's what he told me. That's why he was a Born Again Christian. About 
three in the morning he said he had things to do, told me to feel free to stretch out on the floor 
again, and he walked away. I stretched out again. My last thought while drifting off was that 
there was no need to ever hear from Maude or Daisy again. 

11/12/96-Age 53 

I checked the fake Degas I took with me on the plane, when I got back from N.Y. I 
looked at it through a magnifying glass, and saw the dot pattern caused by the photo¬ 
mechanical printing process. So it turns out that the fake Degas really is a fake, or more 
accurately, a reproduction. 

All in all, though, I feel okay, because I have the closure Emma and I discussed- at 
least I won't hear from Daisy and Maude again. I made an appearance in N.Y., saw what was 
in the apartment, and realized that there was nothing left for me to do. To Hell with finding a 
new attorney. He'd just steal whatever he could, and I'd get nothing, not that it looked like 
there was anything worth getting. 


2/20/97-Age 53 

Emma lost a lot of weight in a short time on the low carbohydrate diet, but then 
suddenly she stopped losing weight and started gaining. While she still dieted. I told her to 
call the doctor who wrote the book, who had an office in the same medical building as her 
internist, and make an appointment. She told me tonight that she has an appointment with 
him next week. 

2/21/97-Age 53 

I've been doing my art, which means I've not been doing much that the world thinks is 
important. My photography hasn't changed in a number of years, which is okay, since I 
apparently like what I'm doing. However, I've been getting a little bit bored, artistically 
speaking. I've been writing my thoughts down about photography, and I've been giving 
thought to a whole bunch of things, some of which are still jelling inside my head- like lawyers 
being priests of a religion that worships "The Law" as God. I don't want to bore you with my 
thoughts on photography, the Priests of God Law, etc., but I feel I might as well publish them 
on the web for posterity. I think I'll publish them on the 'net somewhere, sometime. 

Another thing I've been thinking about is making the "boxes" I did when working for 
Don at his special effects studio, which was appreciated by the art collector who was over at 
Jim's. Actually, I've been making some, but out of paper instead of wood. They are more like 
"bundles" or "packages" than anything else, but besides that, they are the same as those I did 


Page 362 of 637 


years ago. Most of the ones I've done are pornographic, that is, I've downloaded porn from 
the net and put pictures inside ugly packages and then printed a description of what is inside. 
The viewer/owner of the package, which is intentionally kinda ugly, is faced with the conflict of 
either destroying the art piece to see what is inside, or not damaging the art but not seeing 
the contents. Additionally, since the art is kinda ugly, the owner has to decide where to display 
it, or maybe just leave it in a closet hidden from view. 

The problem as I see it is that the "shock" value of the porn is being undermined by the 
porn that now surrounds us. A few years ago when I started playing with this idea, not as 
many people were on the net, and most didn't have porn available to them. Now porn is a fact 
of life, and my art pieces are no longer shocking or, I fear, interesting- big deal, so inside the 
ugly package are pictures of people having sex, who cares- is what I think most people will 
say. I don't think they will look at the date the art was made and say, "Oh, this was done 
before porn was a fact of life". I am beginning to give thought to other things I can put inside 
the ugly packages. 

2/27/97-Age 53 

Emma got the results of the blood tests etc. she had done at the diet doctor's a few 
days ago. She had to go back to him for them. He spent some time talking to her. He said, in 
essence, that she had a really really really bad case of being carbohydrate intolerant. I don't 
fully understand what that means, but Emma seems to, which is all that matters, I suppose. 

As best as I can figure, her problem is that she produces too much insulin or sugar in her 
blood. A diabetic produces too little. Emma is the opposite of a diabetic. Anyway, for reasons 
even the doctor doesn't fully understand, when she eats carbohydrates she gains weight, 
immediately. When she doesn't eat carbohydrates, her insulin levels drop a bit. 

Putting this slightly differently, most people who are overweight can lose weight by 
reducing the number of calories they take in and, also, exercising. As they exercise, their 
body says, "I need some more fuel", and then looks around for some. Their body finds energy 
stored inside of fat cells, and breaks the cells open and gobbles up the fat, to burn it for 
energy. With Emma, and others who are carbohydrate intolerant, dieting doesn't do much 
good. She can diet and exercise and her body says, "I need some more fuel", but instead of 
going to the fat cells, it gets the much easier to get at sugar in her blood stream. It's kind of 
like free food for energy. It doesn't take much work for her body to get and burn the insulin. It 
does take a lot more work for her body to get energy from the fat cells. So she can diet and 
exercise and not lose an ounce. Ever. And if she has carbohydrates, even a crust of bread, 
her body converts it to fat/insulin. The next time I see one of those HUGE men or women on 
the street, I won't say, "Why doesn't she go on a diet", but, "She might be carbohydrate 
intolerant". 

The above may explain, at least as well as I can explain, Emma's condition, but what to 
do about it is still a mystery. The doctor says that most people can control the problem by 
eliminating the carbohydrates from their diet, but some people, like Emma, have more of a 
problem. Emma is going to start taking medications to readjust her body chemistry, which 
should start her losing weight again. Time will tell. 

12/4/96-Age 53 

Things are getting desperate, monywise. I lost about $1,900 in the market this year, 
and had no other money coming in, and had to pay for the trip to N.Y., and then general living 
expenses, and car insurance... 
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I've been living on credit cards. I owe $60,000 on them, and have about $20,000 in the 
bank and my online stock brokerage account and the stock brokerage I set up to get my 
father's stock, much of which was ripped off by Maude and Polanski, who hopefully is roasting 
in Hell. 

Emma has been helping me pay my rent and other expenses. Not always, just when I 
ask her. Sometimes I think about being out on the street again, and that's when I ask Emma 
to help me out, instead of paying out of my pocket, or writing a credit card check and going 
even deeper in debt. However, I still don't worry about things like I used to. As for my credit 
card debt, I just remember Fae-the-shrink's thought that the worst thing they can do is take 
away my cards. As for the high interest I pay, I just think of how it will average out to a normal 
rate of interest should I go, voluntarily or involuntarily, bankrupt. 

Anyway, a big change is coming. I'll be moving in with Emma next month. It'll save a lot 
of money on rent and electricity and things in general. We have been waiting for her son to 
graduate college and move out, which he's doing this month. I have mixed feelings. I don't 
want to give up my independence, and I don't know if this move will cause problems with me 
and Emma, resulting in a breakup. But it seems silly for me to pay rent when I can't afford to, 
or to borrow money from Emma, when she has a three bedroom house with a swimming pool. 
I'll try to be positive and think that everything will work out well. 

1/19/97-Age 53 

The move went well, and things seem okay, except that the house needs some work. 
Well, I suppose I can do some things around here. We've set up one of the bedrooms as a 
computer room, and I've appropriated part of the garage for space to make my package-art. I 
have my own bedroom, she has hers, and we share the rest of the house. Except for her two 
dogs, I have no real complaints. 

Her children, on the other hand, do. They hate me. Both are adults- the girl is 31, and 
the boy is 24. It seems that I am a beast and an awful person. My "crime" is that I have 
helped Emma lose a few hundred pounds, and find a good job. Emma isn't the mother they 
are used to. They are used to a woman who looked very different, who was home almost all 
the time because she was too big to get around easily, and who didn't work for the same 
reason. They were used to that mother. Not to this one. It makes no difference that Emma is 
happy. 

5/22/97-Age 54 

I got the following email today: 

Subj: RE: availability of on-line MALE-DOMS Date: 97-05-22 07:52:35 EDT 

From: tammy 

To: abouteliot@aol.com 

DEAR SIR, i humbly beg you to forgive this intrusion of your privacy, but i couldn't help 
myself, i saw your letter on the comments and views page of the DSKIOSK web site, i 
knew from reading your letter that you're a "BABY BOOMER", as i am too. my question 
is, "do you know how i'd go about finding a MASTER who's in our age range on the 
net?" i'm a newbie-like you didn't know that, i have no idea where to begin and since 
you describe yourself as a "SKILLED DOM", i thought you'd possibly be able to steer 
me in the right direction, i love everything about the D/s lifestyle and used to practice it 
with my husband until he decided he no longer cared to live like that, we're still married 
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and the only relationship i would be allowed to have is one in cyber-space. Any 
assistance you could give me would be greatly appreciated, thank-you so much, you 
can reach me at my email address, tammy@ 

Sounds like it might be interesting to pursue. Sex with Emma, because of her weight, 
hasn't been like I've been used to over the years. Besides, I'm getting older, and my 
hormones are slowing down, and I'm not quite the Eliot I was even a few years ago. Maybe 
tammy will help spice things up. 

Although my sex life is down, my interest in Emma is up. She's lost a few hundred 
pounds, and now she actually has a face with real features, instead of looking like an apple 
pie crust. She's also nice. And she cares about me and wants to help me. When I first met her 
I began wondering how to get rid of her, now I'm very happy we're together. If nothing else, 
Emma is "low maintenance", and she's supportive of me and my art work... now, if she only 
lost more weight... 

6/15/97-Age 54 

Emma has been losing weight with the new medications she's on. She's looking good, 
but that's relative to how huge she used to be. She still has a ways to go. We don't know what 
her ideal weight should be, but she has some female cousins about her age who are her 
height, and weigh about 105 pounds. Emma is now 251 pounds. She is still very overweight. 
Looking at it from where she was when she started to diet, she's looking real good. 

She knows I've been emailing with tammy, and doesn't seem to mind. If she does, 
she's being a good slave girl and pretending she doesn't mind so I can have some fun. 

6/29/97-Age 54 

It's not only been fun emailing with tammy, but informative. She's had a lot of 
interesting experiences. She also seems to be a bit depressed. I got this email from her today, 
"trinket" is the slave name I've given her. 

Subj: RE: as ordered, Sir Date: 97-06-29 09:37:26 EDT From: trinket 
To: abouteliot@aol.com 

Dear Master, 

whoa...lots of ???'s you have for me to answer...and none of them can be 
answered in a sentence or two. this would be so much easier over a glass of wine and 
a laid back evening, your house or mine, and who's bringing the wine? yes Sir, i'm well 
aware that my MO is that i have to be forced into doing new things, it's all about fear... 
fear of failure... fear of change... fear of not doing it right... fear of not being good 
enough, etc. Master, you said that you have a zillion questions to ask me. aren’t you 
afraid of the three zillion answers i'll give and the weeks it'll take you to sort through 
them? nothing is ever yes or no with me, as you know by now. you want to know 
about the trials and errors of the attempted Master/slave relationship i had with John? 
oh., god., where do i begin? there were many starts and stops... depending on his need 
for it at the time, i'd have to say that it began after about two years of marriage, he 
started to notice that i had better, and more, orgasms after one of his beatings, you 
know.... the kissy-face make up after the fight nights? he said he was beginning to 
think that i actually liked to be beaten, finally, one night i flat out told him i did... 
because i liked it and i liked how much better the sex felt after, that's all he needed to 
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hear.... we were off and running, trouble is... drinking got in the way and the fun 
beatings started to blur with the drunken rages, being thrown into walls and having 
your head banged repeatedly on the floor is not the same as being hand cuffed and 
beat with a leather belt, just because i liked pain... he thought that gave him the 
freedom to hurt me whenever he wanted to. i tried many times to explain the difference 
in the experiences to him, but none of it sunk in. he hurt me pretty bad right before he 
left for a 6 mo. deployment that year, in fact, i had to wear sunglasses to see him off at 
the base hanger, because my eyes were black/blue, i spent that whole summer and fall 
going back and forth to a Naval Hospital to repair the damage he'd done to my head, 
he'd beaten me so hard and banged my head so much that he'd severely damaged my 
inner ear, which caused terrible headaches, nausea, and made me vomit every time i 
tried to lay down or turn over to my side, went through many tests 'til they finally found 
the problem, i don't remember the doctor's name who discovered the problem, but i'll 
never forget the compassion he showed when he knew what had caused the damage, 
he sat me down in his office one day and he said, "i know you've been beaten and i 
want you to tell me about it and how it happened", he knew that to sustain that amount 
of damage that i'd had severe trauma to the head for a period of time, i fell apart in his 
office, but i told him. he said it would take a long time to heal and he'd give me pills for 
the pain and he'd make me up a separate folder to carry with me to the next base, they 
weren't supposed to do that at Navy Hospitals... but he did. he said he was worried 
about me and if i ever need him to testify in a divorce hearing... all i'd have to do is call 
him. he wanted me to keep the folder out of my regular one so John couldn't pull it and 
destroy it. husbands can get their dependents records at any time, he made me 
promise i'd show it to the staff at Jacksonville when we got there... so that they'd know 
about his violent rages... just in case i was to turn up there and be unconscious, what a 
guy! so anyway, after he came home, he laid off me for awhile... long enough for me to 
heal, the bases kept changing every couple of years and the drunken beatings 
continued and the emergency room visits increased, some bitches just don't learn, do 
they? when we got to Md., we started the first s/m relationship, i had told him what i 
wanted and he seemed to like the idea at the time, we maybe had three weeks where it 
worked out and things were moving in a positive direction, see... he absolutely loved 
the control and the fact that i worshiped him for it. he loved the sex and the mind 
games and the orgasms that i had. but he couldn't stay out of the clubs/bars and he 
needed to hurt somebody when he was done drinking for the night, i was an easy 
target...because i was there, after a broken nose, bruised ribs and several black eyes.... 
i'm kinda losing my need to be controlled and beaten, i suggest that we put it on the 
back burner for another time, that's when i later found the s/m club in D.C. and talked 
him into going there so i could have what i needed without going to an emergency 
room after, don't want to get into all that right now. that would take a letter by itself, 
next is the year i worked at the escort service, no s/m stuff with him then...just more 
and longer beatings, didn't try again 'til around '82 or '83 he was gone on a 9 mo. 
deployment that time, and we'd talked about doing it when he came home all through 
the whole 9 mo. we tried.... lasted for about two weeks and he said he wasn't really into 
it and since he was sober now... it no longer turned him on. Jill was 2 yrs. old and the 
other kids were getting older... so what we could do in the way of fun had to be toned 
down and he just drifted away from it and got lost in his A.A. crowd and spent most 
nights at meetings and then out for coffee with them, i let it go and i've never asked 
him since and i don't believe i could do it with him today anyway, too much damage, far 
too much anger, no desire. Master, i was so in love with him when he first got sober 
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that he could have owned me forever. John was the best sex partner i'd ever had and 
my need to serve him... be controlled by him, and owned by him was all i could think 
about those first years he was sober, i wanted the whole s/m package, would have 
traded my soul for it...but it takes two, and it wasn't what he wanted, besides... he was 
John and his needs were and are always more important, 
this next part is, in many ways, worse than anything that happened prior to my 
surgery... including what happened with my brother, the scars from this are bigger and 
deeper than any beating i ever got from him. you'll have to forgive me in advance if i 
seem too angry or too cold or too bitchy, please know that none of it is directed at you. 
my hatred of men is mostly directed at oct.'96. this is ugly and dirty and it hurts to write 
about it. what happened, isn't all his fault.... i own some of this... maybe a lot of it. get 
some coffee.... this will be long. 

after i left the hospital from my hysterectomy.i came home and cried for the next 6 

wks. my body was shattered... my mind was shattered and i was extremely depressed, 
we waited the required time for me to heal and then decided to test hop this new cunt 
that the nice Dr. had told me he'd designed for me. i was in no way prepared for what i 
was about to feel, what i felt when my husband put his cock in me was... absolutely 
nothing, no sensation at all. i didn't even know he was in... 'til he told me he was i'm 
thinking.... this can't be right, the Dr. had said that sex would be exactly as before... 
minus the pain now. something wasn't working as it should, so, we switch positions, 
thinking i could feel him better if i sat on him. same deal, no feeling at all. he's in 
heaven... telling me how tight i am and how good my pusssy feels, i fucking lost it right 
then and there, i got off him and started crying and cried for weeks/weeks/weeks after 
that, i didn't want to live, i didn't want to spend the rest of my life with this new cunt i 
was given, i was afraid, i was pissed off. i was devastated... to say the least. Master, i 
had just turned 35 earlier that summer, the thought of never feeling a man inside me 
again was too much for me to handle emotionally. John wasn't prepared for how i was 
going to be from that day forward, he lost something too. he lost the woman i used to 
be and the sex partner he'd known for years, he did try to make me feel better in the 
beginning and waded through many months of depression with me before he began 
having affairs with women who could meet his sexual needs, i mean..what the hell... he 
deserved to have sex... he was a man. and men had needs and if women couldn't meet 
those needs... other women would have to fill in. i kinda reminded him of all the years 
he could have had all the sex any man would need, and how he chose to spend those 
years drunk, and now he has the nerve to complain that i can't give him what he needs, 
the boy is lucky he's still alive! if i'd had a gun in my hand at that moment... he wouldn't 
be today, we try sex a few more times and the same thing happens, no feeling.... more 
tears... more anger, i try to climb out of the depression by working for awhile and 
having something else to think about besides myself, the depression and the on going 
affairs, to piss him off, i take jobs at 2 different clubs in town as a cocktail waitress so i 
can be out of the house when he comes home reeking of someone elses perfume, i 
worked at some base clubs too. i drank with those boys... i took drugs with those 
boys... i went to bed with some of them, i wanted a man to still want me. i wanted to be 
loved, i wanted to be held, what i got... was fucked, i never felt them either... but i didn't 
bother to tell them, i was running from emotional pain again and following the path i 
always chose, men, drugs, and night people who liked to play night games, i hate 
them...but i always turn to them when i'm in pain... go figure, he's due to retire in Nov. 
of '85... so, we come back to Vermont in June., rent a house... he goes back to finish 
his tour, while he's there, he lives with some divorced chick he met in A.A. comes 
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home... bounces from job to job to job...finally lands a good one. he's going to A.A. on 
a regular basis...meets yet another divorced chick and begins long time affair with her 
that eventually leads to our separation, during the time he's trying to decide which 
flavor he likes now... he's bouncing back and forth between her and me. we're still 
trying to have sex sometimes, but he says he can't do it with me anymore because i'm 
not the responsive woman i was before surgery and he doesn't like the fact that i no 
longer cum my brains out everytime he sticks his cock in me now. the poor baby, how 
could i have been so cruel? what was i thinking? yes i am very angry at this moment, 
does it show? we do a lot of talking and shouting and crying and name calling and 
blaming, that always helps he tells me he's sorry for hurting me and the kids, he's 
going up to see her and tell her it's over... and he'll be right back, hours later at 11:15 
pm on Nov. 10th...he walks in the door... up the stairs... into the bedroom and starts 
packing, he won't look at me or talk to me or anything, i ask him what he's doing this 
for, and he says,"for the last 16yrs". kids are crying... i'm crying... dogs are pacing, he 
tears out of the yard and goes to move in with her. this is the part i really like and will 
never forgive him for. that mutha-fuckin-bastard left us in a big old federal style house 
that i could not afford to rent... let alone heat, he took my last $8.00--he drained the 
checking account-he stopped paying the rent, electric bill, water bill, car insurance 
and called the fuel co. and cancelled our account and told them he would no longer be 
responsible for any of my bills, this is what i had... i had 3 of our children still at home, 
ages 7 to 13.... i had a house i couldn't afford, i had no money, i had a broken car in the 
driveway, i had no job, i had less than a pack of cigarettes, i had an oil barrel that was 
almost empty, i was soon to get bills i couldn't afford and he wouldn't pay. we had little 
food in the house, i was absolutely destroyed, i couldn't believe a man would leave his 
family for some piece of trash who was using him to finish building the house that the 
state had partially paid for. two days later he cuts off the cable...puts the phone in my 
name and calls me to tell me to pull myself together and take care of our kids. That's 
rich, that's really fucking rich, he mails me some money for food for the first month or 
so.... then calls to tell me i'd better get my lazy ass to welfare for A.F.D.C./food stamps 
because he wasn't supporting us any longer, that was one of the hardest things i've 
ever had to do in my life, do you have any idea how degrading and humiliating it is to 
ask for money/food stamps? the way they talk to you and look at you is enough to 
make you want to die on the spot, but when it comes to feeding her children... a woman 
will trade her pride to give them what they need, i was very suicidal for the first few 
months, thought about it all the time... got a book from the library that told me what 
combinations of pills would kill me and how many i would need, i didn't want to be one 
of those people who take a 1/2 of a bottle of vallium and only end up with their stomach 
pumped, i wanted to be dead, i had a shit load of pills stashed that i had been saving 
since my surgery, i dump them out into a dish, pour some water and almost started 
swallowing, then i had the urge to go see the kids one more time, i walked into each of 
their rooms and watched them as they slept, by the time i'd gotten to Jill's room...i 
knew i couldn't do it. i looked at my precious baby and thought of how she would feel 
when she woke up and found her mother dead, that child was my life line that night, i 
thank god for her. that shocked me back to reality, killing myself wasn't going to help 
them at all. tammy came out in full force and just took over, i found a lawyer through 
the state.... for free, i got us moved into low income housing, my family helped me a 
lot. one of my brothers gave me money to keep the kids fed until food stamps came, 
others came to chop wood for the stove... John hadn't left any cut for the winter when 
he bailed out. he wouldn't give me any money for anything after Jan. 1st. friends/family 
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helped us make the move, i left behind a bunch of stuff that wouldn't fit into the place 
they gave us. we moved into a small 4 bdrm. apt. from a 10 rm. house, i sold stuff...i 
gave stuff away...i left boxes from the attic that i never even went through, it just didn't 
matter anymore, got a job at a video store for $4.00 an hour and my daughter landed 
one at mickey-D's for the same amount, between my money, her money, and the state's 
money... we somehow managed to stay afloat 'til i got a better job. that first year was a 
killer, we all cried and worked and hugged and were hungry at times, he's not paying 
child support or helping in any way. at one point we're down to toast/parkay. then we 
use the rest of the parkay. that's never a good moment. Barbara tells me that we can't 
keep going to work on toast and i agree, what to do? pawn something, so i took some 
pieces of stereo equipment and my wedding band and got enough money for some 
food 'til we each got paid, later, i landed a better job in a factory as a packer, moved 
from that to the Holiday Inn as a desk clerk and then as a night auditor, he's going 
through lawyer after lawyer, trying to ditch me and i won't give in. no money-no deal, 
state finally takes support money out of his navy retirement check, only took them a 
year and a half to do that, let's give them a round of applause here, and then Mr. 
Wonderful shows up at the door a year later... relationship has gone sour... he's moved 
out... realizes he fucked up... is sorry for putting us through 2 1/2 yrs. of hell and so on 
and so on. kids are excited... daddy's back... he still loves us. don't ask me why... but 
we start dating again, and one night we end up in bed... and you know the rest of the 
story, he moves back in. barbara moves out with her boyfriend, she's 16... refuses to 
come home as long as he's there. When he was gone... seems he got into religion, 
imagine that? i had no idea just how deep, i was to find out. he managed to get 
involved with this jehovah witness crowd, here comes the control again, all of a 
sudden, he wants to change our whole life, he doesn't want tv's or radios or stereo's in 
the house anymore, he won't celebrate xmas or any other holiday, he took books that 
he thought i shouldn't read and burned them, he stopped having sex with me because i 
was not fit to be his wife if i wasn't in total submission to him as the church required, 
now mind you, this isn't about anything sexual, this is for god. yeah-right. i told him 
to piss up a rope, my son Joe couldn't stand him anymore..so he moves out. we're 
down to him, me and Jill, the guy can clear out a house fast, he refused to give our 
daughter away at her wedding...because she was a whore who'd been living with her 
boyfriend prior to marriage, he wasn't even going to attend, my beautiful barbara got 
married one day while i was sleeping before i went to work, she called me that night as 
i was getting out of bed and apologised for not inviting me and was crying her heart 
out. when i asked her why she did it... she said she did it to hurt him for hurting us and 
she never meant to hurt me in the process, that really made my day. why did i stay? 
because Jill was only 10 yrs. old when he came home and she wanted her father back 
home in the worst way. i told myself that i could put up with him for her sake...just until 
she turned 18. she was 17 this month, i'm on the down hill slide here, he continued to 
make our life a living hell up until last October, then he just walks away from them one 
day and hasn't been back, he'd told us many times over the last 6 yrs. that he was 
moving into some kinda Christian type community in Bangor...but he never went, he 
gave them a lot of money each month to pay for their pretend minister, they weren't 
into a formal church or anything like that, just made up their own rules as they went 
along, their leader was a hard core fundamentalist with a lot of fucked up ideas on how 
to treat women/children, women were on this earth to serve/obey men. their opinion 
didn't count and they were to shut up and speak when spoken to. John grasped that 
concept with both hands, didn't fly around here and never will after he left them.... he 
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changes again, he's fixing all the shit he let go for 6 yrs.buying stuff for the house 

again... got this computer.... brings me flowers... is home every night, etc., etc.if you 
could find a woman who'd want to still have sex with a guy like this....let me know...she 
can trade places with me. lol lol lol 

so, my kind, loving Master, this is why i find it real easy to stay up at night and avoid 
him like the plague, he hasn't asked me to have sex... he never talks about it.... he 
doesn't touch me other than to kinda hug me if i am the one who hugs first, i could use 
the vibrator for the rest of my life if i have to. you're probably wondering why i would 
even want to have sex anymore after the number of times i've been laid in my lifetime, 
aren't you? the last time i even enjoyed it at all was with that man i was seeing before 
John came back, this man was very skilled with the mind game part and he could 
swing a mean belt, shoulda kept him. live 'n' learn. 

one night, i'm in here cruising the net and happen to find an interesting sounding 
article written by a man who is most definitely a baby boomer, i write to him with some 
bull-shit excuse about being a newbie and ask him how to meet men my age on the net 
who are also into s/m. you see, i really only wanted to write to him, but i had to see if 
he was interested first, from his first letter, i knew he was and would be. we continue 
writing back and forth and now he's reading my letter, i like this man a whole lot. we 
have a lot to say to each other, he listens to me. he teaches me things, he's trying to 
train me to serve him and i'm trying really hard to learn, he makes sex seem so real to 
me that i get wet just reading his letters, i'm not so sad since i found him and 
sometimes i'm afraid i'll lose him because i'm too needy for attention and too hungry 
for his words, he has no idea what he's given me or how happy i am to have him in my 
life, he never sees me rush to the den when i've just stepped out of bed... and doesn't 
see my face light up when i discover that there is yet another letter from him. if i had to 
pay him in cash for what he's given me so far, i'd need to max out my credit cards and 
take out a loan from the bank, my daughter was my first life line in this life and he's my 
second, of course, he'll never know that because i'm a faceless name who trades 
words with him every day. but that's ok... because i know how important he is to me. 
Master, if there is anything i didn't answer from your letter tonight, will you please 
forgive me? i have one hell of a migraine headache that's splitting my head open right 
now. i took some medication for it and i've got to lay down, i can't even read through 
this to see what it sounds like before i send it and check for mistakes and mispelled 
words, you got the very rough version, please send prozac, zoloft, or a shrink, i need 
one of them. 

you'll be in my thoughts today, i live only to please you and crawl to you. 
many hugs—trinket 

[Shit, and I think I have problems, thinks I.] 

9/12/97-Age 54 

I've just finished an art package-piece that is slightly different from the "porn" oriented 
ones I've been doing from time to time. The reason I chose "porn" as a theme was to try to 
get the viewers attention and interest. But, as I said earlier, porn is becoming overdone. I like 
this art piece, and I think I'll explore similar ideas. This is what is written on the front of the art 
“package”. 

Inside this package is a nude photograph of my second wife, Beth. I met her by chance 
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when I was 38 and she was 23.1 had never been with a woman so much younger than 
myself. For the first five months our relationship was platonic. Shortly after it turned 
sexual, we started living together. When Beth was about 24 she asked me to marry her. 
I declined. She asked why. I told her that I thought she was still a girl, and wouldn't be 
an adult until she was 25. She replied with the equivalent of, "Okay, fine". Four days 
after her 25th birthday we were married. She arranged everything. She got the divorce 
papers from my first marriage, got our marriage license, found a retired judge in Big 
Sur to perform the ceremony, found the motel we stayed in... all that was required of 
me was to show up and say "I do". And I felt honored to say that. Beth was absolutely 
unique. For one thing, she was drop dead beautiful. Not pretty, not beautiful, but drop 
dead beautiful. Men and women would literally stop eating, with their forks stuck in 
their mouths, while they turned their heads to follow her as she walked past them in a 
restaurant. This routinely happened. She was not only drop dead beautiful, but she 
was also from an immensely wealthy family. In today's money, they are probably worth 
around a billion and a half, if not more. Her grandmother was a trend-setter by 
renouncing her U.S. citizenship for tax and inheritance reasons many years ago. She 
told me that she had more money socked away in Swiss banks than all the rest of the 
family had in combined assets. This was insurance against a revolution or Communist 
takeover in the U.S. Neither Beth nor I were interested in money at that time, and since 
she was only an heiress, I certainly wasn't marrying her for her existing bank 
accounts. We did get some perks though, like week long trips to Lyford Cay in the 
Bahamas (for Christmas family get togethers). 

All this should have been enough to make Beth attractive to me, but there were two 
other things about her that just floored me. First, she was the brightest person I have 
ever met. I don't mean smart, I mean "Nobel Laureate" quality bright. Everyone in her 
Ph.D. program was overly bright, but she was able to look at problems in a way the 
others couldn't. It was as if she literally looked at issues and problems from a slightly 
different angle of view, which made solutions to difficult problems appear obvious and 
simple to her. There are very few people in the world blessed with this kind of insight. I 
found it enormously sexy. And she had more common sense in her fingernail than 
most people have in their entire body. Second, she was the nicest person I have ever 
met. She never said anything nasty about anyone. She was loyal to me, but at the 
same time she saw other people's points of view. She was never bitchy. She never 
took her problems out on me. She was super supportive. Personally, I think she was a 
saint. No kidding. 

Beth and I had seven and a half wonderful years together. But then things began to fall 
apart. (Talking about what went wrong makes me depressed. So I won't. Assume it was 
all my fault.) A year and a half later she told me she wanted a divorce. I was crushed. 
It's been close to six years since we broke up, and I'm still crushed, I think. Or maybe 
it's just that today would have been our wedding anniversary. 

I took the enclosed snapshot when Beth was 24. It has been left in a highly unstable 
state, and exposure to light, even briefly, will cause the image to rapidly deteriorate. 
However, if left inside its light tight wrapping, the image should last indefinitely. 


Title: Beth #1 1997 
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9/20/97-Age 54 

I quit smoking one month ago today. I didn't want to mention it earlier because I was 
afraid I'd start smoking again and then have to report myself as a failure. But so far so good. 
True, I have yelled at Emma almost constantly, as well as growl and snarl. Emma just takes it, 
good slave girl that she is. She really is good. She's happy I'm not smoking, and happy to 
help me, even if it means getting snapped at a lot. I think I've stopped snapping, at least the 
unintentional type. I haven't stopped eating, though, and I'm getting really fat. 

I decided to stop smoking mainly because I wanted to stop being a slave to the 
tobacco industry. Well, there was also the problem I've been having taking a breath. I think 
I've damaged my lungs. But the main reason is that I really don't like having to leave the 
house at two in the morning and find someplace to buy cigarettes, because I only have one 
left in my pack and I want to smoke it now but then I'll have nothing to smoke when I wake up 
and I don't like that at all. For years I've done this... if I went to take pictures with other guys 
when I was at Pro Arts, I had to make sure I had enough cigarettes, even if I didn't have the 
money to spare for "extra" packs. If we wound up in the desert or mountains and I ran out of 
cigarettes, the other guys wouldn't stop what they we were doing to get me cigarettes. It was 
kind of like having to make sure I had my drug with me at all times. So, with my lungs hurting 
and my not liking the feeling of being owned by the tobacco companies and not liking to pay a 
lot of money for cigarettes, I decided to quit. Cold turkey. Poor Emma. 

12/28/97-Age 54 

Today I attended Emma's daughter's wedding. I didn't want to go, and I'm sure she 
didn't particularly want me there, but I went anyway because it made Emma happy, so she 
wouldn't have to answer questions about why I wasn't there. 

I haven't attended any of her family functions after the first two I went to. She has one 
of those close families that celebrate each person's birthday together, and a dozen or so other 
(not so) memorable events. They usually go out to eat. I am not liked, because Emma is 
thinner and happy. Why should I sit and eat with people who don't like me? If they were 
interesting, maybe, but they are dull dull dull. So I stopped going. Emma understood, and 
hasn't ever tried to get me to go. When her 86 year old mother, who attends these events, 
asked in the beginning why I wasn't there, Emma said I didn't feel comfortable because of the 
rotten way her children treated me, and that was the end of that. 

But the wedding I thought was something Emma would really like me to attend, so I 
did. This meant that I had to buy some inexpensive clothes, which Emma paid for. We went 
shopping together. I bought one clean shirt and some very dark brown cord pants. That was 
the first pair of non-jeans I've owned in years and years and years. I had an old brown sports 
jacket, the type with leather arm patches, and I wore that. I needed shoes, but jeez, they're so 
expensive these days. I made do with shoes I had for years but didn't wear because they 
were a size too small. I figured that most of the time I'd be sitting at a table, so I could slip out 
of them if need be. 

I was surprised that the wedding was nice. I hadn't been to one maybe ever. Except for 
my two, which were "elopements", I suppose. Anyway, the conversation with the other 
"elders" at our table was polite, the food pretty good, and the music remarkably good. The 
best part was having people Emma hadn't seen for a few years not recognize her. People 
would ask her mother where Emma, the mother of the bride, was, only to be told that the 
person sitting next to her was Emma. Emma glowed. She looked wonderful in the very dark 
brown velvet pants-suit we got her. It covered up some loose skin that a dress didn't, and 
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made her look even thinner than she was. 

1/22/98-Age 54 

Over time I have received a bunch of emails from trinket, and for reasons that will 
become evident, I made them into an Art-Package, the front of which reads: 

Oh me, this is gonna take a bit of explaining. Luckily, this package is large, so I 
have a little more room than I usually have. Here goes: 

Near the beginning of 19971 received some email from a woman I didn't know. 
She was responding to a message I left somewhere on the internet. To be brief, she 
picked me up. A little cyber sex is okay, and probably never hurt anyone, thought I. 
(Well, there is Sal, the guy who redid our hardwood floors, who told me about his wife 
who, after three weeks on the 'net, left him for some guy in Texas...). After 
corresponding with her for a few weeks, I decided that "trinket", as I called her, was 
hopelessly depressed and resigned to continue to live out a rather unpleasant life. As 
time went on and she revealed more about herself and her past, I became even more 
convinced about Trinket's fate, and thought about extracting myself from the cyber 
relationship, i didn't because Trinket was fascinating. Her life was fascinating. As our 
rather strange relationship continued, Trinket began to take the first steps at changing 
her life for the better. She got to the point of seriously considering leaving her large 
family and starting a new life at the age of 48. Then her son, a 22 year old alcoholic, 
killed her, her husband, and then himself. 

I thought her story was too important to be deleted from my computer and 
forgotten about. I compiled the email correspondence from her, and put it into book 
format. Not having contacts in the publishing industry, I sent out about 15 queries to 
agents I found advertising on the net. The queries were similar to the following: 

This is a query concerning a completed manuscript that runs approximately 135,000 
words. The manuscript is based on hundreds of internet e-mails I received from a 
woman I call Trinket. Our correspondence ended when she was murdered by her 
alcoholic son. After her death, I put her story into a book format. I changed names and 
locations, invented some material to fill in gaps, and deleted parts of her story that 
would be sexually offensive to just about everyone on this planet. Whether this 
manuscript is marketed as fiction or non-fiction is a decision best left for an agent to 
make. The working title is "Trinket". 

To be succinct, and possibly charitable, Trinket and her large family are best 
described as "trailer park trash". The story begins with Trinket picking up a man on the 
internet. At first it seems that this is a story about kinky cyber sex, but her online lover 
can't resist asking probing questions about her past. Eventually the story turns more 
toward Trinket describing her life, and focuses less on cyber sex. She tells of growing 
up one of seven children in an emotionally abusive New England family, only to find 
out as an adult that she had four older siblings who were given up for adoption. As 
adults, all eleven children got in contact with each other. All are "characters". Most are 
high school dropouts, all are alcoholics, most are addicted to pain killers or other 
drugs, and many have been in trouble with the law. Her favorite brother, for instance, is 
a 5' tall gay chef who has spent some time in prison, and who is dying of alcoholism. 
Trinket was married for 26 years to an abusive, paranoid, alcoholic Navy Petty Officer, 
who regularly beat her and threatened her with loaded and cocked weapons. She said 
she stayed with him because of their fantastic sex life. The thrill of sex ended when 
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Trinket underwent an emergency hysterectomy at a Naval hospital, during which 
nerves were severed causing numbness in her vagina. Prior to this, she had led an 
active sex life, which included membership in a Washington D.C. sex club, and a year 
working as a Washington call girl. She tells about a touching relationship she had as a 
prostitute with a retired and infirm former U.S. Senator, and a brief and less touching 
one she had with Wolf Man Jack. In her late 40's, she saw her life and her mistakes 
being repeated by her children. All are high school drop-outs, alcoholics, and drug 
abusers. Her two eldest daughters are mistreating their children in the same way 
Trinket mistreated them, and are mistreated by their husbands just as Trinket was 
abused by her husband. Her youngest daughter, still living at home, is progressing 
toward a similar fate. The story ends with Trinket's murder by her 22 year old suicidal 
and alcoholic son. If I have given the impression that the story is dark and depressing, 
it is not. Trinket had a wicked sense of humor, and I don't think she understood the 
concept of self pity. 

This overview barely scratches the surface of what Trinket told about herself, 
her family, being a military wife, and her adventures. It does not describe how trapped 
and lonely she felt all of her life, how she was beginning to recognize the destructive 
cycles that made up her life, or her recognition that she still had time to make changes 
for the better. Because Trinket's story contains so many threads, some described in 
detail and others in passing, I feel this manuscript can easily be the basis for 
numerous fictionalized spin-off accounts. 

Although I have omitted much of the extreme sadomasochistic sex Trinket 
engaged in, I am sure I'll be asked to remove more from the story. However, I'll wait 
until someone is serious about the manuscript and asks me to clean it up before I 
further sanitize it. Finally, I want to mention that the manuscript is not broken into 
chapters, but consists of numerous e-mail communications from Trinket to her cyber 
lover. 

I received two positive responses, and sent the complete manuscript off to both 
agents. Both told me that they did like the book, but wanted changes made. One 
wanted the "repetitious" sex eliminated, while the other wanted more sex added. The 
former didn't think the sex was offensive, just repetitive, and the latter didn't think the 
sex was offensive, just not enough of it. The former wanted less sex, and the latter 
wanted more sex. Ummmm... 

I decided that both agents missed the point. The book isn't about sex. It is about 
a woman's life. I realized that since neither agent seemed to understand nor discuss 
the theme of the book, and since each felt the book would be publishable if I made 
changes that the other felt would make it unpublishable, I decided to quickly leave the 
publishing world and return to the visual arts. 

Inside this package is a self addressed stamped envelope one manuscript was 
returned in. Well, at least I assume the manuscript is inside the envelope, since I 
haven't opened it. There may or may not be a note from the agent inside the envelope. 

If you own this package and want to open it to read about Trinket's life, go 
ahead. Of course, you are ruining my art statement, and you might find that the value 
of the art far exceeds the value of the manuscript, that is, until you ruined the art. It'll 
be up to you. But if you ask me, I'd rather the package remain unopened. 

Title: Trinket manuscript #2 1998 
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3/17/98-Age 54 

Emma has stopped losing weight again. She's been stuck at 237 for a while. She still 
needs to lose a lot of weight, although she does look good, for the first time in her life. Her 
doctor keeps telling her to "keep the faith" and that soon she'll begin to lose weight, but I don't 
know. It's been two months now. 

4/9/98-Age 54 

Shit. I've been pretty happy lately. Some bad chronic fatigue days, and the ongoing 
hurt that no one is interested in my art, and my not being social and keeping my distance from 
people all bother me, but compared to how I used to feel, I'm feeling really good. I attribute at 
least part of this to never having to hear from Maude and Daisy again. Never having to think 
of them. Never having to even type their names. 

Today I got the following hand written note from Maude: 


Eliot, 

I have decided to leave the apartment, you can have it. I don't want to leave until after 
Shavuot [a Jewish religious holiday], the beginning of June. You will have to pay the 
arrears on the maintenance. I told Mr. Speiser I would be leaving at the beginning of 
April, then I remembered Passover so wrote him that I would be leaving at the 
beginning of May, but have just realized that a seven week holiday begins the second 
night of Passover and I do not want to leave during that period, which ends with 
Shavuot. 

I thought, "Maude,I really don't know what the fuck this means, and I'm not happy to 
hear from you. I'll try to ignore it". 

4/17/98-Age 54 

Shit again. Now I'm hearing from the company that manages the co-op, telling me that 
I have to fill out forms if I want to live in the apartment, and that I have to hurry because they 
are about to evict Maude for nonpayment of maintenance. I dashed off a note, telling them I 
had no plans of moving into the apartment. I told them that as far as I knew, the apartment 
was in my long dead mother's name, and maybe they should try to discuss matters with her. 

4/19/98-Age 54 

I decided to send the following note to Maude. Maybe this will end things. 

Maude 

A year ago I would have been interested in cleaning up the physical and legal 
mess you have created over the years. However, I am no longer interested in doing so. 
I suggest you contact all your relatives and invite them over to take whatever they 
want, assuming there is anything left worth taking. 


Eliot 
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4/26/98-Age 54 

I got a phone call from Aunt Daisy. She wanted to know if I really told Maude to let the 
relatives take what they wanted. She wanted to know if Maude was making that up, or if she 
was hearing voices telling her to do things, or... 

I told her I did tell Maude that. And that was the end of the conversation. All of a 
sudden the "stuff" is mine, and I'm responsible. Before she could tell me I should come in and 
help Maude with her life, I told Daisy not to call me again, I wasn't interested in hearing my 
sister's name, or anything else about her. 

Why am I beginning to get angry at the world? Could it be that I'm being flooded with 
bad memories? While remembering the past is good for psychotherapy, for me, forgetting that 
I have a family works wonders. 

7/8/98-Age 55 

Emma has stopped losing weight, and the only thing her doctor does is tell her that 
eventually she'll begin losing weight again. This guy has a theory about "carbohydrate 
intolerance", and how to cure it, but Emma is a bit too much for him to deal with. He told her 
she has the "worst case" he has ever seen, and that her body chemistry is really fucked. Well, 
he phrased it differently, but that's the outcome. Both she and I are beginning to wonder why 
she keeps paying the guy for no results. He got paid for the past results, but to keep paying 
him for no results doesn't seem right. On top of that, Emma is still dieting, not eating like a 
normal person, and she's still chubby and getting more and more frustrated. I can't blame her, 
and wish I could do something to help her. Maybe Emma and I are meant for each other, 
because we both have strange sicknesses. I call mine "chronic fatigue", but since it's 
metamorphosed so many times, I now think of it as my very own special virus. Some days I'm 
sick, some days I'm not. Some weeks I'm sick, some weeks I'm not. I have two dark splotches 
under my eyes, making them look like "Panda" eyes. They are like reflections of how I feel 
inside. When they are very dark, I am very sick. When they are moderately dark, I am 
moderately sick. When the skin is the same color as the rest of my face, I'm feeling okay. It's 
been about 16 years, some better than others, but to tell the truth, it's getting very old. 

7/14/98-Age 55 

Daisy called a little while ago. She told me that someone wanted to buy the house that 
is owned by my mother's family. Actually, Daisy is the last of my aunts and uncles from my 
mother's side. There are loads of cousins, almost none of whom I know. Anyway, she is 
selling the house she grew up in and lived in with her now dead husband, and will distribute 
the money among the heirs of her brothers and sisters. She said she'd send me my share. I 
assume Maude will somehow get a hold of it, so I won't count on any money coming in to me. 

I didn't even ask how much. 

Daisy wanted to know what to do with the few boxes I had stored in the attic. When I 
broke up with Alice I managed to take a few boxes of books and negatives, with some shirts 
and socks mixed in. It's been almost 30 years, and I am a little curious about what I took- will 
there be memories I've forgotten about? 

Additionally, apparently there are some boxes I probably packed up to have shipped to 
me at Pro Arts that I never sent for. I say apparently, because I only vaguely remember doing 
it. Maybe mother did. I really can't say. 

I told Daisy I'd call and have someone from one of those "package wrapping" 
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companies that have cropped up come over and pick up the now falling apart from age boxes, 
and rewrap them and ship them to me. Daisy said that wouldn't do. She wasn't very clear, but 
she seemed to be worried about people walking around the attic of a very old house, and 
possibly falling through the floor and suing. I told her that wouldn't happen, but she was 
adamant that she didn't want people over at the house. Then she suggested, strongly, that I 
come in and pick up the boxes myself. I told her no way, got pissed off, told her if she didn't 
want to have the stuff shipped to me, fine, and said goodbye. Fuck her. 

8/11 /98-Age 55 

A letter came from a N.Y. lawyer containing a check for a little more than $8,000. The 
letter was an accounting of the sale of the house, and mentioned that around $150 had been 
deducted from my share and given to Daisy to pay for the shipping of some of my personal 
property that was in the attic of the house. News to me that she sent them. I wonder if I 
should call her. I think not. The money will be put to good use making some minimum 
payments on a bunch of credit card debt, which is probably in the $70,000 range now. But I 
do have about $22,000, including the money I just received. 

8/19/98-Age 55 

Six boxes were delivered by a shipping company today. I don't remember taking that 
much with me when I left Alice, but I do remember taking a lot of photo stuff and some other 
things. I guess my memory is beginning to fade with age. 

Opening the boxes was like Christmas. I liked getting the books, but the most important 
stuff were hundreds and hundreds of negatives I made when I was at Pro Arts, including a 
bunch of my artist friends. There were pictures of Alice, and Crazy Doug and his sometime 
wife, Barbara, and of Jay and Jack and others. They brought back a lot of memories, some 
good and some not so good. And there were also negatives of Opal and some other women 
I've known. I'm going to have a lot of fun using the negatives to make art pieces. 

9/9/98-Age 55 

Today I had a chat with Emma's poolman. I've seen him around but never went outside 
to say hello. Today I did. He seemed pleasant enough, except that I think he's crazy. He's 
about my age, needs to see a dentist really badly, and is worried about not having medical 
insurance, despite having worked for the U.S. government for the past 25 years. I asked him 
what he did for the government, and he said he lived in Norway, where he has children and a 
divorced wife, and from where he rescued Jews from the Eastern Block countries. Ummmm, 
thought I, should I ask him to say something in Norwegian? No. I assumed he couldn't speak 
any, and if I was right, I didn't want to embarrass or upset him. So I just listened to him tell me 
his tale. 

10/15/98-Age 55 

Emma has stopped losing weight, period. She keeps going to the doctor, who keeps 
taking blood, tells her that she'll begin losing weight again "soon", and then talks about upping 
the amount of medication she's on. I don't like it. I think the doc has a theory, and Emma is 
not reacting according to the theory, so he doesn't know what to do. I don't like the amount of 
medication he has her on. She hasn't lost an ounce in l-don't-remember-how-long, which is 
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like the time she didn't lose an ounce before she started seeing the doc. I want Emma to stop 
seeing him and wean herself off the meds. 

11 /2/98-Age 55 

I realize that I've been happier lately. My life isn't all that bad. In a sense, I have the 
house in the suburbs with the two cars and "wife" (and two grown kids who hate me) that I 
thought I'd never have when I was walking the streets smelling like spit-up. True, I didn't get it 
the way other people get it, but I have it. What I don't have is financial security. I know, what 
else is new. But I realize that if anything happens to Emma, her kids will have me out on the 
street before her body is cold. If we live together for another 15 years and she dies, I'll be 70 
and probably still be broke, and the thought of living on the streets again, especially at 70, is 
damn unpleasant. True, things can continue to change for the better over the years, but I do 
have this life history of not making money. 

Yesterday I told Emma about my concerns, and asked her to look into taking out a 
hundred thousand dollar insurance policy. She said sure, fine, and today she called and told 
me she spoke to her insurance agent and he quoted her some prices, and she doesn't think 
it'll be any problem. She does have to have a physical, but she doesn't see that as a problem 
either. She is being so good to me, just like Beth and, in her own way, Alice was. 

11 /2/98-Age 55 

The following thought has popped into my head a few times. I think about all the people 
who have had a truly awful upbringing- black kids stepping over druggies, or being shot at for 
no particular reason, or the kids in Kosoval/Bosnia/Rwanda/Whatever, and compare my 
childhood to what theirs must have been like. Shit, what a WIMP I must be. This, of course, 
makes me feel shitty for a few minutes. How does my childhood even compare to what so 
many other kids have gone through. But then I remember that woman at an ACA meeting who 
said that she had wealthy socially important parents, who made sure she was well fed and 
went to the right schools, but who didn't care about her- didn't care if she got A's or F's, or if 
she had a date for the prom, or not. This woman was really hurting. It was then that I realized 
that pain is pain is pain. There must be a switch located in the brain somewhere. If that switch 
gets thrown, then the person feels psychological pain, and it doesn't matter what caused the 
switch to be thrown, the pain one person feels is the same as the pain another persons feels. 
When I remember this I don't feel like a wimp anymore. But then some time goes by and I 
hear about some atrocities on the radio, and I slip into feeling like a wimp again. 

12/5/98-Age 55 

I've been thinking about what to do with my art when I die. Actually, that's a bit late. 
Emma won't know what to do with them, and if she keeps them, her kids, who hate me, will 
take great delight in destroying my life's work. Since I'll be dead, it won't matter to me, but 
since I'm alive now, it does. 

This morning I had a fun idea. Kind of an arty one. I thought I might rent a storage 
space and pay for a few months in advance. Then I'll put some of my packages, and maybe 
some photographs, inside, and walk away from it. When the rent is due and I don't pay, the 
contents of the space are "auctioned off". (I imagine the owners of the storage business first 
go through the stuff and take what they want, so people who bid on closed boxes probably 
aren't very bright.) Anyway, maybe a not-so-bright person who likes art will buy the packages, 
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which will be in a cardboard box so he or she won't know what he's bidding on. Maybe he will 
throw them out or keep and enjoy them or give them to someone. Actually, I suppose he will 
open the packages to look at the pictures, and then throw everything out. 

I'll have to give all this some more thought. If I was half bright myself, I'd figure out a 
way to make this into something arty and "in" and get a reputation for putting my art into 
storage and then walking away from it. I don't know how I'd make money doing it, but shit, I 
don't know how Cristo makes money draping trees or buildings in fabric, either. As I said, I'll 
give this some more thought. 

1/27/99-Age 55 

Emma's poolman died suddenly, last week some time. I guess I'll have to learn how to 
take care of a pool. It'll save us money, and give me something to do. 

2/17/99-Age 55 

I have learned a truth. Swimming pools were invented by Satan. No kidding. They are 
a full time job. They are never quite right. Their chemistry is always off. The filter needs work. 
The fucking trees keep dropping leaves into the pool so I have to spend an hour a day fishing 
them out. 

3/10/99-Age 55 

Emma saw her gynecologist today. She went to her internist to see if he could find a 
reason why she couldn't lose weight, he couldn't, and sent her off to the gyn, who didn't either. 
But he did find some major problems with her innards, and wants to do a hysterectomy. I told 
Emma we'd get a second opinion. If for no other reason than I just don't like the looks of the 
doc. 

3/25/99-Age 55 

Emma got the second opinion today. Same as the first. However, both she and I like 
this doc better, so we told him we wanted him to do it. He's the head of a gynecology 
department at an okay hospital, and he was recommended to her by a woman whose 
judgment Emma trusts, so... 

We've set the date for the operation for May 18. I hope everything goes okay. I am 
happy with my life, which includes Emma, and I don't want anything to happen to her. 

4/4/99-Age 55 

I'm going to take a bit of a breather, and add new material sometime in the future. 

When something interesting actually happens. All that's happening now is that I'm having one 
hell of a chronic fatigue attack. I just looked at my "under eyes" in a mirror and I look like a 
Panda bear. Good night. 


If you enjoyed reading about Eliot and his life and times, send him email to put your 
name on a list for any free updates Eliot may make available. Send the email to 
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abouteliot@aol.com . Also, please tell people about this ebook. 


END OF PART 3. 


abouteliot@aol.com 


Part 4 


11 /12/02-Age 59 

It's been a few years since I've updated Eliot’s Story by Hugo (An Autobiography). I've 
chosen to update now because something of importance to me is in the process of 
happening, so this is a good time to bring you up to date. However, since it has been some 
time, I suggest that you skim through Part 3 to remind yourself of my recent history. 

5/10/99-Age 55 

Emma and I went to Doctor Weller, who is going to perform the operation next week, 
for a check-up. He asked, again, if Emma was sure that she didn't want her ovaries removed 
during the procedure. She again said she didn't. At least he was willing to leave them in. The 
first doctor, the one I didn't like the looks of, insisted that they be removed. That one said by 
removing them there was a zero percent chance that she'd get ovarian cancer. He seemed 
rather smug. I replied that if all men over 60 had their testicles removed, they'd have a zero 
percent chance of dying of testicular cancer. He just stared at me. 

First Doctor Weller examined Emma, and then we had a brief chat. He seemed to feel 
that the decision to keep her ovaries was Emma's, and he'd go along with it. I mentioned that 
Emma had a problem with taking in sugars (carbohydrates), something we mentioned the first 
time we spoke with him. I again said that I didn't want any intravenous solution she might be 
given to contain glucose. She should be given saline solution without glucose. He said the 
equivalent of "Okay, fine". I think he didn't understand about carbohydrate intolerance, and 
thought that we were afraid the glucose would cause her to gain weight because it was like 
eating a bit of sugar, and he thought we were being silly. Emma and I knew that the 
carbohydrate could cause her to gain a lot of weight, and were hoping that she'd lose weight 
from the operation. 

Finally, he again told us about the operation, about how he wasn't going to make a big 
incision as was usually done, but instead make a small cut and slip in a small camera and use 
small tools. This way, Emma's recovery time would be much faster. He finished by saying that 
in all the hysterectomies he performed this way, he only had one "conversion", which I took to 
mean that only once he had to switch to the more traditional way of doing it. 

5/12/99-Age 55 

Today Emma and I had to go to the hospital and do "intake". We sat for an hour after 
our appointment time and then spoke to a nice woman who asked a zillion questions about 
any allergies Emma might have, about medications she was on, etc. We told her about 
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Emma's being carbohydrate intolerant and that any fluids she was given shouldn't contain 
glucose. She said that would be no problem. I emphasized our concern, and she said that 
anything written down on the forms she was filling out was "law", and we had nothing to worry 
about. 

5/17/99-Age 55 

I bought a black marking pen today, and tonight I wrote in its indelible ink, "No 
Glucose" on Emma's arm. I didn't know which arm to write it on, since I didn't know which arm 
they put the IV in. I thought of writing it on both arms, decided that was overkill, and figured I 
had a 50-50 chance of picking the correct arm. I wrote it on her right arm. 

Emma and I hugged a lot, and I tried to reassure her, and she said she was okay, but I 
wasn't sure. I thought she was being brave so I wouldn't worry about her. 

5/18/99-Age 55 

We arrived at the hospital on time. We were shown to a small changing room, where 
Emma got into a hospital gown. A nurse came in to take Emma away. The nurse looked at 
Emma and asked if she had any "jewelry I can't see". I thought that was amusing. So did 
Emma. Apparently body jewelry is becoming common. I hugged Emma and she and the 
nurse went down a hallway through doors which said, "No Admittance". I took the hint. 

I went to the waiting room, which was where I was told it would be. It was large, big 
enough for about 40 people. It looked like an upscale airport waiting area. There were 
magazines, a television, and free coffee. There weren't many people in it, so I found a spot, 
sat down and started to worry. I realized that, somewhere along the way, I had fallen in love 
with Emma. Not the emotional love caused by my body being flooded with "love" chemicals 
that I had with Beth, but the intellectual-emotional love which the first type eventually turns 
into. I knew I had found another "saint", another woman who always put me first, just like 
Beth, and only to a slightly lesser extent, Alice, my first wife. This made me feel safe, which 
gave me time to appreciate Emma for what she was. A nice, non-vicious, non-malicious, 
caring woman who happened to have fucked up body chemistry. Just as she wanted the best 
for me, I wanted the best for her. 

The clock on the wall said it was a little after 8:00 AM. Besides the few other people 
waiting in the room, there was a woman sitting at a desk. She worked for the hospital, and I 
assumed she had some function, but I didn't know what it was. She sat and read a magazine. 

I sat and drank coffee and read a magazine. I was told the operation should take about two 
and a half hours. I settled in and tried not to worry. 

By 9:00 the room was filling up. At around 10:00 a man sat down across from me. He 
looked like he was in his late 70's. He started a conversation. He asked me who I was waiting 
for. I told him my wife. He asked what kind of operation she was having. I told him a 
hysterectomy. He told me he was a retired gynecologist. For the next hour he told me, in great 
detail, about hysterectomies. How they are done today, and how they were done 50 years 
ago when he first started doing them. I tried to be polite, something I have discovered I can be 
if I try very hard. 

I never found who he was waiting for, or for what. He just wanted to talk, and relive his 
by-gone days. The phone on the desk the woman reading her magazine was sitting at rang, 
and she called out a name, and the retired doctor got up and spoke to her in a whispered 
voice, and then left. I looked at the clock and saw it was about 11:30, an hour longer than I 
thought the operation would take, so I went up to the woman and asked her if there was any 
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way she could check to see how the operation was going. Really, no kidding, the woman 
snarled at me. She didn't want me annoying her. She told/ordered me to go and sit down and 
she'd call me when she had news. 

Fuck her, I thought. I sat down and looked at the clock and really began to worry. 

Emma was my love, and soulmate. She understood me, and she accepted me for what I was, 
"warts and all". Lest it seem that I was only worried about her, I wasn't. I was worried about 
me. What would I do if she died? There was that hundred thousand dollar life insurance 
policy, so I wouldn't starve for a while, but what about the emotional support? I knew I'd go 
back to isolating myself, becoming reclusive, not speaking to anyone, and having negative 
thoughts. All in all, it was best for both of us for Emma to come through the operation just fine. 

When the clock said 12:30, I thought I should ask the bitch at the desk about Emma, 
but I was a bit scared of her, so I just sat. And worried. At 1:00 I walked up to her and she 
looked up at me and glared. I glared back. I said that Emma had been in surgery for five 
hours, and I was told it would take about two and a half, and I wanted her to find out what was 
going on. Her attitude changed. "Oh, it's been five hours! She got on the phone. It took a 
while, and when she spoke to me it was with a gentler manner. For a second I thought she 
was going to tell me Emma died. She didn't. She said there were some complications, and 
the operation was still going on, and she was sure everything would be okay. I wasn't. She 
said she'd keep track of things, and let me know when there was some news. I sat down. I 
wasn't sure things would be just fine. I realized that I was really worrying. I hadn't worried for a 
few years. Not since I saw that scene in the Kung Fu TV show. But now I was getting close to 
panic. 

Every once in a while I'd catch the bitch's eye, and she'd give me a gentle smile, which 
was supposed to let me know she hadn't forgotten me. At about 1:45 the phone rang, she 
spoke into it briefly, and then called me over to her. She told me the operation was over and 
Emma was being taken to her room, and that the doctor was coming to speak with me. I didn't 
know whether to be relieved or not. After all, other doctors didn't come into the room to speak 
to the other waiting people. 

I sat down again and about ten minutes later the doctor came in. He walked over to me 
and ushered me to a door I hadn't noticed before. We went into a room big enough for five 
people, with two comfortable chairs, and a desk with a telephone on it. It looked like the room 
they'd take someone into to tell them someone just died. I didn't like it. He immediately 
reassured me that Emma was just fine, but he had problems with the type of surgery he 
started off with, and he tried very hard but he just couldn't do what needed to be done, so he 
had to go to the older method and make a bigger incision. Honestly, no kidding, I thought he 
was about to cry. For whatever reason, my psychology background kicked in, and I spent 
about five minutes reassuring him that he was a fine surgeon and it wasn't his fault and things 
like this happen, and don't worry about it. I don't know if I helped him, but at least he didn't cry. 
But he came close to it. He told me to stay in the room for as long as necessary and then I 
could go to see Emma. I didn't see any reason to stay in the room, but as I was about to walk 
out my cell phone, which Emma got for me, rang. It was Emma's mother, who is 88. She was 
worried. I told her I had just finished talking with the doctor, who had some trouble with the 
surgery, but who had just told me Emma was fine and would be fine, so she shouldn't worry. I 
told her I'd call after I saw Emma. She sounded relieved. 

I made my way to Emma's room. She was sharing it with another woman. I went over 
to Emma's bed and looked at her. She looked awful. She looked dead. I called the nurse over 
to see Emma. The nurse took a look and said, "Oh, they all look like that when they come out 
of surgery. Don't worry." I didn't believe her. Emma looked god-awful. 

I sat by the bed and held Emma's hand, which I knew Emma couldn't feel because she 
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was out cold, or dead. But it made me feel better. After about 15 minutes I glanced at the IV in 
her arm, and started reading the ingredients. One of them was glucose. I hit the ceiling. We 
told Doctor Weller, we told the intake person, and here it was, glucose going into her. Shit. I 
called the nurse. She gave me the look that said, "Oh, you're gonna be one of those who just 
doesn't leave me alone." I told her that Emma wasn't supposed to have glucose, but she was 
getting it in the IV. The nurse said, and I swear she said this, "Oh, I noticed 'No Glucose' 
written on her arm". I told her I wanted the IV changed. She told me she couldn't without the 
doctor's permission. I said get the doctor's permission. She came back about 20 minutes later 
and said that the doctor's associate was coming over. A while later a doctor I hadn't seen 
before came in. We spoke. I told him about telling the surgeon about the glucose problem, 
about telling the intake person about the glucose problem, and pointed to "No Glucose" 
written on Emma's arm. He reluctantly ordered the IV be changed, and left. 

Emma started coming around an hour later. She was groggy, and in pain. She went 
into and out of sleep. Sleep is better because she's not in as much pain that way, or at least 
she isn't awake to feel it. She does have a device which she can push to give herself some 
pain medication, but she doesn't want to push it because she's afraid she'll become a junkie. 
It's 10 at night and I think it's time for me to go home and get some sleep. I'm surprised that 
they haven't kicked me out by now. I remember there used to be "visiting hours" at hospitals, 
but now I think people can come in and stay as long as they like anytime. Anyway, it's time 
for me to go. I'll come back early tomorrow. 

5/19/99-Age 55 

I got up at 6:00 in the morning and left the house at 6:30 and got to Emma around 
7:15. Parking is difficult at the hospital, but I found that if I park at the back side, and walk 
through some corridors, and take two different elevators, it's not all that bad. 

Emma was awake and looked a little better. Her eyes brightened up when she saw me. 

I felt funny walking into the room because I had to walk past the other woman, and felt I was 
either intruding, or making her feel uncomfortable because she was a woman in bed and I 
was a guy and she wasn't all made up and etc., but that's the way it is. 

I gave Emma a kiss and sat down and held her hand and we talked. She said she was 
in less pain, but still in pain. I asked her about peeing and stuff like that, but she said she 
didn't have to yet. I told her about the surgery taking longer than expected, and that the doctor 
had to do a "conversion", and that I was sorry she had to spend so long in surgery. All this 
was news to Emma. As far as she was concerned, no time had passed from when they 
started putting her to sleep and when she woke up in the hospital bed. She was concerned 
that I was concerned. I asked her if she wanted to call her mother, and she said that sounded 
like a good idea, so I handed her the phone, which was too far away for her to reach in the 
condition she was in. Emma called, and I took a short walk in the hall. 

I came back in time to hang the phone up, and sat down and started talking to Emma. 
The woman in the next bed joined the conversation. She too had a hysterectomy, the old 
fashioned type, and had been in the hospital for three days now. She mentioned that the 
nurse would insist that Emma get up and take a few steps later on, and it would be extremely 
painful, but they make you do it. But once you can get up, you can get to the bathroom on the 
other side of the room. 

Her name was Mary. She was in her early 40's, as best I could tell. She seemed nice 
enough. She had a wedding ring on, so I assumed I'd meet her husband sooner or later. We 
all talked during the day, sometimes Mary would sleep and sometimes watch soap operas 
and sometime talk with us. She seemed pleasant enough. 
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Around 9:00 breakfast came for Emma. She ordered it from a menu before I arrived. It 
looked good- some kind of omelet. Emma took one bite and looked surprised. She had to 
decide whether to spit the egg out or force herself to swallow it. She swallowed it. I asked 
what the problem was. She said it was gross. I took a bite. It tasted like cardboard. It looked 
good, but had absolutely no flavor. We talked about this, and decided that different people 
have different likes and dislikes in food, so the hospital makes it completely bland. 

Somewhere there has to be a school where people are taught to make food that looks 
good but tastes like cardboard. Absolutely no flavor. I told Emma I'd go to a restaurant we eat 
at in the area and bring her back some food. Emma smiled. I left. 

About an hour later I was back with the real omelet. I thought it best to smuggle it in, for 
fear a nurse would spot me and tell me only hospital food was allowed or something. But the 
nurse came in while Emma was eating from the Styrofoam take-out container, and didn't say 
a word about it. Well, at least I wouldn't have to worry about smuggling her meals in to her in 
the future. The nurse did some stuff and left. 

About 2:00 in the afternoon a nurse came in and explained to Emma that she had to 
get up and take a few steps, and that it would probably be uncomfortable, but it had to be 
done. She helped Emma out of bed, which was painful, but no where as painful as Mary led 
us to believe. Then the nurse helped Emma walk a bit. Mary's eyes widened, and her mouth 
opened, and she just stared as Emma walked, with some difficulty, around the room. The 
nurse seemed very happy. Then Emma was put back in bed, and the nurse left. 

Now Emma and I had to be supportive for Mary. She was upset. Emma is about 20 
years older, and went through the walking bit with only minor pain, while, apparently, Mary 
thought it was the worst experience in her life. We explained that Emma had, for the most 
part, a different type of operation that was less invasive, which was probably why Emma didn't 
have as much pain as she did. We told Mary this a few times before she seemed like she 
believed us, and maybe felt a little better. While Emma and I were "comforting" Mary, I 
wondered where her husband was. 

It's now 10:00 at night, and besides going out to get Emma food, and taking a walk 
around the hospital when she napped, I've been sitting with her since this morning. It's time 
for me to go home and get some sleep. I'll be back early tomorrow. 

5/20/99-Age 56 

I got to the hospital at 8:00. Emma was up, as was Mary. Emma told me she had to 
pee, so I helped her up. It took some doing, and her face showed pain, but she didn't make 
any sound, so I thought it wasn't all that bad. She leaned on me as we walked to the 
bathroom at the far side of the room. About halfway there I noticed a problem. There was 
some sort of machine against a wall, and it was plugged into a wall outlet on another wall. 

The thick extension cord was pulled so tight that it was about 12 inches off the ground, and 
blocking the way to the bathroom. There was no way Emma could lift her legs up that high to 
step over it. Besides, it was a damn safety hazard, something waiting for someone to trip 
over. I saw a nurse walking by and called her in. I showed her the problem and she moved 
the machine so the extension cord was now laying on the floor. Better, but not the best 
solution. 

Between the awful food and giving her glucose and this, I was beginning to think that 
the faster Emma could be released the better. I helped Emma into the bathroom and told her 
to call me if she needed me. When she was finished I was going to walk her back to her bed, 
but she said she was told to try to walk, since it would speed up her recovery time and help 
fight infections or something like that. So we took a walk down a hallway, very slowly, and 
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then we walked back. Mary again looked like there was something wrong with her, because 
she was in more pain when she walked than Emma seemed to be. Apparently she'd call a 
nurse to help her get out of bed, and back into it. I still wondered where her husband was. 

The rest of today was pretty much a replay of yesterday. I went and got Emma food, 
and sat by her bed and we talked, and I left for home at 10:00 when Emma looked like she 
wanted to sleep for the night. I got home at around 11:00, found something to munch on, and 
went to sleep. Funny, I haven't been hungry since Emma went into the hospital. I don't buy 
food for myself during the day, just her. 

Back with Emma around 8:00 AM. She's looking much better. She still has trouble 
getting up, but she doesn't lean on me much when we take our walks, which are getting 
longer each time. 

Around 11:00 I heard Mary trying to get her husband to pick her up tonight. She's going 
home. From what I can gather, he can't make it. He's too busy. So she's calling friends to see 
if someone can come for her. She seems nice enough, but maybe she's a dragon lady. Or 
maybe she just married an asshole. Or maybe both. Don't know, but it does seem 
sad/strange. Emma gets to go home tomorrow, and that's good. I'm looking forward to taking 
care of her. She's been so good to me it's the least I can do. 

5/22/99-Age 56 

I took Emma home today. She's much better. Each day she improves so much. We 
bought her a new nightgown before the operation, and she sits in bed and feels pretty in it 
and reads, and I sit in the next room and do my art, and walk in to see if she needs anything 
every fifteen minutes, and stay and talk sometimes. She seems appreciative of the attention. I 
think she thinks she's lucky not to be married to Mary's husband. 

I took Emma to Dr. Weller's today for a post operation check-up. We got there on time, 
but had to wait almost 45 minutes for him. I got pissed and went to the receptionist and told 
her that Emma just had surgery and had problems sitting for a long time, and could she give 
the doctor a buzz and let him know we were here. Awhile later a "drug pusher", (a 
saleswoman from a drug company) left his office. Emma and I looked at each other. Now we 
knew why we had to wait so long. She looked like the sister of his wife. He had a picture of his 
wife on his desk, and this drug pusher had the same features, even the same hair cut. He 
apparently was getting off talking to her, so Emma had to sit in pain. Shit. Anyway, he 
examined Emma and said she was healing super fast, and everything looked fine. I took 
Emma home. She asked when I thought she should go back to work. I pointed out that she 
was having trouble sitting, so when she could sit for a long time without pain and the doctor 
said she could, then she could go back to work. 

7/11 /99-Age 56 

I was in Costco with Emma today. You know, the giant warehouse place that sells 
everything in bulk. Emma knows I'm not happy with my photography because, well, I'm kind of 
burnt out on it. I told her it would be nice to have a studio of some sort, so I could stop 
shooting street scenes and turn my attention elsewhere. She pointed out a large tent half the 
warehouse away and said that it looked like it would make a good studio. I told her not to be 
silly. We were getting ready to get on a very long checkout line when I thought it couldn't do 
any harm to take a look at the tent. It was semi-huge, ten feet wide and 20 feet long and 
about 12 feet high. Something people buy to park their car in if they don't have a garage or if 
their garage is too full of junk to get a car in it. The price was right, about $150. I told Emma it 
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just might do, but I'd have to do some measuring, since the only place I could think of putting 
it was on the side of Emma's house. Emma beamed. She was happy she found something 
that might make me happy. She loves me so much. 

7/14/99-Age 56 

I received a nice note from a guy who has an annotated bibliography on line, with a few 
hundred books he's read and reviewed. Most are "heavy" serious books, not bestseller fluff. 
He said he thought this book was as good, if not better, than any of the 
biography/autobiography he's read, including those written by professional writers. Of course 
this made me very happy. I'm not used to people saying nice things to me. And it offset the 
note I got from another guy who wrote telling me that this book was nothing but self indulgent 
whining and was the stuff that "ruined the Internet". I wasn't aware that the Internet was 
ruined. Anyway, I wrote back to the guy who liked this book, whose handle is "Anonder", 
thanking him: “Thanks for your nice and supportive note. I don't know how many people have 
read "Eliot’s Story", but I have heard from a few people, and you're the first that I know of who 
downloaded and printed it out.” 

7/18/99-Age 56 

We went back to Costco, hoping they still had the tent. It would just fit on the side of 
the house, and Emma told me not to worry about the money. They had four left, so we got 
one. God, it was heavy. It came in two large boxes. I managed to wheel it out to my Suzuki 
Samurai Jeepette which has a small open back. I figured I'd be able to get the tent into it 
somehow, but I didn't plan on not being able to lift the two boxes up and into the car. A man 
passing by was nice enough to stop and help. I'm getting old, you know. I'm sure I could have 
done it by myself when I was younger. 

I backed the Jeepette into the garage when we got home, and slid one of the boxes out 
and onto the ground. Emma wanted to help, but I sent her off. I opened the box and took the 
million metal parts out a few at a time and took them to the side of the house, and laid them 
out according to the instructions. Then I assembled the parts, only messing up once, and then 
as it was getting dark I slid the other box onto the garage floor and opened it and took out the 
canvas covering. One piece was about 12 feet wide and 21 feet or so long, and it was fairly 
heavy. I got Emma and asked if she could help. Of course she was more than happy to. We 
unfolded it like it was a sheet that had been folded, and she walked in one direction with her 
end and I walked in the other, and eventually we managed to get it placed correctly and 
attached to the parts I had assembled. Now the only thing left to do is get the poles on, which 
would raise the tent top 12 feet off the ground. It's dark, so I'll figure that part out tomorrow. 

7/19/99-Age 56 

Oh shit. I got the poles under one end of the tent top that was laying on the ground, so 
the tent was leaning up at an angle on one side, but I'm too short to get the poles under the 
other end and get that side up. It seemed like it would be easy to do when I thought about it 
last night, but it's not turning out that way. What to do, what to do? I need some help. 

I heard the leaf blower of the gardeners working on the property next door. I reached 
into my pocket and found a $20 bill. For the two minutes help I knew it'd take, I thought that 
was too much to pay them, but it was all I had. So I went outside and spoke slowly saying 
"Uno Momento" over and over, and did a lot of hand gesturing and showed the two guys the 
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$20, and they got the idea I wanted them to do something, so the Mexican gardeners stopped 
what they were doing and followed me to the tent. They understood immediately and the 
three of us did get it up and secured in about five minutes. I gave them the $20 and they 
smiled and went back to gardening, and I stepped back and surveyed my new studio. 

8/3/99-Age 56 

I got an IM (AOL Instant Message) when I was online tonight. The first I ever got. I 
wasn't sure how to respond, but figured it out. It was from a 15 year old girl who calls herself 
Day, short for daydreamer. She's reading this book online. She put abouteliot on her buddy 
list, and saw I was online, and IM'd me. I feel uncomfortable chatting with a 15 year old girl, 
especially when she asks questions about my book which I think she's too young to be 
reading. I tried to be polite and cut the "conversation" off. 

8/18/99-Age 56 

Emma told me that there was a psychiatrist who worked in her building who just got a 
new computer and was having trouble getting it to connect to the internet, and she asked me 
if I'd stop by and see if I could help. I told her I was a genius with digital photography, but not 
with computers in general. She seemed a little disappointed, so I said to find out when would 
be a good time for me to drop by. She seemed happier. 

Today I went to the shrink's office. His name is Fred. He was born in Iran, which he 
calls Persia. We spent about fifteen minutes trying to get the automatic AOL setup to work. He 
even called the tech support people for the computer, and managed to get through to them on 
the first try, and they suggested some things which didn't work. I apologized for being 
inadequate, and left. I stopped by Emma's office and told her I couldn't help. 

8/29/99-Age 56 

Emma told me a few days ago that Fred, the shrink, invited us to stop by his new 
condominium which is located four blocks from the beach in a ritzy part of town. Apparently he 
liked me, and he likes Emma, and he wants to get to know us better. Okay, getting out would 
be good for me, I thought. Besides, he's a shrink, so we probably could find some things to 
talk about. Emma called and asked what a good day would be, and he said he'd be home 
today doing things in his new place, so she told him we'd drop by. 

We stopped off at a Starbucks a few blocks away, and called and asked him if he'd like 
some coffee. He said a Latte (whatever the hell that is) so we got three coffees and drove 
over. 

Fred is in his mid sixties, I guess, and pleasant and smart. We had a good half hour's 
chat. He told me that he made pocket money in Persia when he was going to college there by 
taking photographs, so we had that to talk about. He also told us that even though his family 
is Jewish, they were treated well in Persia because his grandfather was the personal 
physician to the ruling whatever years ago. I guess Jewish doctors are in demand all over the 
world. It was a good talk, and it was good for me to get out and be social with someone. We'll 
do it again sometime. 

9/17/99-Age 56 

Jim, my artist friend, called. He said our artist friend, Jay, died. Jay got tired of being a 
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landlord and suing and being sued by his tenants, so he sold his property and moved to Big 
Sur, Jim had been told by a friend that Jay spent his time painting and he slowly went crazy, 
or more crazy because I always thought he was more than a little bit off. At one point some of 
his friends spoke to him and tried to get him to see a shrink, but Jay wouldn't listen. Not 
surprising. Anyway, Jay got sick and went into a hospital and died. He must have been 
around 55. 

Jim asked me if Jay's son, Sun, could call me and talk about his father and hear any 
stories I might have and want to tell him. I said no. I could tell this didn't make Jim happy. But I 
know me. Instead of telling Sun that his father was a great guy, I'd probably tell him that his 
father was the most self absorbed asshole I ever knew, that he was a mediocre artist, and 
that most people felt as I did. I didn't think that was the thing to tell the kid- well, he's probably 
around 30 by now- so I said "No". 

10/10/99-Age 56 

We visited with Fred again today. We brought some Starbuck's coffee and spent about 
two hours talking this time. He's a very interesting guy. He understands that people are 
nothing more than a big chemical factory- our moods, likes and dislikes, interests, and even 
thoughts are a product of chemicals in our brain and elsewhere. We started talking about free 
will, and Fred said that there really wasn't any. Not unless you could change your chemicals, 
that is. I agreed. He said, with a twinkle in his eye, "That's scary". I agreed. Emma sat and 
listened. 

We started talking about the problem of drug addiction. He said it was really an attempt 
at self medication. Some people realize that there is "something wrong", that they are either 
depressed or just don't seem to have the same range of feelings that other people seem to 
have, or whatever, and so they take a drug and like its effects and take some more and then 
they're hooked. It's as simple as that. Fred and I and Emma thought one solution would be for 
all children to be given a series of psychiatric and psychological tests to try to find the ones 
who were off in some way, and get early treatment/medication to get their chemical factory 
working correctly, which would cut down on illegal drug use and addiction. Unfortunately, we 
thought, the ACLU and the left wing and the right wing would scream about invasion of 
privacy-big government, so this would never happen. So people will continue to self medicate. 
This wouldn't be all that bad except for the fact that the medication they take is addicting. 

10/12/99-Age 56 

I tripped across a web site called "Diaryland" a few days ago. It's filled with a zillion 
diaries/journals. I've been looking at them at random. It seems many people are in a rut. They 
say the same things over and over. They have the same experiences over and over. I assume 
they don't know it, and I assume they don't reread what they have written. This is why I don't 
have a "normal" journal. I have to get some distance to see what's important, and what's not. 

Mixed in with the repetitious ones there are some interesting diaries. I've read a few by 
young girls, teenagers. I feel funny reading their stuff- too much like a pedophile, kinda 
creepy. But some of these girls are in real psychological distress. They, and there are more 
than one of them, cut themselves with razors. Unfortunately, they're not getting off on it like 
some kind of S&M self mutilation, but they do it because they hate themselves. They think 
they aren't pretty enough, or smart enough, or hip enough, or liked enough, and they are so 
down on themselves they feel they deserve to be punished/hurt. This disturbs me. At least not 
all young girls are like that. Day seems to like herself, or at least accept herself. I 
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assume/hope she doesn't cut herself. 

I also found one written by a woman named Betty whose in her late twenties and 
seems to have had a rough life, but she has a good sense of humor and tells interesting 
stories about friends and people she knows. 

10/17/99-Age 56 

I've been having weird dreams lately. Actually, I almost never remember my dreams, 
mainly because I spent about five years analyzing them with my psychiatrist when I was a kid. 
Not interested in them anymore. But lately I've been remembering them. They have to do with 
my teeth falling out. Like I dream I bite into something and a tooth will stay in it, or I'll notice 
that my teeth are loose and wobbly. I wonder what this means. 

11/23/99-Age 56 

I got a nice note from a girl named Ann who said she's enjoying reading this book. She 
said she prints it out and reads it while she's walking on her treadmill. She gave me the URL 
of her journal, so I went and read some of it. It's well written, and it reminds me of the journal 
written by Betty I'm reading on Diaryland. Funny, both are Canadians. Maybe Canadian 
women have the same set of problems. Don't know. 

12/5/99-Age 56 

Now that I have a studio, I need some models to break it in, to practice on people 
instead of the "still lifes" I've been doing, to get my lighting down right for people. I decided to 
email Mary, a woman of about 35 who lives in the L.A. area. She wrote me some time ago 
about a paper she was writing on sadomasochism for a college class she was taking. She 
knew about me because she read this book. I sent her the information she needed, and we'd 
occasionally send an email to each other saying "Hi". She isn't kinky, but she is certainly bent. 
She told me that a professional Mistress lived in her apartment complex and a few times a 
year she was asked to "assist" in an S&M scene a client wanted, and when she was younger 
she did some occasional hooking. Anyway, I wrote her and asked if she would like a free 
portrait, in return for helping me break in my studio. She came by today and I took the 
pictures and she left. I hope the pictures come out- it's been so long since I've shot a picture 
I'll have to show someone, I'm insecure. 

12/8/99-Age 56 

Mary's pictures are done. I don't know if I'm satisfied, but with some more practice I'll 
be back up to speed. I called and asked when would be a good time to bring them to her, or 
for her to pick them up. She asked if I could just slip them under her door whenever I was in 
her area. I said okay. She gave me her address. It sounded vaguely familiar. 

It turns out she lives a few doors down and across the street from where my studio was 
in the 1970's, the one I painted black when I was in a very deep depression. After parking in 
the parking area I started looking for her apartment, which was somewhere in the somewhat 
disorganized complex. I saw a rather dumpy looking woman and asked her if she knew Mary. 
She just stared at me for about ten seconds, and finally pointed me in the right direction. 
Strange woman, thought I. 

I slipped the pictures under her door and left, hoping she'd like them. At least I didn't 
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hear my father inside my head telling me I was a nothing and would never amount to 
anything, and therefore Mary would look at the pictures and laugh at me for being such a bad 
photographer. It's nice not being like that anymore. Or at least not very often. 

12/9/99-Age 56 

Mary called to thank me for the "beautiful pictures". She really likes them. She also 
wanted to tell me that I made a big impression on the professional Mistress. It seems that she 
was the dumpy woman I asked for directions. It turns out that she stared at me because my 
fly was open, and she thought I was a pervert, and didn't know whether to get ready to defend 
herself, or to see if I wanted to be one of her clients. Oh lord! 

12/17/99-Age 56 

Guess what. I have a very loose tooth. Maybe my dreams about loose teeth were 
about my body trying to tell me something. I'll have to find a dentist. I can't remember being to 
one since an emergency root canal back in the early 1980's when I was with Beth. I don't 
remember the dentist's name, but I remember where his office is. I wonder if he's still there. 
12/18/99-Age 56 

I stopped by the dentist. His receptionist told me he moved to Utah. I think he's a 
Mormon. Anyway, I made an appointment with his brother, who apparently didn't move. God, I 
hate going to dentists. And besides the pain, they cost money. They're kinda like professional 
Dominants. 

12/29/99-Age 56 

I went to the dentist, Dr. Hanson today. This was the earliest he could see me. He 
looked at my teeth and told me that they were in TERRIBLE shape. He said, "I could send 
you to a specialist who will slit your gums open and clean them that way. Before you say, 'No 
way I'm going to let someone slit my gums open', I can do my best to fix your teeth by 
cleaning them and pulling some." I realized that he was "priming" me not to go to a specialist- 
he could have phrased it differently if he really wanted me to consider seeing one, but, well, 
there isn't any way I'm going to let somebody slit my gums open. I said okay, see what you 
can do. Then his assistant took x-rays. They developed them right away, so I didn't have to 
wait to start getting my teeth fixed. 

He said he'd have to pull at least one, and probably three more, and also I needed 
some fillings that fell out replaced, and my teeth needed to be cleaned. This is going to cost a 
lot of money. He pulled the tooth, which wasn't bad because it was so loose it kinda almost 
came out by itself. I could have saved $125 of Emma's money if it did. Before he does more 
work, he wants my teeth cleaned. I guess he doesn't want to touch them until they are clean. 

1/4/00-Age 56 

June is the name of the woman who is cleaning my teeth. It's not a one shot deal. She 
told me she was going to do it in four parts. I guess I should have brushed more often. Being 
out on the streets during the 1970s didn't help. Listen up, kiddies, if you're not brushing 
morning and night, start doing it now. It'll save you a lot of money and pain. 
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1/9/00-Age 56 

Emma and I visited with Fred today. I don't know how the subject came up, but I told 
him my concept of God. I'll share it with you, too: 

Some people believe in God, and some don't. I've always considered myself to be a 
non-believer because I always found the concepts of god I was told to be rather childish. For 
example, I find the thought of an old man with a white beard looking down and keeping track 
of where I, and you, touched ourselves, and saying to himself, "I'll get you later for that" to be 
ridiculous. I always thought that my God, if I had one, would have better things to do and be 
concerned about. Of course, there are religions other than the Judao-Christian, but they too, 
or at least the ones I know about, are as unsatisfying to me as the traditional Western 
religion(s) are. And all of them have a lot of rules you've got to follow. 

I think that the major reason most people have a "personal" god is that they can't bare 
the thought that there is no meaning to life, and they need a father figure to tell them what is 
right and what is wrong. Apparently these people have no inner guide- no concept like, "I 
wouldn't want someone to punch me in the nose, so I won't punch someone else in the nose." 
They need a god who tells them not to punch someone in the nose, and threaten them with 
god-knows-what if they do, and promises a reward if they remain good children. I have spent 
a good part of my life feeling "spiritual", but not having a concept of a God. 

I've also spent a lot of time wondering what is beyond the Universe (you know, if the 
universe is expanding, what is it expanding into, and if there is nothing surrounding our 
universe, then we are contained in nothing, and so we don't exist, etc.) Regardless of my 
thoughts, I never felt satisfied with what my paltry three-dimensional based brain could come 
up with. Until recently. Following is my concept of God. It won't satisfy everyone, and please 
feel free to ridicule me if that will make you feel better. Honestly, I don't care. 

My God is wearing a white, but slightly dirty, laboratory coat. He (or she) is a pimply 
faced high school kid, and is holding a beaker containing chemicals he has just (poorly) mixed 
together in his chemistry class. He places the beaker down on a table and turns to leave the 
room. He is deciding how many Twinkies to have for lunch. 

We live inside that beaker. We exist in a realm of sub-sub-sub-sub-etc.-atomic particles 
that won't be discovered for a thousand years or so. My God doesn't know he has created us, 
or countless other "universes" during his days in chemistry class. Some day he'll throw us 
down the drain. This won't matter, since our concept of time could mean that a few hundreds 
of billions of years will have transpired before he'll do that, and I plan to be very dead by that 
time. 

This concept of God satisfies me. There is a "creator", but He doesn't know He created 
us, and so we have an impersonal God. If he did know he created us, my, or your, prayers 
would still go unanswered, since even if he could hear them, he couldn't do anything about 
them. After all, he's just a 13 or 14 year old kid and doesn't have the tools/ability to help us. 

But he doesn't know he created us, just as you didn't know you created a zillion or so 
universes when you mixed up chemicals for your chemistry class, or when you mixed some 
bleach and other solvents together to try to get a stubborn stain out of something. 

For the question of who created my/our God, well, I don't know. Probably another 
chemistry student, somewhere, in some other universe. 

If you don't want to believe in my concept of God, fine. If you feel better with some 
variant of it, fine. If you feel better with a more traditional view, fine. If you have no religious 
beliefs, fine. 

I had this view for some time, and thought I had to be the only one in this universe with 
it. I was thrilled to see the movie "Men In Black". Especially the last minute or so. By golly, 
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there are others out there who I'm in sync with. I find that satisfying. 

Enough theology, but I want to say that I found Fred's reaction to this interesting. He 
smiled, and his eyes brightened a bit. He said, "I like that". I didn't think a conservative 
religious Jew would react that way. 

1/11/99-Age 56 

At least June, the dental lady cleaning my teeth is pretty. But not pretty enough to 
make my now weekly trip to the dentist enjoyable. 

1/14/00-Age 56 

Today I got the following email from a girl who's reading this book. I'm a little 
disturbed/worried. 

Dear Eliot, 

I really respect your honesty in what you rite, what you say must be 
somewhat embarrassing to you. People like myself mostly forget there 
childhood, block it out. I spent my hole life trying to block out my 
past, and your so brave, you can say your past to the world. I am very 
ashamed of my past, being that i'm only 14 years old, I figure that i 
have plenty of time to get my fillings reorganized, and really figure 
out hew i am. Until than I want to find out about people hew have 
experienced things like myself, and how they coped. So, thank you a lot 
for telling your story and maybe I can get that carriage that you have, 
and maybe someday tell my own. 

K<> 


I wrote back to her: 

Dear k, 

Thank you for the kind words. I'm troubled that you are having a hard time. Fifty 
years ago, when I was growing up, there weren't people I could talk to. But things are 
different today. Have you considered talking to one of your teachers, or a grown-up 
you know? At the very least, try keeping a diary, and write in it every day. Maybe some 
day you can use it for the basis for telling your own story. 

If you want to write to me again, please do. And do think about telling someone 
about your problems. 

Here's a hug, 

Eliot 


God, I'm really upset. I don't know what else I can do. 


1/16/00-Age 56 
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I've been reading Ann's journal, the second Canadian girl in her twenties I mentioned 
earlier. Her's is well written and interesting. She's an artist and school teacher. I sent her an 
email asking her to clarify some things for me. She replied: 

Hi, 

It's nice to 'meet' you. I found myself hooked reading about your life. I'm amazed 
at how you remember these things. Is your autobiography in book form? If not, what 
made you choose to put it out on the net, rather than publish it? So far, I've read up to 
#16. And also I read the last one, and a couple of your essays. I'm surprised that you 
would be envious of my writing. Yours seems a lot more coherent and intelligent to me. 
It seems very 'finished' to me. Where as my writing is more like a random stream of 
consciousness, with a lot of jumps and gaps, as you found. Anyway, I'm looking 
forward to finishing your journal! 

About your questions: 

tv appearances -1 have never really gone into detail about this. I was 
on a local show talking about my art, that's all. I've only recently begun 
to talk about my paintings and where I want to go with that. I'm very 
protective of my goals, and I tend to refer to that part of my life without 
explaining anything in detail. Maybe that's changing a little now, though, 
being suicidal - this was before I started writing the online journal. After 
I left my husband/religion/former life, I became very depressed. I picked 
out a time and a method, and was preparing for it, but life took a few 
hopeful turns, enough for me to abort my plan. It was an interesting 
feeling, to lose all caring, and I felt very free during this time, in a sense. 

Out of this time my dreams were born. 

where I live - at the start of the journal, I live in an apartment with my 
roommate. Now I live at home with my parents, to save money, 
my brother - uh, he underwent 'gender reassignment'. What can I 
say? What do you want to know? 

the transgendered student - there's not much to know about her. I've 
only seen her once, and had a discussion about her with another teacher. 

Next semester, in two weeks, she'll be coming back to school to finish 
her education. 

1/17/00-Age 56 

I heard from the 14 year old girl today: 

Dear Eliot, 

That was so kind of you to write back! I am keeping a diary, and I thank 
you so much for your advise. I'm afraid that nobody can help me with my 
problems thaw. I've tried to tell someone, but like whine you were a kid, nobody will 
believe me or bother to listen, but still I thank you for trying to help me, that was the 
kindest thing someone's done for me in a long time, a hug to you. 
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Kady M 

<> 

I wrote back immediately: 

K, tell me what's going on. It'll probably make you feel better to talk to someone. 
Maybe I can come up with some suggestions. I don't know why you're feeling abused, 
so I've got to wait until I hear from you to understand what's happening in your life. I'd 
like to be able to help you- at least to offer some good suggestions, so do let me know 
what's going on, okay? Please write soon. 

Hugs, Eliot 

1/22/00-Age 56 

Got this from Ann, the Canadian artist/teacher today. Another fan. After years of 
walking the streets babbling to myself, I really enjoy hearing from people who enjoy reading 
about it. 

I'm glad you don't mind that I'm linking to you and commenting on your story. It's 
really making me think. I love reading people's life stories, and I think yours is 
particularly interesting and well written. 

Ann xoxo 


1/26/00-Age 56 

I haven't heard back from the 14 year old girl. I'm worried about her. I think the best 
thing for me to do is convince myself it's a hoax of some sort- maybe a 40 year old man 
whose pretending he's a little girl. That way I won't worry. 

1/27/00-Age 56 

My teeth cleaning is over, and today I saw the dentist. He said he wants to fill four of 
my teeth, and then he wants to pull three, two of which he first wants to fill. I don't understand 
this. I'm getting the idea he thinks I'm an idiot. Why fill some teeth and then pull them a month 
later? To make money, I guess. I have bad vibes. I'm not happy. I still remember how he tried 
to wave me off from seeing a specialist. I'll have to give this some thought. 

1/29/00-Age 56 

Emma and I went to Fred's today. We stopped off and got Starbuck's coffee, and we 
sat in his kitchen and had another good chat with him. He really is a wise man. Emma 
mentioned that I have been seeing a dentist and I'm not happy, and that the dentist wants to 
first fill some cavities and then pull some of those teeth. Fred said I should go and see his 
brother Joe, a dentist, for a second opinion. It turns out that Fred has seven brothers and 
sisters, all of whom are in medical fields. Some are doctors, some dentists, and one is a 
pharmacist. Some live in Europe, but luckily Joe is local. Emma took Joe's number and will 
call him and make an appointment for me. I'm not looking forward to having my gums slashed 
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open. Oh me. 

2/14/00-Age 56 

While doing art at my computer a little while ago, I heard an interview on National 
Public Radio with someone who started a business selling electronic books, called ebooks, on 
the internet. I wrote down their URL and took a look at the site and found how to send them a 
sample of the book so they could decide if they wanted to handle it. This might bring me in 
some money. Giving it away free is okay, but selling it will be better. However, I'm going to 
have to put it into some form other than a bunch of HTML sections. One format they handle 
is .pdf, which is Adobe Acrobat format. I know nothing about it, so I decided to look into it. 

I went to a local CompUSA computer store and read the info on the box of Adobe 
Acrobat software, and decided I could handle it and had the proper stuff on my computer to 
work with it, but the cost was far too much, $249. I didn't want to invest that much of Emma's 
money for what I knew would be another one of my money losing schemes. I went to Adobe's 
website and found that I could do it for free. They made free conversions for people who 
wanted to make sure they liked the program before buying it. I figured I could make the 
conversions as free trials, unless I screwed up things too badly, since they have a limited 
number you can make free. 

I signed up for the free trial and managed to get this book converted in a few hours. 
Then I sent it off to Booklocker, the ebook business, and waited to get their verdict. Maybe it's 
too long, or too dirty for vanilla people, or whatever. Today I heard from them and they said 
they'd handle the book, and all I had to do is set a price and write a blurb and they'd list it. 

Writing the blurb took some thought, but I got it done today and sent it off, along with 
the price. They take a commission, and with the free Adobe conversions, this cost Emma 
nothing. Not bad. All I have to do now is take the free book down and put up a note telling 
people they can buy it at Booklocker. 

2/22/00-Age 56 

I went to see Joe the dentist today. His office is in a slightly run down business area- 
low end liquor stores, auto body shops, fast food places, etc. His office is in an older semi¬ 
run-down building. I didn't have good thoughts about the second opinion when I entered his 
suite. But I was surprised. It was nicely furnished, far nicer than most doctors/dentists offices 
I've been in. Very Persian. I sat for a while and after noticing the nice decor, I noticed one 
other thing. It was strange, but it was the cleanest place I've ever been in. Not a speck of 
dust. Nothing out of place. I don't know how he kept the place so spic & span. Maybe he had 
an elaborate air filtration system. Or maybe one of the pretty Persian girl assistants was a 
slave-maid. All I know is that it's unusually clean. 

When I sat down in the dentist's chair Joe opened a sterile paper bag containing 
disposable tools. Very impressive. Joe looked at the set of x-rays I got from the other dentist, 
then looked at my teeth, and then said, "If you came to me, I wouldn't touch your teeth. I'd 
send you to a periodontist. If you want, I'll make an appointment for you with one." Uh Oh, I 
thought, here comes the gum slashing doctor! Joe went on to say that the doctor he wants to 
send me to is a genius, who can work miracles. He told me that if I went, I should have him 
call and speak to Joe after he had a chance to look at my x-rays. I said, "Okay, fine". Maybe 
just to assure me, Joe said to me, "I don't know how much money he has, but it's a lot. He 
doesn't have to work for a living. He is a dentist because he loves being one, and loves 
helping people". Strange, to mention that the dentist is rich, but comforting that he's not in it 
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for the money, but because he likes what he does. 

I left with an appointment with the periodontist. He only practices one day a week, on 
Tuesdays. I guess he really is rich. 

2/26/00-Age 56 

I found a few more businesses that sell ebooks online. I couldn't see anything in the 
agreement I have with Booklocker that prohibits me from selling the book elsewhere, as long 
as it's not sold for less, so I'm going to send it off and see if other people will handle it. 

3/4/00-Age 56 

I went with Emma to the CPA she uses to do her taxes. He asked if I needed my taxes 
done too, and I told him I didn't make any money, and hadn't for years, except for a bit that I 
made online trading, but it didn't amount to much, and I lost more that I made. After listening 
to how little I made and how much Emma was paying to make the minimum payments on my 
credit cards, he told me I was silly not to declare bankruptcy. I told him I felt uncomfortable 
doing that. Besides, it was nice having the credit cards in case I suddenly needed money and 
didn't want to ask Emma. He told me that I, and actually Emma, were paying a lot in interest 
on the money I owed to belong to the club made up of people who had credit cards. Besides, 
after I declared bankruptcy, I'd be able to get a card somehow. But not having a credit card 
would make me feel like I was back on the streets smelling like spit-up. Everyone has a few 
cards today, except for the homeless people. I told him I'd give it some thought, just to get him 
to shut up. 

Tonight I read Ann's journal, the Canadian artist/teacher. She's kinda neat. She 
mentioned that she's thinking of taking a teaching job in Los Angeles, but she was vague. I 
guess that's how you are when you're deciding something. I wrote to her: 

Moving to L.A.???? That would be great. You're about the right age- young... get to 
know everyone. Get in with the "in" people. Then introduce me to them... Or not. 
Anyway, I'm waiting for you to explain things in more detail. Eliot 

3/5/00-Age 56 

Ann emailed back today: 

Hey you! 

details... I don't know if I even have anymore at this point! Apparently you guys 
are having a teacher shortage, eh? LA's School District came up to the University here 
and did some recruiting. I still have to decide where to teach, specifically. Any 
suggestions? Any suggestions of where NOT to teach? I don't know how to find out 
where those scary gang areas are. I don't know if LA school district people would care 
to tell me. They probably need teachers in those areas, so... But I don't want it to be 
me! So, ya, if you care to tell me some of the better areas to live/work, I would be 
grateful! 

In return, I'll intro you to all the innies, sure! Ya, all those really 'in' teachers I'll 
get to know! Fffff! k. later! Ann 
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3/14/00-Age 56 

I went to the periodontist today. I think his name is Dougie Houser. He looks like he's 
about 15. Really. He looked at my x-rays, and then my teeth. I told him that Joe wanted to 
speak to him about me. Dougie disappeared for a few minutes, and then came back. He sat 
down and we had a chat. He said some of my teeth would probably have to be pulled, but 
there was a new technique that might save most if not all of them. It involved putting a 
medicated "cast" on my gums. This cast would stick to my gums and medicate them, and in a 
week or so the cast would fall off. He said he would do it in sections, and if I was lucky, my 
mouth would be healed. The only problem was the cost. About $1,600. I said I'd have to think 
it over. He said I should come back for a teeth cleaning. I said I've just had them cleaned, for 
four weeks. He said I needed a teeth cleaning. I made an appointment for the next week. 
Tonight I spoke to Emma about the dentist. I told her what Dougie said. She thought that we 
should try the medicine. Maybe it would save my teeth. Besides that, she trusted Fred. If he 
recommended Joe, and if Joe said he wouldn't touch my mouth, and recommended I see the 
genius Dougie, then that's what I should do. I mentioned the $1,600 again, and she said she'd 
find a way. Emma is so good to me. 

3/21/00-Age 56 

I had my teeth cleaned by Dougie Howser today. When he finished he casually 
mentioned that he got "a lot of gunk" out. I wonder why I paid for four teeth cleanings from the 
now-to-be-thought-of as the rip-off dentist and his assistant. Ya know, I don't mix with the 
world often, because I'm a bit distrustful of people. And when I do venture out, my lack of trust 
gets stronger- It's like I'm saying to myself, "I told you so". I'd like it better if I met people who 
were trustworthy. It'd be better for my mental health. 

I told Dougie that I'd go for the new treatment, and he told me to make an appointment 
for next week. I did. 

3/28/00-Age 56 

Dougie put something on one quarter of my gums. It didn't hurt, and I didn't even know 
he'd put it in. I thought he was just messing around in there. He told me the "cast" would stay 
in place for about a week, and then come off, probably in pieces. I made another appointment 
for the next week. 

3/29/00-Age 56 

Emma told me that Fred got married over the weekend. One of those quickie 
marriages, so I shouldn't feel hurt that we weren't invited. He married a Persian woman he 
had known in the past, and had re-met a while ago. I don't know what to make of it, but it's 
none of my business, and I suppose he's happy, and that's all that counts. But it does seem 
like he got married in a hurry. Maybe we aren't such close friends that he didn't feel he wanted 
to mention being in a serious relationship. 

4/3/00-Age 56 

Emma and I went out to eat tonight. Nothing fancy, just a meal. During it I noticed 
something in my mouth I didn't put into it. I took it out, and realized that the "cast" Dougie put 
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in came off. It looked like a thin piece of wax. No problem. 

4/18/00-Age 56 

Dougie put the last cast of medicine on my gums today. He seems very pleased with 
the progress my mouth is making. Next week I'll find out what else he wants to do. 

4/19/00-Age 56 

Emma told me that Fred told her he filed for divorce today, and he's in a big hurry for it 
to go through. He wants to be "rid of her", Emma said. I asked what went wrong, and she said 
she didn't know. 

4/25/00-Age 56 

Dougie said that now I only have one tooth that is loose, and wants to know if it bothers 
me. I asked him which one. He touched it and it's at the extreme side/back. I told him I wasn't 
aware it was loose, and it didn't bother me. He said if it doesn't bother me, we should leave it 
in. Besides that, he wants me to use a prescription mouthwash that costs about $15 a month, 
and see him every three months for a cleaning. He didn't say anything about filling the few 
fillings that have fallen out over the years. That first dentist was a real rip-off pig. That one told 
me he was teaching dentistry at a local college. I'm sure his course is in ripping off patients. 
What an Asshole. 

5/7/00-Age 57 

Fred came over to our house today for a visit. It's the first time he's been over. He 
brought a nice glass dish as a gift. I couldn't stop running my hand over it while we were 
talking. The pattern on it was slightly raised, and I found it enjoyable to touch. I asked Fred 
about the gift. He told me his secret to finding nice gifts is to buy something he likes when he 
sees it, and then put it aside until he finds an occasion to give it to someone. I never thought 
of that. I suppose most people tell themselves that they have to buy a gift for someone, and 
then go out and buy something, in a limited amount of time. Fred's way is more relaxed, and 
since he doesn't feel rushed, he only buys things because he likes them, not because he is in 
a rush and "it will do". Fred is a wise man. 

I asked, as tactfully as I'm capable of, what went wrong with his marriage. Fred said, "I 
found her using cocaine IN MY HOUSE!" Although Fred didn't say it, I got the impression that 
the woman felt he was a catch, a prosperous and respected psychiatrist, and since she was 
getting older, it was time to ensnare him, and she did. It turned out that she looked him up 
after not having seen him for a number of years, and started the ball rolling. Fred seemed like 
he had to get the divorce finished with as soon as possible. I understand his wanting the 
divorce, but he really does seem to be in a rush to get it over with. 

I asked him if he would pose for a portrait. He put me off. He said he hasn't been 
feeling that well recently, and has lost some weight, and wanted to wait until he was better. He 
said he's been to some doctors, but no one could tell him what's wrong with him. Okay, I can 
wait. I've taken portraits of our gardener, Jesus, and of Emma's boss, and Mary the assistant 
Mistress, and some other people. I'm back in form, that is, I've regained my skills. The studio- 
in-a-tent is working out well. I'm glad Emma spotted it. 
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5/18/00-Age 57 

Emma and I went to visit Fred in the hospital tonight. He was admitted four days ago, 
but we didn't find out about it until today. We don't know what's wrong with him, but he has 
been losing weight, and he has told us he hasn't been feeling well for a while. We hope it isn't 
all that serious, but I think both Emma and I think it's cancer, but we're not saying that out 
loud. 

He's at one of the largest and best known hospitals in L.A., a lot newer and it looks a 
lot cleaner than the one Emma was in for her operation. We found his room with only a bit of 
trouble. He was awake so we went in. He had some other visitors, an orthodox Rabbi and 
some people with him. We were there to give Fred moral support, so we just chitchatted, and 
the rabbi said a prayer every once in a while. Apparently there are prayers for just about 
everything, like when Fred got out of bed and into a chair. 

Fred asked if Emma and I wanted some of the fruit that had been brought to him. 
Emma said no, but I was hungry and a banana looked good, so I thanked Fred and took one. 
That was a mistake. The Rabbi insisted that I say a prayer with him. Like I know a prayer to 
say before eating a banana. Like I speak Hebrew. It was a few torturous minutes, as the 
Rabbi said things in Hebrew and then I tried to mimic what he said while he patiently waited. 
And turned in different directions and made gestures that, I assume, was part of the prayer. 
When we finished, I ate the banana. It was good, but not good enough to go through the 
prayers for. 

Emma and I left a few minutes later. As we walked to the car, I mentioned how 
uncomfortable I felt praying over the banana. Emma laughed and said now I knew why she 
declined the fruit. I said I didn't know I'd have to pray if I took some. She said she did, and 
was amused by the whole thing. But what amused her most was that the Rabbi said a prayer 
for things that grow under the ground, not for things that grow above the ground. Apparently 
he didn't know where bananas come from. Well, at least Emma was amused. 

8/30/00-Age 58 

Fred came over today. He's been out of the hospital for a few months, and I've finally 
persuaded him to let me take his portrait. He is looking very thin, but we haven't asked him 
what the problem is. He'll tell us if he wants us to know. I just know that if it's something 
serious, we can't wait too long before it's too late to take his picture. 

He really didn't want to have it done, so one of the pictures I shot is of his back while 
he's sitting in a chair facing a wall. The portrait of a man who doesn't want his portrait taken. 



The picture I shot of Fred today 
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While chatting, he told us that he was given the wrong dosage of medicine 14 times in 
15 days while at the hospital. He'd read his chart and knew what the dosage of the medicine 
was supposed to be, then he'd look a the pills he was brought, and then he'd call the nurse in 
to get the right dosage. Listen-up, kiddies, STAY OUT OF HOSPITALS, they're dangerous 
places and hazardous to your health. No kidding. And brush your teeth! 

9/14/00-Age 57 

Ann wrote that she decided to take the job in Los Angeles: I sent a brief note to her, 
after giving it a lot of thought, and talking it over with Emma: 

While I'm thinking about it, if you ever do make it to L.A., and ever want or need a 
laid back place to visit for a while, give me and my significant other a ring. You should 
already know something about me, since you plodded through "Eliot’s Story". Emma 
is a very nice (very bent, but nice) grand motherly type. I usually stay home and do my 
art that no one is interested in and wonder what I should do when I grow up, and Emma 
goes off to work as a paralegal and office manager for a lawyer. 

9/15/00-Age 57 

I sent this email to both Betty and Ann, the online journal writers I've been reading. I 
think they should know about each other: 

Hi kids, 

Look, I've been thinking about writing this for some time, and decided to finally 
do it. I've been reading each of your journals for a while now, and I frequently get 
confused and mixed up 'cause there are a bunch of similarities between you two, and I 
sometimes wonder if you're the same person writing two different journals. Or maybe 
it's just that I'm getting old and can't find the bathroom anymore and need help 
chewing food and just think you two are similar but you're really not. Or whatever. 

Anyway, both of you are Canadians, both in your early twenties, both have very 
heavy issues with a sibling, both were overly and now X-Christian, both could be 
happier in work situations, both like to hang out and have a drink or two (or is that only 
Betty, or only Ann, - see, I'm confused again). Anyway, I see so much of each of you in 
the other I want to check and see if you read each others journal. If not, go and start 
your reading at the archives and see what you think. 

Hugs to both of you, 

Eliot 

9/16/00-Age 57 
Ann sent this today: 

Wow - she's a really good writer. She's going to be insulted that you mix us up! 

I think I might become a regular reader of her now. I'll write more later. I'm falling off 
my chair, so tired. 

Ann 
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But a little while later I got this: 

About your offer to let me visit you... um, this would be really helpful when I 
initially move. I need a place to stay while finding an apartment. See, I plan on moving 
down with all my stuff near the end of next month (either the end of Oct or end of Nov) 
and then finding an apartment very quickly, in one or two days, then moving in. 

I wasn't sure how I was going to do this, since I don't know anyone in L.A. -1 
thought I might just sleep in the moving truck, or that a couple of friends would drive 
down with me, we could camp, and they could help me move, but with your gracious 
offer of a place to stay, I thought I would ask about doing it this way! 

If this freaks you out, or it's not a good time, or whatever, that's ok, don't worry - 
I'll find a way, all will be well. I was thinking I could look for an apartment over the 
internet, or perhaps my employer could help me out somehow, but if you can help me 
out, I think it could work out and I would be so grateful! 

Ann <> 

And I shot this back: 

Sure, Okay, No Problem, stay with us for a few days. But, it would be best if it 
was just you- someone we don't know showing up with a couple of Hell's Angels who 
helped her move... Ummmm... 

Actually, I do know you. I have read all of your journal and I like you and think 
you are a good person. It's just that Emma and I are getting older and having a bunch 
of people we don't know camping out here would get old fast. Just you, no problem. 
But if you want some friends to help you with the driving... but we're open to 
negotiations on that point. 

It would be helpful if you knew what part of the city you would be teaching in, 
since L.A. is VAST and it could easily take you an hour and a half to drive morning rush 
hour from one end to the other. And then there's afternoon rush hour. So let us know 
where and we'll do what we can to help you find something you'd like and that will be 
relatively safe (sorry, slipping into fatherly mode there). 

Emma owns a three bedroom house in an okay area of the city- safe, but not 
rich. We have a medium sized Labrador Retriever which sometimes will lick you a lot if 
you let her, and generally it's a good place to be. So don't worry about bad living 
conditions here. (Are you towing your car? Or?) 

Anyway, yes, come and stay, and let us know when and where you'll be teaching, 
and if we should expect someone to arrive with you. 

I think you're very brave to pick up and move to a different country and take a 
job in a country you know little about (from a practical point of view). 

Hugs, Eliot 

10/12/00-Age 57 

I asked Emma to find me a bankruptcy lawyer a few days ago. I can't see her 
continuing to pay my minimum credit card payments any longer. When I was young, going 
bankrupt was shameful, but, hell, times have changed, and even if it is shameful, it's better 
than bleeding Emma dry. 


Page 401 of 637 


She asked the lawyers she knew, none of whom did bankruptcy law, but she got a 
recommendation, and called and made an appointment for me today. She told me the guy 
was a former priest. I don't know what to make of that. I sat in his waiting room for a half hour 
past my appointment, getting pissed off, since waiting isn't something I do well. 

When I finally got to see him, he was talking on the phone and ushered me in and 
gestured to a chair. I sat and waited a bit. Finally he finished and began asking me questions. 

I was very nervous, not knowing exactly how to explain my life and my present situation, like, I 
don't work, I'm a bum, I'm an artist, I owe about $22,000 and have no way of paying it off, etc. 
As we talked, he answered the phone, took pieces of paper from his secretary and read them, 
swiveled and sent an email, all at the same time. It was weird. Finally he told me to pay him 
$400 and he'd look into my situation. I got up and told him I'd think about it. This guy was at 
least as nutty as me, if not more so. 

10/22/00-Age 57 

Ann arrived today. She showed up with her soon-to-be ex-boyfriend, Hunk. Well, that's 
not his real name, but that's descriptive. A huge good-looking guy who isn't overly bright, but I 
suppose if I liked guys that wouldn't matter much. Ann was what I expected, a pretty young 
woman of 27 or so, with a lot of energy. They arrived in the rented U-Haul, with just about 
everything she values in it. She says she's going to find a self-storage place tomorrow and 
then return the U-Haul and start looking for a car. She's already made her first mistake. She 
stopped off along the way and rented a place to stay, which won't be available for a few days. 

I tried to tell her that since she didn't know where she'd be working, she might be living too far 
away. She didn't quite get it. I think she thinks Los Angeles is a little bigger than the small 
Canadian town she comes from. She's in for a big surprise. I'll talk with her again about this 
tomorrow. 

10/23/00-Age 57 

We took the Hunk to the airport shuttle bus this morning. Ann and he said their tearful 
good-byes, and he got on the bus and off he went. Ann wasn't happy about it, because she 
knew it was all over between them. She wasn't unhappy about that because she knew she 
was mostly seeing him because he was, as far as she was concerned, a great fuck, and that 
was about it. But she was a bit sad because she realized that her life was really going into 
uncharted waters, that she was alone in a strange city in a strange country without friends, 
etc., and she was going through some mental adjustments. 

We drove back home and I got the address of the closest self-storage place which was 
about ten blocks away, and she drove the U-Haul and I drove ahead to lead the way. 

She got a small space and paid for the next two months, and then she unloaded her 
truck and managed to cram everything into the small storage space. I did some minor helping, 
but I was feeling drained from my virus, so I only helped with the heavy things, which weren't 
too many. 

Then we went to the nearest U-Haul place and returned the truck, which took almost 
an hour. Something to do with the Canadian cash deposit she made and the return of what 
was left in U.S. dollars. This was like rocket science to all concerned. 

When Ann was finished, I drove her back home. She had phone calls to make to her 
new employer (the school system) to work out where she'd be working and when she was 
supposed to show up to fill out employment forms, etc. I took a nap. One of the calls she 
made was about the apartment she rented. I think driving around the small area of Los 
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Angeles she got to see drove home my point that Los Angeles is huge. She asked to be let 
out of her rental agreement, and they said okay, but they were going to keep the $200 she 
gave them. 

10/24/00-Age 57 

Ann wanted to look at cars. I asked her how much she had to spend. She said she had 
about $1,200 in her Canadian bank, and about $200 on her. I just looked at her for a while. 
Jeez, thought I, moving with only $200 to a foreign country took guts, or dumbness, or both. 
Today, in Los Angeles, trying not to spend money, $200 might last five or six days. Just 
breathing here costs money. 

I said that buying a car with the money she had might take a while, and maybe she 
should think about renting one for a few days. I'd be happy to chauffeur her around, but she'd 
get a lot more done sooner if she had one of her own. She agreed, so I found the nearest 
"Rent-A-Wreck" car rental place. I told her they rented used cars that kinda ran, but they didn't 
charge all that much either. Kind of a trade-off. 

Ann rented a car for about $9 a day, although her Canadian drivers license presented a 
problem for the gang member manning the store. Better working than selling drugs, I thought, 
although he did make me feel uncomfortable, and maybe his selling drugs and not 
intimidating me with his presence would be better for me. 

Ann and Emma had a nice long chat tonight. Sort of like a mother and daughter. But 
without the fights. I'm glad they get along with each other. 


10/25/00-Age 57 

Ann spent the day down at the school district filling out forms and being told what 
choices she had for teaching assignments, which didn't help her much because she didn't 
know where any of the schools were located. But she would find out, because she would 
have to go to the ones that interested her and be interviewed by the Principal and then they'd 
both have to agree to her working there... I could see that this could take some time, during 
which she wouldn't be getting paid. Poor girl. 

She also started looking for cars. I suggested that she try to get a new one, the 
cheapest one she could find would do for now. A used car guaranteed that she'd have car 
problems, which was one thing she wouldn't need with a new job in a new city in a new 
country. Of course, she didn't have any money for a new car. But she went to dealerships and 
looked over the cars she couldn't afford. 

10/26/00-Age 57 

Ann asked me to go with her to one of the car places and see what I thought. The 
salesman was as sleazy as I remembered them being. He assured her that there would be no 
problem getting her financing since she had a job waiting, but when the details about her 
being a Canadian and having the down payment in a Canadian bank and didn't actually have 
a job until she agreed to one, well, things began to look bad. And the prices seemed high to 
me. I think they thought she was a dumb blond from Canada and so they could take extra 
advantage of her. 

I piped in and said that her father in Canada, who would be helping with the car, 
wouldn't go that high. Ann gave me a dirty look, the first she has given me. After we left, to 
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wait for the salesman's call about the financing, she let me know she wasn't happy with me. 
My saying that her father would have to okay the deal made her feel like a little girl, and she 
wasn't, thank-you. I gave this some thought, and although to me she looked like a little girl, I 
did understand her position. After all, she was a more-or-less normally self-sufficient person. I, 
on the other hand, was used to people paying for me. But the reason I mentioned her father, I 
told her, was just a negotiation tactic. I was trying to give the salesman the idea that 
pressuring her wouldn't do any good, because her father would have the final word, and he 
wasn't a dumb blond. True, he was from Canada. This didn't make Ann much happier. Okay, 

I'll stay out of things. 

Ann called the school district to get the addresses and phone numbers of the schools 
she was supposed to check out. She also asked if there was any way the school district could 
help her pay for a car. She was delighted to learn that there was a teachers credit union she 
could join as soon as she started working, and that there was information about it in the huge 
packet of material she had been given but hadn't yet gone completely through. She got the 
information about the schools, and would start calling them Monday. 

10/27/00-Age 57 

Ann sat around with us today. She doesn't know anyone, and doesn't have much 
money to go out and explore. She needs what little she has for gas and paying for the rental 
car. I'm worried about her. She's no problem to have around, and I like her and think she's 
funny and interesting, but I don't know how she's going to be able to buy a car and find a 
place to live and make a good choice about which school to teach at and make friends and... 

Emma and I decided that what she could use is someone around her age who could 
show her around town and let her know what's happening. So Emma called her son, Ephrim, 
who's about a year older than Ann, and asked him if he was available for dinner tomorrow 
night, 'cause she had a favor to ask him. He said sure, what. Emma told him that I had a girl 
from Canada who was moving here and didn't know anyone and we wanted him to tell her 
where the neat parts or town were. Ephrim now was sorry he said he was available. He saw 
himself being forced to being friendly with a god-awful ugly girl he wouldn't want to be seen 
with. But it was too late for him to say he was busy, so we decided on a time and place. 

We told Ann that we were going to take her out for dinner tomorrow, and introduce her 
to Emma's son, because we thought she needed to know someone around her age. Ann was 
polite about it, but it was evident that she wasn't thrilled. She thought it was a blind date and 
she felt uncomfortable. Okay, so both of them can feel uncomfortable, but both Emma and I 
knew that Ann needed to make friends with someone her age, and Ephrim was the only 
person we knew who met that criteria, and that was going to be that. 

10/28/00-Age 57 

As we entered the restaurant we spotted Ephrim, who spotted us. He looked at Ann, 
and his face started to relax. We introduced them, told both we wanted Ann to know at least 
one person her own age, and that was the only reason for introducing them. They started 
talking, a little uncomfortably at first, but soon found things in common to talk about, none of 
which made any sense to the now old Emma and me. But they seemed to be getting along, 
so we let them talk and Emma and I kept to ourselves. 

After dinner we drove back to Ephrim's apartment, which he shared with a guy he's 
known since high school. It looked like a train wreck, which again made Ann feel better. She 
could relate to it. It seemed like a place she would live in. Emma and I did good. 
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10/29/00-Age 57 

Ann did some more car shopping. I suggested she look at Saturns. All I know about 
them is that they are relatively inexpensive, and I haven't heard that they are mechanically 
bad, so I guess if she got one it would run long enough for her to get settled and save some 
money so she could trade it in for something that is more fun. 

She came home feeling optimistic. She liked the car, and decided that she'd have to 
wait to contact the credit union once she had signed a contract to work at a particular school. 
A little while after she got home Ephrim called and invited her over to his place. She took off a 
few minutes later. Good for her. 

10/30/00-Age 57 

Ann called about 10 school principals and did interviews over the phone. She was 
asked questions, and she asked questions. She made appointments with three of them on 
different days during this week. She asked me to show her where the schools were located 
on a map, and asked how far away they were, and if they were in bad areas. I answered what 
I could. Then she went into her room and made phone calls. 

11/2/00-Age 57 

Ann has had the interviews, and was asked by all the principals to work for them. She 
said she'd have to think things over. She's also going over to Ephrim's place every night. I 
don't know if it's just to be with people her own age, or if she's interested in him, or in his 
roommate, or in someone else she might have met over there. 

As for Ephrim's roommate, Roger, he'd be a fine catch. Ephrim's not bad either. He has 
an excellent job with a lot of responsibility, and will go far, and makes good money. But Roger 
is a dot com millionaire. He made his money being part of a team that programmed what 
turned out to be a best selling computer game. He doesn't appear to do much of anything 
right now, except cash royalty checks. 

There is one problem with Ann and Emma, and to a slightly lesser extent, me. Emma 
gets worried when Ann doesn't come home until two in the morning. She worries that Ann was 
in an accident or got lost and ended up in a bad neighborhood and got raped and murdered 
or whatever. So she asked Ann to call and let her know if she's going to be home late. That 
way she'd worry less. But Ann feels like she's being treated like a little girl, and is resentful. I 
can't blame her, but I get worried about her, too. 

11/3/00-Age 57 

We got our telephone bill today. We opened it and almost had a heart attack. There 
was about $275 in long distant telephone calls to Canada. Apparently Ann is a bit homesick 
and is calling to talk to friends. Okay, but I know she's out of money and Ephrim and Roger 
are picking up her meal tabs, etc., and she really needs to watch her money. Emma and I 
aren't thrilled about having to cough up the $275 on top of our regular telephone bill. And the 
$275 was only for about two weeks! I had a talk with Ann a little while ago, and got a bit 
"stern". I asked her how much it cost per minute to call Canada. She said she didn't know. I 
suggested that she was being self destructive, and the least she could have done was to call 
the phone company and find out. Ann got pissed at me and started yelling that she isn't self 
destructive. I must have pushed a button. Anyway, I let her know that we couldn't afford to pay 
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$275 extra for her, and she'd have to talk less, or faster, or both. She kinda glared at me. 

Since I don't have children, maybe this is typical of what goes on with a "daughter". But 
she is 27, and should be more together than she is. Ummmm, well, maybe if I read where I 
was at when I was 27, I'd be more understanding. Emma said she's heard ads on the radio 
for lower telephone rates to foreign countries if you sign up and pay a minimum monthly 
surcharge. She said she'd call tomorrow and find out how much it would save Ann/us. 

Anyway, a little while ago I knocked on Ann's door. I wanted to apologize for getting a 
little heated with her. She opened the door and I said I didn't mean to be on her case, and she 
said it was fine, not to worry, and I gave her a hug. Unfortunately, I also gave her bottom a few 
"pats". Actually, I didn't realize that I did that until after I turned away. "God! Did I just pat her 
ass?”, I thought. I turned and looked at her and asked if I just patted her bottom. She smiled 
and said, "Don't worry about it". God, that's too much like incest, or molestation. I mean, kinky 
sex is one thing, but between consenting adults. Ann was an adult, but I thought of her as 
being "young", and almost a daughter, for a short period of time, at least. Ugh. 

11/4/00-Age 57 

Emma spoke to the telephone business office today, and explained that we had a 
"young person" visiting from Canada, who was homesick, and burning up the telephone lines. 
The clerk looked at our bill and said that for $10 a month, Ann could call Canada for seven 
cents a minute, instead of the 58 cents a minute she/we were being charged now. Then the 
clerk said that if we signed up for it, she'd push a magic button and make it retroactive to 
when Ann started calling Canada, which would save us, and Ann, a ton of money. Emma 
signed up, and then went and had a talk with Ann. I'm getting the idea that Ann is putting up 
with us. It's understandable. We still like having her around. It's nice seeing someone with 
soooooo much energy, and she is pretty. When she's not around, I've started referring to her 
as "The pretty little blond haired girl". 

11/5/00-Age 57 



A picture I took of Ann today. 


11/6/00-Age 57 

Ann decided which school she wanted to work at, and called the principle to let her 
know. Ann was told to go down to the school board offices and fill out more papers and 
maybe she could start work in a week or two. This didn't phase Ann. I got pissed at the school 
board. They ask her to leave her country to come here and teach, and when she arrives they 
take their time with bureaucratic shit while she doesn't get paid. I don't think that's the way to 
do things. But then again, since I don't have much experience in the working world, maybe 
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this is the way things are done and Ann was prepared for it. I don't see how that could be, 
arriving with only $200, and "losing" half of that the first day she was here for a deposit for an 
apartment she didn't take. 

There is still some minor tension between Ann and Emma, since Ann rarely calls to say 
she'll be back late. We assume she will be, but Emma has trouble getting to sleep until she 
hears Ann come in. So do I. But when she calls we fall asleep easily. 

11/9/00-Age 57 

Ann went to the school board and spent the day filling out forms, and then went to the 
credit union to ask about joining and getting a car loan. She was told that as soon as she had 
the paper work from the School Board, she could join the credit union and they'd be happy to 
finance a car up to $15,000. This made Ann happy, since the Saturn she was looking at cost 
less, so she saw a new car in her future. 

11/10/00-Age 57 

Roger, Ephrim's dot com millionaire roommate, and Ann, are apparently involved. He 
came over tonight and went into her room, and is still there. I think its the fucking sounds that 
makes me think they're involved. 

11/13/00-Age 57 

Ann told me she hit a roadblock in getting the new car. She needs to have auto 
insurance, which the Saturn salesman said he could arrange for her, even though she still is 
driving on her Canadian license. The problem is that when a computer search was done, it 
turned up 19 moving violations for her in the past year! Oh me. I just looked at her when she 
told me that. I didn't know what to say. Nineteen moving violations in one year? She said it 
was no big deal in Canada. Apparently there are no point systems- get a ticket, pay it, and 
that's that. No increase in insurance, no accumulating too many points and losing your 
license. I told her things worked differently here. Then I told her to call an insurance company 
that advertises on the radio incessantly. They claim to be able to get insurance for "problem 
drivers". 

She called and then left to go down to their office and see about getting insurance so 
she could get the car. I don't remember if she's paying extra for insurance from the car rental 
company. I sure hope she is. 

11/15/00-Age 57 

Ann drove into the driveway in a new Saturn. She was beaming. She's really happy. 
She managed to work out the insurance problem with the company I suggested, and 
everything fell into place. I don't know what she used for money, since I know she's tapped 
out. Ephrim and Roger and others are picking up her food and other expenses for her, but 
she does have some money in a Canadian bank, and a credit card, so she managed to work 
the money out for the down payment for the car and for the insurance. Maybe she got some 
money from her parents. She has gotten some letters from them. 

She asked me if I would drive back with her to the Saturn dealer where she left the 
rented car, and then drive it to the car rental place so she could return it and stop paying for it. 
I said okay, fine, and we did, and she did. 
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11/16/00-Age 57 

Roger came over and is spending the night with Ann. I'm glad she's got a social life. 

11/17/00-Age 57 

Ann found an apartment close to where she'll be working. The apartment is available 
right away, and she's going to start moving in with the help of Roger tomorrow. She starts 
work in two days, so I think she's going to be very busy for a while. 

11/18/00-Age 57 

Ann's gone. The house is empty, sort of. Maybe it's like when someone's kid moves 
out. Emma feels the same way. We hope she's going to be all right in the big city by herself. 
Well, she has Roger, although I don't know how long that will last. 

1/10/01-Age 57 

It's been a while since Ann left. We haven't heard a word from her. She's just 
disappeared. Not even a thank you note. Nothing. Emma and I feel a little hurt by this. After 
all, Ann showed up in Los Angeles with almost no money and no contacts, except for us. She 
lived with us rent free, we introduced her to Ephrim who in turn introduced her to people her 
own age, she got involved with a dot com millionaire who lives with Ephrim, she managed to 
buy a new car with almost no money, and got insurance for people with lousy driving records, 
have Emma get about $250 loped off the money she owed us for the long distance telephone 
calls, stay alive with people helping her out financially while she worked out the nuts and bolts 
of her new job, and finally she got an apartment near where she worked after she came to 
believe us about Los Angeles being huge and she just couldn't find an apartment anywhere. 

True, a lot of this Ann did herself, but Emma and I did have some part in it, and at least 
a telephone call after she got settled would have been nice. I think what irks us most is that 
Ann seems to think that all this is natural, that is, anyone coming from Canada in the same 
circumstances would be dating a rich guy and have a bunch of friends and a new car and and 
and, all in a few weeks. Well, maybe she does live a charmed life, and this is what she's used 
to, although her journal had its share of ups and downs in it. 

1/29/01-Age 57 

Emma is still fighting with her weight problem. What's new, you ask. Well, we've been 
looking on the Internet to see if there has been any breakthroughs regarding the 
understanding and treatment of insulin resistance-carbohydrate intolerance, and anything 
else we can find on weight problems. I read the symptoms of people with low thyroid 
problems, and Emma has every one of them. Not most, but all. She has had thyroid tests, and 
they always come back "within the normal range", but I figure the tests aren't sophisticated 
enough yet to pick up on Emma's problem. After all, tests of various kinds are always being 
improved. I spoke to Emma and asked her to call her internist and get the name of a 
competent endocrinologist, and see if we can get some answers as to why she has all the 
symptoms of a "low thyroid", but the tests say she doesn't. 

Today we went to see Dr. Joe. He listened to us, seemed to (almost) understand her 
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medical weight problem, and did yet another thyroid blood test. Emma has to call him in a few 
days for the results. Time will tell. 

2/01/01-Age 57 

Not surprisingly, Emma's thyroid test showed she was within normal range. I got on the 
phone and spoke to Dr. Joe. I asked why he couldn't give her some pills to jack up her thyroid 
anyway. He explained that would be very dangerous, since it could potentially kill her. While 
that didn't please me, I asked why he couldn't give her a low dosage. He said it could kill her. I 
said it's either him, or we'd get some pills from a pharmacy in Pakistan over the internet. He 
said we should come in again. We made an appointment for next week. 

2/13/01-Age 57 

Dr. Joe very reluctantly prescribed a low dosage of medication for Emma. He said it 
would take a month to take effect, so she'd have to wait and then have a blood test to see 
what the pills did. He also told her what warning signs to watch for, and if she had any of 
them, she should call him immediately. He wasn't a happy camper. 

2/15/01-Age 57 

Fred died yesterday. He was in the hospital for a few days, and then died. We had tried 
to contact him a few times, but he didn't return our calls. Now we know why. Emma, the 
lawyer she works for and his wife, and I went to the funeral. It was in a huge and very 
expensive looking synagogue. Apparently it's the one, or one of the one's, that the Persian 
Jews go to. The entire service was in a mixture of Farsi, the language of Persia/Iran, and 
Hebrew. I didn't understand a word of it. Emma understood the Hebrew. I don't know about 
the lawyer and his wife, but I doubt they understood the Farsi. After an hour they whispered 
that they were going to leave. We left with them. We'll finish paying our respects to Fred in our 
own way. 

My overall image of Fred is that he was a wise man, and I've known too few of them to 
lose him. Selfish of me, I know. 

3/16/01-Age 57 

Emma called Dr. Joe for the results of the blood test to see what effect, if any, the 
thyroid pills she's been taking for a month have done. He told her that the pills meant to raise 
her thyroid output lowered her thyroid output. Emma asked why. He said he didn't know. 

Emma said that maybe taking a higher dosage would help. Dr. Joe very reluctantly agreed, 
told her the warning signs to look for, and said he'd call the prescription into the pharmacy, 
and to have a blood test in a month. 

3/17/01-Age 57 

It's been a while since this book has been listed for sale, and so far, no sales. I think I'll 
look into setting up my own domain and see if I can sell it myself. After all, the free listing is 
nice, but it's competing with a bunch of other books, and I suppose mine gets lost. Or, maybe 
the blurb needs changing, again. Actually, I don't know how to characterize this book and 
make it sound like it's worth reading, let alone buying. 
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3/18/01-Age 57 

I know you're just dying to hear about "Daffy Duck on Helium". It's a new symptom of 
my chronic fatigue virus. Or so I think. Anyway, a few months ago I suddenly felt slightly dizzy, 
and noticed that my skin was hot/flushed. When I said something I sounded, to me but not to 
the person I was talking to, like Daffy Duck would sound if he just inhaled helium. You know, 
that high pitched funny voice. Well, this was a funny voice on top of Daffy Ducks funny voice. 
But not the person I may be talking to. That person sounds normal. All this lasts about 30 
seconds, then everything goes back to normal. 

Over the last few months this has happened a few times, seemingly at random. It 
happened twice over two days, but there has also been a six week and then a month between 
"attacks". I had another one today. Weird. 

4/1/01-Age 57 

Emma whipped out her credit card and plunked down all of about $150 to buy a 
domain, and pay to set up a merchant account, and get a bank account for the "business". 
Now to put the URL on search engines and see what happens. 

4/18/01-Age 57 

Emma called Dr. Joe for the results of the blood test to see what effect, if any, the new 
thyroid pills she's been taking for a month have done. He told her that the pills to raise her 
thyroid output lowered her thyroid output even more than the lower dosage ones. Emma 
asked why. He said he didn't know. Emma told me he sounded like he was going to cry. 

Emma said that maybe taking a higher dosage would help. He said no way. It would be too 
dangerous, and he wouldn't do it. He said good-bye. He sounded like he was glad to be rid of 
her. Well, back to the drawing board. 

5/5/01-Age 57 

Emma had a conversation with an elderly client of the lawyer she works for a few days 
ago. The woman, Liala, saw one of my photographs Emma keeps at her office. Liala wanted 
to know more about it/me. It turns out that she's an "important" art dealer, with a gallery she 
has someone run for her, and a thriving business selling art and art reproductions on the 
Internet and through catalogs. She asked if Emma could get me to drop over to her home 
sometime and bring samples of my work. So today Emma and I took a drive to one of the 
ritzier areas of Beverly Hills, made it past the iron security gate, and up the 20 or so steps and 
into the house. Once in, my impression was that the woman had seen slightly better days. 

The house wasn't in disrepair, just kinda sagging. It needed a handyman to make minor 
repairs to a sliding screen door, things like that. 

Liala and I had a pleasant chat. Actually, she told me the story of her life, how she 
started off as the most famous and highest paid photographer's model in Hungary in the early 
1930's, how she parleyed her savings into representing her artist-boyfriend into European 
fame, of her house down the street from the house of the richest man in Hungary, of her trip 
to America when Europe became too scary to stay. Basically, she was having a good trip 
down memory lane. 

Finally she got around to looking at my portfolio. She had nothing but flattering things 
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to say. She told me I was a genius. But alas, I had a lot of pictures of street people and 
homeless people and poor people in general, and her clientele was made up of rich people 
who wouldn't want such images around their homes. But she asked to keep my portfolio for a 
few days, to show it at a large dinner party she was throwing for her 80th birthday in a week. 
She said she'd drop it off at the lawyer's soon after her party. I said okay, fine. On my way out 
she asked how much I wanted for two of my photographs, one of a homeless woman about 
her age, and another of a man with no legs sitting on the sidewalk asking for spare change. I 
said $200 each, wondering why she would buy them but her rich clientele wouldn't. She 
opened her purse which was nearby, said she only had $200, gave it to me and said she'd 
send me the remainder, and asked if I could make new prints for her and she'd pick them up 
the next time she visited her lawyer. No problem, I thought, since I'd have to make new prints 
to replaced the ones in the portfolio if she took them. 

I asked Emma on the way home if she understood why my work wasn't marketable, but 
was marketable to Liala, who was reasonably rich. She said no. 

7/7/01-Age 58 

Well, finally, we made a sale of the book on our domain. At this rate, we'll break even 
on the $150 investment sometime in 2006. 

8/5/01-Age 58 

Liala had been to the lawyer's a few times, but always "forgot" to bring the portfolio. 

She also forgot to send the remaining $200. That's okay, since I've forgotten to make the new 
prints she wanted. But as time has gone by, I've gotten angry. I don't like her not giving me my 
portfolio back. For the $200 she did pay me, she's got a real good deal. After all, there were 
24 prints in the portfolio. I sent the following to Liala: 

A few months ago a Los Angeles art dealer saw some of my work and invited me 
to her Beverly Hills gated home, where, after seeing more of my work told me I was a 
genius, but that she couldn't handle my work because I had pictures of homeless 
people, and she sold to rich people who got guilt feelings looking at pictures of poor 
people. She then ordered two of my homeless people photos. 

She asked if I would leave a small portfolio for her to show some people. Okay. 
Well, time went by, and I didn't get the portfolio back. So I sent her the following: 

Eliot Roth, North Hills Ca 91343 
INVOICE and BILL 
7/12/01 To: Liala S— 

.Drive 

Holmby Hills, CA 90077 

One (1) Portfolio consisting of 24 8.5" x 11" digital photographs @ $750 each, made by 
the artist, Eliot Roth.$18,000.00 

Discount: 25% because Liala has been so nice to me.$4,500 

Total.$13,500.00 

Terms: Total due by 8/12/01. Reproduction rights remain with the artist. Buyer is 
reminded that the art is not made on stable paper or with stable inks- Inks are fugitive, 
paper is not acid free. 
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If payment is not received by Eliot Roth by 8/12/01, this bill will be turned over for 
collection. 

Regards, 

Eliot Roth 

She hasn't returned the portfolio. I'm sure she has had the photographs reproduced 
and made into fine art prints which she's selling in Europe or wherever. This is yet another art 
dealer who has told me I'm not commercial, and then ripped me off. I'm really tired of it. Art 
dealers are scum, right down there with lawyers, and maybe dentists. I decided to make an 
art piece out of this unpleasantness: 

Inside this package is a portfolio which is similar, if not identical to, the one Liala 
has ripped off. 

Title: Yet another art dealer rips me off. 

[signature] 

Eliot Roth, 2001 

8/12/01-Age 58 

Emma went out to dinner with her two children and her 90 year old mother. I stay away 
from these family gathering. Her mother is all right, but I have problems with her children. In 
short, they dislike me. It seems that since I've met Emma, she's lost a hundred or two 
hundred + pounds, became a certified paralegal, got a good job, cleaned up her house which 
was a disaster area, bought a new car, and generally became a happy person. She laughs a 
lot, something I'm sure she didn't do before I entered the picture. As her daughter puts it, "It's 
all Eliot’s fault!". It's said with nastiness, not admiration. Yip, you got it. It's all my fault. I'm the 
bad guy who made Emma happy. Go figure. So I avoid these people. 

I decided to buy a pizza for my dinner. I haven't had one in years. Instead of having it 
delivered, I drove the ten blocks and walked in and ordered one. The high school dropout 
behind the register started asking me questions that appeared on her computer screen. What 
kind of questions? Well, how about: What type of credit card would I be paying with? None, I 
replied, showing her the $20 bill I had in my hand. My cash wouldn't do. She needed my 
credit card information. Really. No kidding. But that wasn't enough. She needed my address. I 
told her I was going to wait and take the pizza with me. That answer didn't satisfy her. She 
needed my address. Okay, I admit it. I'm not as mentally healthy as I hoped I was. I went a 
little bit Berserk. I kinda started yelling at her. Eventually the manager came out and we 
started the question and answer period all over again. Eventually I understood the problem. 
They couldn't ring up/process the order until they put into their cash register/computer the 
answers to the questions on the screen. It really wasn't their fault. Well, maybe if they smiled 
and laughed and said that the stupid computer demanded the answers before they could 
make the pizza, maybe that would have helped. I decided to handle the situation by putting 
my money away and giving them the credit card information they wanted. Then I gave them 
my address. I asked/pleaded to be allowed to take the pizza with me, and they decided that 
there wasn't any rule against that. So I waited the 20 minutes, drove home, and ate most of 
the large pizza. Not because it was good, which it wasn't. Just because I was hungry. 
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8/20/01-Age 58 

I bought a book two days ago. I haven't read a book in years. I've rarely gone into 
bookstores. I go with Emma to get her light reading material, murder mysteries like "The body 
in the bog" by Katherine Hall Page. I went because her mother got a $25 gift certificate to 
Boarders, and being 90 years old, needed someone to take her. I usually pass on chores like 
this, but I felt being polite and trying to be nice wouldn't hurt. 

While they looked for a book, I browsed, and came across a Kurt Vonnegut book I 
hadn't read. I didn't even know he was still writing/publishing. He wrote "Timequake" in 1996 
(more or less), which gives you an idea of how behind in my reading I am. 

I stopped reading fiction and non-fiction when I went back to college to study 
psychology, I had all that technical reading to do, and couldn't fit in reading for fun. Years 
passed by, but no reading. I gave this a seconds thought, and realized that I'd have guilt 
feelings if I read. I should be making art, or more to the point, I should be doing something to 
make money. I should be doing something to make up for all the lost time from when I was 
crazy and walking the streets. 

Maybe because I realized that no one is interested in my art, and so not reading so I 
can create more stuff that will be thrown out when I die, is silly. And for making money, well... 
although every once in a while I do think of trying to get a job for a few months, to break up 
my routine, and to make enough money to buy a new printer that costs about $6,000. But no 
hurry for that, because all I'll use it for is to make larger sized prints that will be thrown out. 
And my chronic fatigue is so unpredictable. Some weeks I'm fine, and then I'm sick every day 
for a month, and then I'm only sick a few days a week, and then... 

So I started reading Timequake, and after a few pages I realized I was enjoying myself, 
laughing out loud every few paragraphs, which shows something about my perverse sense of 
humor, but also realizing that I was having guilt feelings. I assume that if I plod on, by the time 
I finish the book, my guilt feelings will be in the past, and I might even become a reader again. 
Or not. 

09/09/01-Age 58 

I was standing on a check-out line at the supermarket, looking at the woman in front of 
me. She was beautiful. This woman was perfect. She was also wealthy. She reeked of money. 
Her clothes were perfect, as was her hair, make-up, jewelry, and everything else about her. 
She was about 25. She wasn't the type to be in a supermarket, I thought. She looked like a 
beautiful fish out of water. 

I was right. She didn't take her groceries out of the hand basket she was using, but 
placed the hand basket on the conveyor belt. (Around here, you're supposed to empty the 
basket- probably to cut down on the wear and tear on the clerk.) The clerk politely chastised 
her, and the girl emptied the basket. When it came time to pay, she found that she needed a 
check cashing card, which she didn't have. The clerk gave her an application and asked her 
to fill it out and then she'd take the check. 

The girl said to no one in particular, in a meek and self derogatory voice, "I'm sorry, I'm 
always in the way". 

That was all I needed to hear. There is a story there. I can smell abuse. I don't know if 
she is newly divorced and fending for herself for the first time since college, or if she was 
kicked out of her upper-class home, or ran away from it, but she was lost. But she was 
coping. She's a survivor. My take is that she's been mentally abused, and has that famous 
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"low self esteem" that's going around. But she really did have low self esteem. She's been put 
down all her life, I thought. Always told she wasn't good enough, always "in the way". Or 
maybe she just triggered feelings in me from my childhood. Or maybe both. 

Funny, at least for a guy, but I didn't have thoughts about fucking her. For one thing, I 
knew the experience would kill me. I'm getting old, you know. For another, I realized that I was 
feeling strangely paternal. What I wanted to do was give her a hug. She needed one. But I 
stood and waited for her to fill in the information, pay with her check, and leave. She's a 
survivor, but I'm still going to worry about her from time to time, just like I worry about the 14 
year old girl I'm trying to convince myself is really a 40 year old man. 

9/17/01-Age 58 

I was in my/Emma's back yard working on the demon swimming pool, and noticed 
something was very wrong with my left eye. There are some telephone lines at the back of 
the yard, and instead of them being more or less straight, they made sorta "v" shapes. Now 
I've had chronic fatigue for many many years, and it has morphed into numerous strange 
maladies, but this one didn't seem like something the virus would do... I got scared. After all, 
I'm an artist, and I need my eyes. 

I called my eye doctor, who I hadn't seen in quite a while. He was on vacation. So were 
the other two eye doctors who work with him. Now that's not too bright, all leaving at the same 
time. The receptionist gave me the name of another eye doctor who was covering for them. I 
called Emma and told her what was going on. She called the new doctor and made an 
appointment for tomorrow morning on an emergency basis. Now that has me even more 
scared. 

9/18/01-Age 58 

I saw the doctor. He did an exam, and said he couldn't find anything out of the ordinary, 
and told me that I should consider having an MRI of my brain because I might have a tumor. 
This guy has a great bedside manner. I told him I don't have medical insurance, and he told 
me to go to the county hospital and make a commotion until someone okayed the brain scan. 

I decided that this was the last guy I wanted to have as a doctor. 

I called Emma and told her what the guy said. She got upset, and said she'd call a 
doctor she knew from work, and see what he could do for me. She called back a little while 
later and said that the doctor told her to get me to see a neuro-ophthalmologist, an eye 
surgeon who specialized in eye problems caused by brain problems. I said okay, fine, not 
feeling all that good about my body going south on me. Emma called back and told me I had 
an appointment for tomorrow afternoon. Time will tell, I decided. 

9/19/01-Age 58 

I saw Dr. Cramer today. He gave me a battery of tests, which took about two hours for 
me to complete, clicking a button when I saw or didn't see a tiny light flash on or off or 
disappear, etc. I sat in the waiting room for a while, and then I saw the doctor again. He told 
me he looked at the results, and my problem is that some blood vessels broke in or around 
my optic nerve, which caused my vision problems. He asked if I had high blood pressure. I 
said not that I knew of. He said I should get that checked out, since that was one of the things 
that could cause this problem. He told me to come back in a week. I asked about the "brain 
tumor", and he said the tests weren't indicative of that. He again said to have my blood 
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pressure checked. I wondered why he didn't take it, after all, he's an M.D., but I didn't say 
anything. 

I called Emma and told her what the doctor said. She sounded relieved that I probably 
didn't have a brain tumor, and said she'd make an appointment for me with a doctor. 

9/21/01-Age 58 

I haven't ever seen so many doctors in so short a time. I saw yet another one today. He 
took my blood pressure and his face turned gray. I clocked in at 210/110, while normal is 
around 120/80. He asked me if I had a history of high blood pressure, and I told him I had 
always been told that my pressure was on the low side of normal. He gave me a prescription 
and told me to come back in a week, and to try to "take it easy". 

I called Emma and told her what the doctor said. She said that that confirmed the eye 
doctors guess that my vision problem was caused by high blood pressure. I couldn't tell if she 
were relieved I didn't have a tumor, or if she was worried about my very high pressure. A little 
of both, I suppose. On my way home, I didn't "take it easy", since I was adding up what all this 
was costing Emma. 

9/26/01-Age 58 

I saw Dr. Cramer today. He did a standard eye exam, and then told me that the good 
news was that things weren't going to get worse, but the bad news was that they weren't 
going to get better, either. The visual problem is there, but I can ignore it, that is, if I stare at 
horizontal lines with only my left eye, I'll see the "v'"s, but if I don't, I won't. So I won't. I asked 
him if he could be my eye doctor for routine exams, and he said sure. I wasn't sure if he only 
dealt with brains. After my other eye doctor took off with his entire crew, and selected as his 
backup an idiot, I knew that I needed another eye doctor. 

10/10/01-Age 58 

Ugh! I got a lawyer letter today telling me that I've got two weeks to pay the full balance 
on a credit card I/Emma stopped making the payments on. I've been bleeding Emma dry with 
them, and decided to just stop paying on some, and then pay some and not others. Well, one 
credit card company didn't take kindly to this. They want it all, or they are going to sue to get 
it. Between my chronic fatigue and this, I think I'll take a nap. Good night. 

11/25/01-Age 58 

This is going to take a bit of a setup. There are two things I have to tell you, so you'll 
understand the art piece I have partially reproduced below. 

First, for a while I've been collecting pornography from the 'net, all from free sites that 
anyone, including kids, can go to, mostly on Yahoo. I don't get off on the pictures. Maybe I'm 
jaded. But I am fascinated by the creativity of the human brain as far as sexuality goes. Years 
ago pornography was a topless woman, today, well, even I sometimes don't believe it. I put 
the porn into categories and eventually put them on CD's to free up disk space. I collect 
everything but child porn and animal sex. I know that there is a research paper in this 
somewhere, and I also knew that somehow some of the pictures would find their way into my 
art. 

The second thing is that, as I do my art on the computer, I listen to the radio. I listen to 
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both the right wing crazies, and the left wing crazies. Among others. Sometimes I listen to 
National Public Radio. Sometimes I hear authors being interviewed. Sometimes the authors, 
when asked how they came up with the idea for their book, say that they woke up one 
morning and it was there, in its entirety. All they had to do was sit down at their word 
processor and type it in, word for word. I didn't disbelieve these people, I just couldn't relate to 
it. I'm the kind of writer who has to rewrite a whole bunch. How could such a thing be? I'd 
mentally shrug my shoulders. 

This morning I woke up and had an entire art piece in my head. It involved a written 
piece plus accompanying photos. The writing was all there. I knew all I'd have to do is sit 
down and type it. I knew I had enough of the type of pictures in my collection for the art, all I'd 
have to do is go through my collection and pick them out. 

This art is different from what I usually do. I have no idea where it came from. None. 
Not a clue. That mystifies me. But I experienced what the authors who said they woke and 
had the novel in their heads already written. At least to a degree. A few hours after I woke I 
sat down at the computer and typed the words into it, just as if I was reading them off a page. 

Anyway, the art piece below does depend on the photographs, which I'm not including. 
They are mostly of extreme cock and ball torture, as it's known. Pictures of nails driven 
through penises and scrotums, of large objects inserted into penises, of a woman wearing a 
high heeled shoe standing on a man's testicles, etc. 


“Okay, these are some of the art I turned into Mrs. C's 11th grade art class. 

(a photo went here, another photo went here) 

She told us to make images that we found "internally profound", whatever the fuck that 
means. So I made images that I thought were what she wanted- images that live inside 
my head. Some I made by painting from photos I got on the 'net, others I made "from 
life", and some others from my thoughts. I titled them "Dreams of a Young Girl". 

(There was a photo here, and a photo here) 

Okay, so I bring them in and she goes nuts, and takes me and them to the principal, Mr. 
D., who got real strange looking and calls my mother, and tells her about my art and 
that he wants me to go see a counselor or shrink or something like that. My mom told 
him to hold on and she'd come down from work and see. She did. She didn't get too 
pissed at me. She just said she'd talk to me later. She never did. But she told Mr. D 
that it looked like I put a lot of work into the class and that my paintings looked real 
good to her. Mr. D got upset and said he wasn't sure my mom was a "fit mother". She 
snarled at him and I thought she was going to bite him (she does that when she gets 
real mad), so I just said I wanted my art back but Mr. D. said he had to decide whether 
to give it to the police and turn me in for being a teenage pornographer, and that he 
couldn't give them back to me even if he wanted to, which he didn % because that 
would make him a person who gave pornography to a minor (which I was at the time, 
but not anymore). That made me real mad because my art isn't pornography and 
besides, how could he get into trouble giving me back my own art, even if it is 
pornography, which it isn't. 


(A photo went here) 
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So anyway I got suspended for two weeks and didn't get the art back, but I had 
scanned my art so I have them, although in a different form. Mrs. "C" gave me an F. I 
think she and Mr. D. kept my art and are getting off on it. I know what I'd like to do to 
both of them. 

Mistress Donna Goodwoman, 2001 Title: I am not a pornographer, #1” 

The only changes I plan to make in the art are in the photos, which I'll monkey with for 
a while. The words and photos are printed on 14x17 inch paper. 

11/28/01-Age 58 

A guy who was about 30 years old knocked on the door, and since he didn't look 
dangerous, I opened it. Actually, I assumed he was a process server letting me know I am 
being sued by the credit card company. He just looked the part. I was right. He was pleasant, 
saying that he had some legal papers to give me. He looked just a little uneasy. I suppose he 
takes a certain amount of abuse in his job on a daily bases. I thought it best to put him at 
ease. I told him okay, no problem, and smiled. He did look relieved. He handed me an 
envelope, and asked me to sign that I received it, and I did, and he smiled and started walking 
to his car, and I started to go back inside, when a thought struck me. I called him and he 
stopped. I asked him if he knew a good bankruptcy lawyer. He smiled and said no, sorry, and 
started walking but stopped. He said, "Wait, maybe I do. Let me check to see if I have his 
card in my car". I walked him to his car, he went through his glove box, and found the card for 
the lawyer he was looking for. He handed it to me, and said, "He's a good guy. He won't take 
advantage of you." I said thanks and he drove off. Oh me, I really am being sued. Ugh. 

12/4/01-Age 58 

I arrived at the bankruptcy lawyer on time, and he saw me a few minutes later. Unlike 
the first yahoo idiot, this guy focused his attention on me, listened to my tale of woe, said not 
to worry about the summons, he'd take care of it, after I paid him $1,200. Now, if you're so 
strapped for money you're going bankrupt, how are you supposed to have $1,200? Or maybe 
$1,200 is pocket change for most people and everyone but me has it. Don't know. I said I'd 
send him a check. He had me sign a release so he could get my credit information, so he'd 
know who I owed money to, so he could let them know I wasn't ever going to pay them. He 
said he'd start the process after he got the check. I left. All in all, he was a pleasant man, and 
seemed to know what he was doing. 

I spoke to Emma about the $1,200, and she gave me a check, and that was that. 
12/14/01-Age 58 

My bankruptcy lawyer sent me a large packet of documents. In short, he said he filed 
the bankruptcy partition on the 11th, that I shouldn't worry about the summons I got because 
his filing of my Chapter 7 forms put an end to any lawsuits against me that were trying to 
collect money, and that we had a date at the Federal Bankruptcy Court on January 18, 2002. 

I also got an official notice of the filing of my bankruptcy from the Federal Bankruptcy 

Court. 

I have mixed feelings. When I was young going bankrupt was a source of shame. 
Today, it's called "taking a bath". It'll be nice not to have Emma paying for my debts, and it'll 
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be nice not to get letters, and phone calls, asking me to pay up, and it'll be nice not owing 
anything, but, on the other hand, I'm going bankrupt and that's shameful, at least to me. 

1/18/02-Age 58 

I went to bankruptcy court today. I didn't know exactly what to expect, although the 
lawyer told me it would only take a few minutes, I'd be asked some simple questions, and if 
nothing unusual happened, like someone representing a credit card company objecting to my 
going bankrupt, there'd be nothing to it. 

I got there a few minutes before the lawyer. My first problem was getting past the 
guards and the metal detectors, which for some reason didn't like me. But after the guards 
and metal detectors were satisfied that I wasn't a terrorist, I was allowed to go into the 
appointed room. 

It was large enough to hold about a hundred people, but only had about 25 people 
waiting. At the far end was a slightly raised platform, with a long table on it, and eight people 
sitting around it. One was the presiding person, whatever her title was, and the others were 
representatives of credit card companies with room for others to join for a particular case. 
There was also a chair for the soon to be bankrupt's lawyer to sit on, if the soon to be 
bankrupt person had a lawyer. 

I met up with my lawyer and we sat waiting to be called. Those who went before me 
took a seat when called, and answered simple questions. For most it took about four minutes. 
A lot didn't speak good English. Some didn't have the proper identification needed. But 
everything went smoothly. The only interesting thing that happened was the questioning of a 
person who didn't have a lawyer and was representing himself. The person in charge asked 
who prepared his forms. He replied that he did. She continued, saying that the forms looked 
like they were done with a professional computer program, which are expensive, and asked if 
they were done with such a program. The man said they were. The person in charge asked if 
he went out and bought the program. He said no. The person in charge asked how he got the 
program. The man said he knew a guy and borrowed the program. All the people sitting at the 
table opened their mouths. All the lawyers waiting in the room started laughing out loud. The 
man just "confessed" to violating the licensing agreement for the program, and implicating the 
person who loaned him the program. 

But the person in charge realized that she wasn't employed to watch out for violations 
in licensing agreements, and went on with the standard questions. 

When I was called I took my seat. Maybe it was because I have three college degrees, 
but it took less than 20 seconds for me to answer the questions and show my valid ID, and 
then I was told I could go. I did. I walked out with my lawyer and he quipped about the brilliant 
arguments he raised in my behalf, we laughed, and he said I'd be hearing from the court in 
about ten weeks. And that was that. 

2/11/02-Age 58 

The studio-in-a-tent has been fun to use, but, well, I'm bored to tears with photography. 
This is the way I felt when I got involved with digital photography, back in 1988, before most 
people knew such a thing existed. I've got to find something else to do, something else to 
explore. Something I'll find challenging. 


2/25/02-Age 58 
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We've made about six sales of this book. We have very few visitors to the site. I guess 
I don't know how to draw a crowd. I told Emma I think we should take the site down, stop 
paying the small monthly web hosting fee, put the book back on AOL in Adobe.pdf format, and 
give it away again. Technically, she's the one who has to make the decision, since the web 
site is in her name, or the name of the quickie business she started when she got the URL 
and opened a bank account. Like we thought we might actually get money to put in it. She 
said, "Okay, fine", or the equivalent. She's so understanding of my constant failures, never 
gives me a dirty look, and just seems a bit sad that I'm a bit sad. All in all, I've had good luck 
with women, and I know I'm much happier now than I've been at any other time in my life. 

3/27/02-Age 58 

Today I got my official notice that my debts have been "discharged", or put another 
way, I've taken my bath. 

3/14/02-Age 58 

I've been thinking about a photograph I saw at a digital photography trade show I 
attended back in 1995. I was standing in a line waiting to get something that was being given 
away free, and looked to the side, and saw something remarkable. It was a large three 
dimensional picture hanging on a wall. This picture jumped off the paper it was printed on, but 
I didn't need to wear special glasses to see the effect. I just looked at the picture, and it was in 
three dimensions. It blew me away. I got off the freebie line, and walked over to get a closer 
look. It looked like an abstract painting, that is, I couldn't tell what the subject matter was, all I 
could tell was that it was in 3D. Some literature next to the picture explained that it was a 
photograph of the AIDs virus. Not the most pleasant subject matter. There was also a brief 
explanation of how the 3D effect was created. I didn't understand it, but I did get the jist of it. 

Today I decided that making that kind of 3D imagery might be a good place for me to 
go, something new and not well known, something challenging. So I started hunting on the 
Internet to see if I could track down the method for making 3D pictures that didn't need 
special glasses or other means to see the effect. I haven't found what I'm looking for, but I'll 
keep looking. 

3/16/02-Age 58 

I finally found a reference on the Internet for the type of 3D images I want to explore. 
I've tracked down a number of web sites and I'm reading everything I can find on the subject. 
But I don't understand most of it. But then again, I didn't understand most of what I read about 
digital photography way back when, either. Hopefully I'll get a handle on this and it'll turn into 
something fun to do. 

3/23/02-Age 58 

From what I can tell, this new type of 3D photography is called "Lenticular", which it 
turns out isn't new at all, but has been around for a hundred years. A lenticular lens looks like 
a flat piece of plastic, but embedded inside it are numerous vertical micro lenses, each 
separated from the others by a little space. Every other one (say, the odd numbered ones) is 
angled so anything that comes through it comes through at an angle, say to the left, while the 
even lenses are angled so anything coming through it is angled to the right. In this way, the 
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left eye sees some of the picture placed underneath the plastic, and the right eye sees the 
other information in the photograph. It seems to me that if a standard stereo camera was 
used, one with two lenses, and a picture was taken, which would be two pictures because 
each lens makes it's own separate picture, and if the two pictures are combined in such a way 
to get both of them behind the proper columns of lenses, then one picture would be seen by 
one eye, and the other picture would be seen by the other, and maybe, just maybe, a 3D 
picture would result. I'm not sure about this, because from what I've been reading on the 
Internet, a whole bunch of pictures need to be taken and somehow put together. I'm just a 
little confused. I'll continue looking into this. It might be fun, if I'm smart enough to figure it out. 

4/8/02-Age 58 

Well, it's done. Eliot’s Story by Hugo (An Autobiography) is once again a free ebook on 
AOL. Along with some other stuff I've written. 

4/23/02-Age 58 

I've been spending a lot of time trying to figure out the 3D lenticular photo thingie. 

There are programs out there that do the "interlacing", that is, they take a small slice of one 
picture and a small slice of another picture and put them next to each other in a new 
picture/file, and so on until both pictures are combined in this "interlaced" way into the new 
picture. But every program I've read about boasts about how many different pictures they can 
use to make a final interlaced picture. Some as many as 60 different pictures. I don't 
understand this. After all, stereo photography has been around for years and years, and it 
works just fine with a two lens camera. So why are all the people working in this area using 
many different pictures to make one final interlaced 3D picture? 

The programs cost money, some a few hundred, and some a few thousand dollars. I 
toyed with the idea of trying to write my own, because there is no way I'm going to spend that 
kind of Emma's money on an experimental whim. But today I sent an email to a guy whose 
interlacing program was mentioned on an Internet site. I told him I was an artist and was 
interested in lenticular 3D photography, and wanted to make them with a two lens stereo 
camera, and wanted to know how much his program costs. He wrote back that he gives it 
away free, although he has more complex ones which will do more for sale. He told me to 
email him my name and phone number for his records, and he'd email the program to me. He 
also mentioned that stereo photography worked with two lenses, but 3D lenticular 
photography needed at least three different views. 

I sent him the information, and he emailed me the program. Now all I have to do is 
figure out how to use it. And I also need a camera that has three lenses, although I still don't 
understand why. And I have to find someone who will sell me just one lenticular lens, because 
the companies I've found on the Internet seem to only want to sell them in bulk, like enough to 
fill a railroad car. 

4/25/02-Age 58 

I sent Tom, the guy who sent me the free interlacing program, an email asking if he 
knew anyone who would sell me a small quantity of lenticular lens material. He wrote back 
right away, giving me the name and number of a company that would. I guess I'll have to call 
them. I still hate talking on the phone. I don't mind email at all, but I think this is going to take 
a phone call. 
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4/30/02-Age 58 

I summoned up my courage a few days ago and called Jim, the guy Tom said I should 
speak to at the company that sells lenticular lenses to artists and others in small quantities. 

He seemed like a nice guy and we got along, which means I was on my best behavior. I 
asked if I could get samples of the different types of lenses they sold, and he told me for $20 
to cover the costs, sure. So I gave him a credit card number, which is one of Emma's she put 
my name on. The lenses arrived today. Now all I have to have is a stereo camera or one with 
more that two lenses, as everyone says I need. 

5/7/02-Age 58 

Daffy Duck on Helium, again. Weird. 

5/8/02-Age 58 

I had a brainstorm a few days ago. You see, they don't make stereo cameras anymore. 
Well, there is a company in Germany that makes them for about $3,500 each, and they are 
only "semi" professional cameras. So I thought that maybe I could find a working two lens 
stereo camera on ebay. I signed up, which took me a while, and started looking. I found a 
"new" never used Nimslo four lens camera, which was made about 20 years ago specifically 
for lenticular photography. I lucked out, I thought. The camera was still in it's original 
unopened box, and I bid $17.50 for it. And today I got a notification that I "won" it. Interesting. 


5/13/02-Age 58 

The Nimslo four lens camera arrived. It is really cheaply made, so I'll be gentle with it. 
I'll use Emma for a model. 

5/14/02-Age 58 

The pictures of Emma turned out really good. I figured out how to use the free 
interlacing program, and one of the sample lenticular lenses I bought made the pictures of 
Emma jump off the page. This is going to be fun. Maybe I can make some money taking 3D 
portraits? But the quality isn't great. 

5/17/02-Age 58 

I've been making 3D lenticular photographs of Emma. They look very good, except for 
(1) the slightly poor quality caused by the plastic lenses on the camera, and (2) some jagged 
lines (jaggies) that turn up on diagonal lines and circular shapes. I don't know why the jaggies 
are appearing. Maybe I'm doing something wrong. Maybe there's a button I'm not pushing on 
his program, or something. 

5/21/02-Age 59 

I emailed Tom and asked him about the jaggies, and he said I should send him a 
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sample print so he could see for himself, and he'd get back to me. I sent a picture of Emma 
off to him today. 

5/29/02-Age 59 

The cheap camera I've been using broke. Oh me. 

5/30/02-Age 59 

I didn't hear from Tom about the jaggies, so I sent him an email yesterday. He didn't 
reply. Maybe he didn't get the picture? So I called today and left a message on his answering 
machine, but he hasn't called back. I feel like I'm getting the cold shoulder, but don't know 
why. 

6/3/02-Age 59 

I tried to get the broken four lens camera fixed, but the camera repair man I took it to 
told me to buy a new one, and turned his back and walked away. I went back to ebay. This 
time I bought a four lens camera, a Nashika, for $21. It's pretty much the same camera as the 
Nimslo that broke, but I thought, what the hell, I don't have much of a choice. It arrived today, 
and seems slightly better than the Nimslo, and hasn't broken yet, even though I've put a roll of 
film through it. 

6/15/02-Age 59 

I was in the supermarket today and some prancing queen type faggot was on line in 
front of me. He put his stuff on the counter, and the clerk started ringing it up. Half way 
through the process, the queen said, "Oh, I don't know where my head is, I forgot something, 
I'll be right back". He pranced away. I waited. And so did the clerk, and the four people on line 
behind me. And I waited. You probably know I don't do waiting well. I finally asked the clerk to 
call the manager. He did, reluctantly, and then hung up and told me the manager was busy. 
This didn't do anything for my high blood pressure. I looked around for another line to move 
to, but all were long. After about eight minutes, the faggot pranced back with what looked like 
a cooked chicken in a brown bag. He apparently waited in a line and then, knowing queens, 
probably took his time selecting from among the four cooked chickens available. 

He paid and left, I went through the line in about a minute, and left fuming. I don't mind 
homosexuals, although I do prefer dykes. But I must admit I have a hard time with queens. 

Okay, add this to your list, if you have one, of "Reasons why Eliot isn't a nice guy". 

6/19/02-Age 59 

I've been thinking about a business involving 3D lenticular photography. I mean, there 
are hundreds of possibilities. The biggest problem right now is the slightly poor quality caused 
by the "toy" cameras. I'll worry about that later. The real problem is that the camera looks like 
it will break any second, and I can't think about being in a business and then have to call 
someone and explain I can't do the job because my camera broke, or worse, have to tell 
someone posing for a portrait that the camera just broke. So I thought it prudent to buy 
another Nashika. I hit the motherload on ebay. Someone was selling six "brand new" 
Nashika's, still in their factory packaging. I put in a bid and got a notification today that I "won" 
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all 6 for $97. Now I won't have to worry about a broken camera. At least for a while. 

I still haven't heard from Tom about my jaggie problem, so I sent him another email a 
few days ago. He hasn't answered. I am getting the cold shoulder. It feels uncomfortable. I 
don't know what the problem is. 

8/5/02-Age 59 

I glanced down at my cock as I got dressed, and noticed a rash or something on its tip. 
I've never had a rash in my life. It's not an STD, so I assume it's something ickky and some 
doctor will want to cut it off. No way! Anyway, I told Emma, she looked at it, and said she'd 
find a doctor for me. The lawyer she worked for had zillions of them for clients and 
consultants. Oh me. 

8/7/02-Age 59 

I saw Dr. Williams today, a dermatologist, about my rash. He's about 75, and was very 
nice. He took a look, asked me a few questions, and said, "It's nothing dangerous". I like this 
guy! He gave me a prescription for an ointment, told me how to apply it, told me to call in two 
weeks, and I left, paying with Emma's money, of course. 

I'm still making 3D photos. I've taken a few of some people Emma knows from work, 
young college girls. We give them a print in return for helping me learn what I need to learn. 
Golly, college girls are soooo young! 

8/16/02-Age 59 

The rash is gone. That was easy. 

9/16/02-Age 59 

I just want everyone to know that there is at least one honest person on this planet. I 
got to the phone as someone was leaving a message. He mentioned "Hugo Tells A Story...", 
so I dove for it before he could hang up. It was a brief conversation. He told me he went to the 
now non-existent URL, and got our phone number from the web hosting people. I though this 
was a lot of work on his part, so I interrupted and asked if we were in some kind of trouble. 
After all, why else would he go to the trouble of finding out who the web host was and contact 
them to contact me. He said I wasn't, at least not from him. He said he wanted to tell a friend 
about the book who he thought would enjoy it, and so was tracking me down so he could find 
out how this friend could buy it. I told him it was now available for free, and how to find it. We 
said good-bye. 

I thought that most other people would just forward a copy of his book to a friend. Not 
this guy. This guy I'd leave my wallet with. Well, in my case, that isn't saying much, but you 
get my drift. 

9/7/02-Age 59 

UUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM. 

I did the impossible yesterday, at approximately 4:00 in the afternoon. I was, well, 
unnerved, to say the least. Actually, I still don't believe it. 

Over the last few months I've made numerous experiments, and developed a number 
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of techniques which allows me to control the Lenticular 3D effect. Now, as probably everyone 
knows, you've got to have two different views to cause a stereo/3D effect. That's why we have 
two eyes. One eye sees a slightly different view than the other, and our brain puts the two 
together into one view which has depth. That's why stereo cameras use two lenses, trying to 
duplicate what our eyes see. Well, everyone knows this but the computer nerds, who for 
some reason think that you need three or more views/eyes. 

Anyway, I gave this some thought, and came up with a brainstorm. I thought that 
maybe it is possible to make a 3D picture from only one view, which means a regular camera 
could be used, and things like paintings and drawings could be made into 3D. If my thought 
about making a 3D image from a "single view" worked, it would be a completely different way 
to make 3D images. All I had to do was try my method out. So I took some time, ran the 
experiment, and the resulting image of Emma jumped off the page. All I can say is that, to the 
best of my knowledge, with everything I've read about 3D, no one had come up with this 
method. It feels funny to maybe be the only person in the world who knows how to do 
something. 

When I first looked at the image, my mouth opened. I literally couldn't believe it. I 
walked out of the room and then walked back in and looked again. It was still in 3D. But that's 
impossible. It can't be. But it is. 

I waited for Emma to come home from work. I asked her to look at the picture and tell 
me what she thought. She left, came back to our computer room, and said, "It's one of your 
3D pictures." Now I started to believe it. Up to then I thought I was fooling myself. 

It's been a day, and I'm still having trouble believing it. I ask Emma about once an hour 
if the picture really is in 3D, and she smiles and says yes. But you see, it's impossible. I've got 
to give this some more thought. 

9/17/02-Age 59 

I asked Emma a few days ago whether what I did could be patented. I told her that 
there could be money in it if it was patentable, and also that it would help get me into the 
history of photography text books. Emma seemed a lot more interested in helping me get into 
the books than in the potential for money. She said she didn't know if my discovery was 
patentable. Afterall, there is nothing physical to my invention. I just use readily available 
programs, most of which the average person probably has on his computer, but I have a 
"secret" or two when I use them. Emma said she'd ask some of the lawyers she met from her 
job. 

She asked one lawyer she spoke to on a different matter whether he knew a patent 
attorney, and he told her he also did patents. She made an appointment to meet with him at a 
restaurant near where she worked to have a chat. 

We arrived after work, and had coffee with him. I brought the picture of Emma for the 
lawyer to see. I told him that the method not only worked with photographs, but with drawings 
and paintings and anything else that could be put into a computer. He was impressed, and 
asked a bunch of questions, told me a little about patent law, said the process was 
patentable, and told us it would cost us between $5,000 and $8,000. We asked if he ever 
worked on a percentage of the patent basis. He said no, but he'd give it some thought. Emma 
said okay as far as paying him went, and he asked me to email him as much information 
about similar processes, and we'd go from there. 
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9/23/02-Age 59 

I sent five sample pictures to Jim, the guy who I get my lenticular lenses from. I didn't 
tell him they were made from a single view, just that I wanted his opinion of the quality, which I 
did. One of the pictures was of Emma, of course. I must have shot a few hundred pictures of 
her in 3D over the last few months. She's a good model. Never complains, and by now, I don't 
even have to tell her what to do. We're a team. She knows her part, and I know mine. 

9/27/02-Age 59 

Today I emailed a lot of information the lawyer wanted about my process, including the 
"secret" part and information about other very different methods for converting a 2D 
photograph to a 3D photograph. I told Emma to work out the money part with him, so we can 
get things started. She said she would. 

I haven't heard from Jim about the five sample photos I sent. Maybe he didn't get them. 
I sent him an email asking. He emailed back saying he got them last week, but hasn't had a 
chance to look at them. Ummmm, something's wrong. It would take him all of two minutes to 
put a lens on them and have a look. I have a funny feeling. I sent Tom, the guy who gave me 
his interlacing program, a 3D photo of Emma, and he literally stopped talking to me. Now I 
feel that Jim isn't interested in talking to me after I sent him some pictures. What gives? 

10/4/02-Age 59 

Emma finally spoke to the patent lawyer, who told her he'd take twenty percent of the 
invention, or he'd charge us $15,000 to do it. FUCK HIM! He first said $5,000-$8,000, and 
now it's $15,000. Or twenty percent. I suppose he thinks we can't come up with the cash, so 
he's pressuring us into giving up twenty percent. Sleeze. But what's new, he's a lawyer. Now 
I'm beginning to get a sick feeling in my stomach. I've told the guy the "secret”. And don't call 
me paranoid. This is a lawyer I'm talking about, after all. Oh shit! 

When I'm not thinking about patent stuff, my mind writes essays and rants in response 
to the stuff I hear on the radio. Currently, it's the war on terrorism, the war in the middle east, 
and the leftists who think the Arabs are wonderful people. If you care to hear my thoughts on 
these, read on, else something that you'll find more interesting. 

First of all, the Revolutionary War was a war, so was the Civil War (or the War Between 
the States if you're from the South), and so was the First World War, the Second World War, 
the Korean War and the Vietnam War. The middle east wars aren't. They just don't measure 
up. Period. 

As for the war on Terrorism, get real. Unless you live in a State that borders Mexico, 
you probably have no idea how open that boarder is. Southern California is flooded with 
illegals. The major difference between the current crop of "immigrants" and those that came 
before is that today's bunch have no desire to assimilate into the American culture. They want 
to be Mexicans (or whatever) and live here. As an example, I once spoke to a third generation 
MexicanAmerican who spoke with a distinct Mexican accent. These people have no interest 
in becoming Americans. If this continues, we will be in the same mess the Balkans were/are 
in. 

As for those who support the Arabs, most if not all are left wing feminists, and others of 
their ilk, which confuses the hell out of me. And of course, just Jew haters. The way I see it is 
this: I cast my lot with a country (Israel) that is a democracy, that has equal rights for women, 
that highly values literacy and education, and that allows freedom of religion, as well as 
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freedom of the press. Those who support the Arabs have cast their lot with dictators whose 
countries do not permit equal rights for women, do not value literacy or education, and do not 
have free a press, or freedom of religion. End of rant. 

10/6/02-Age 59 

I've been worrying about my telling the patent attorney about the secret to my method. 

I told Emma I'm kind of obsessing about this. She said she'd see what she could do. She 
went onto the Internet and looked around for patent attorneys in our area. She found one of 
the largest law firms in the United States listed. She went to their web site. She found the 
email address for the senior partner for patents. She sent him an email telling him what has 
been happening, and that I was becoming a nervous wreck, and asked if someone could 
speak to us. We assumed that we'd never hear from such a large law firm, especially not from 
a senior partner, but we felt better having done something. 

10/7/02-Age 59 

We received a nice reply from the senior partner at the huge law firm. He said that he 
would speak to us if we wanted, but that about 100,000 patents were issued every year, and 
only a handful ever got bought or licensed or made any money. He was waving red flags, 
trying to save us money, we thought. I hate to say it, but this guy almost sounds nice. Maybe 
he wrote back and was being nice because Emma told him she was a paralegal and so he 
was extending some semi-professional courtesy, or maybe he had nothing pressing to do, or 
maybe he was a nice guy. I told Emma to reply, since she knows how to talk to people. I told 
her to see what she could do about making an appointment. I have no idea what well be 
charged for it, but if they are as big and well known and good as Emma says they are, then 
having them handle things seems the best way to go. The other lawyer was, well, closer to 
one that worked in a mall. And he tried to take advantage of us. Surprise, surprise. 

10/10/02-Age 59 

Daffy Duck on Helium, again. Very weird. 

10/15/02-Age 59 

Emma and I had a meeting with Denis Dublin, the senior vice president for patents with 
one of the largest law firms in the country. He sent her an email last week trying to dissuade 
us from seeking a patent, because, as he said, most people never make money from one. He 
gave Emma his phone number if she wanted to make an appointment. She called him 
anyway, and was surprised that the number was his direct line. She thought she'd get his 
secretary. 

Today we arrived at the palatial offices of the law firm, waited only a few minutes, and 
he came out and ushered us into one of those "board of directors" meeting rooms, but this 
one was for groups of attorneys to sit around and discuss a case. 

He started off waving red flags again, trying to get us to save our money. I took out the 
first single view 3D lenticular photograph I made of Emma, and placed it on a tiny easel/tripod 
I got at an Aaron Brothers art supply store to keep it upright. He looked at it for a minute and 
then started asking us questions- many many questions. He asked when I first invented the 
process. I told him September 6th of this year. He said by law we had one year from the date 
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of the invention to file a patent application. He asked if I had sold any. I said no. He asked a 
bunch of other questions. But he stopped waving red flags. 

Finally, after about an hour, we asked what a patent drawn by his firm costs. He said 
between $10,000 and $15,000 was usual, although sometimes it could go higher. We said 
we'd have to think it over, and he said to call him if we wanted to proceed, and he'd send an 
agreement for us to sign, after he did a "conflict check" to see if working on our patent would 
rub up against one of their other clients current patent or interests, or whatever. We left after 
about an hour and a half. 

As we walked past the large photographic portraits of the partners in the law firm, past 
and present of the firm, Denis said, "Maybe someday all these will be in 3D". 

Since the first lawyer wanted $15,000 or twenty percent, and he was only slightly one 
up from a lawyer at a mall, Emma thought we should go with the humongous firm. Of course, 
we had to figure out how to come up with the $10,000 down payment we'd have to send 
along with the agreement. The money was like paying in advance, and we wouldn't receive 
any bills until the $10,000 was used up. Then we'd get a monthly statement, and we'd have to 
pay it before they continued the patent preparation. 

Emma said that between a few thousand dollars we have in our joint savings account, 
and credit card checks, we could come up with the money. She said she wanted to go ahead 
with it. I told her there wasn't any guarantee that we'd get the patent, and then there was no 
guarantee that we'd make her investment back, even if we do get a patent. She said the 
important thing is that it would help me get into the history of photography text books, and she 
wanted that for me. 

(Do you understand now why I feel blessed? I've told Emma numerous times that she 
and Beth are the same person, with the minor differences that Beth was drop dead beautiful, 
an heiress, and off the scale brilliant. Besides that, they really are the same person, kinda 
interchangeable. Emma replies, "But couldn't I have some of Beth's looks, and money, and 
brains?" I say "It doesn't work that way". I hope Emma never brings me coffee while I'm still in 
bed in the morning, and tells me there's something she want to tell me.) 

10/21/02-Age 59 

I signed the contract with the law firm, and Emma wrote out the check from the money 
she scraped together, and I mailed it off today. 

11 /II/02-Age 59 

During the day, as I sit at my computer doing photography/art, or writing this, or 
whatever, I listen to "talk radio", which the talk radio hosts are proud to tell me is almost 
exclusively right wing. Since my belief is that all politicians are personality disordered, 
anything these right-wingers say about the left is equally applicable to the right. They really 
are all the same. But, having listened for (too) many hours of the right wing dribble, I feel I 
have a pretty good take on the right wing personality. 

I have found two traits to be fairly universal. First, the right wing, and more specifically 
the right wing radio hosts, lack empathy. They seem incapable of putting themselves in 
someone else's position and seeing how things look to that person, and feeling what that 
person feels. Second, they use ridicule to bolster their right wing positions. For example, 
during the recent off-year election campaigns, I've heard the hosts refer to opposition 
politicians as being fat or ugly or old or starring in an Ann Rice novel, or having a bad 
hairpiece, or ugly glasses, or "coming up short" in votes in the case of a very short liberal who 
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lost an election, or in the case of Hillary Clinton, having fat ankles. (I've never looked at her 
ankles- must not be one of my sexual interests.) And of course there are the mocking 
imitations of Bill Clinton's voice, brought up when discussing any topic imaginable- a mention 
of the cost of Starbucks coffee could bring up a mocking impersonation of Bill's voice saying, 

"I never had sex with that woman...". And tonight, a conservative Los Angeles radio host said 
the following, with glee in his voice: "Can I tell this joke on the air? I can? Senator McCain told 
this joke at a gathering of Republicans- 'Why is Chelsea Clinton so ugly? Because she had 
Hillary Clinton for a mother and Janet Reno for a father'". Maybe, when I was crazed, I was 
that nasty. Maybe. 

Okay, so the right wing radio hosts lack empathy and get off (possibly literally) 
ridiculing people. I could live with that. But what really irks me is that they also mention at 
least once an hour that conservatives are nice people! And that it's the liberals who demonize 
the opposition. This leads me to THE QUESTION. (1) Are these hosts so out of touch with 
their own feelings that they don't hear themselves ridiculing/hurting people, or (2) do they 
believe that ridiculing/hurting people is an example of being nice, or (3) is ridicule just part of 
their "shtick'Vact, a way they get listeners so they can make money. And if it's a way to get 
listeners, what does that say about their audience? I haven't figured this out yet. I'll keep 
working on it. 

11/19/02-Age 59 

Denis handed our patent stuff over to a guy named Jerzy Crazywolf. He is the new guy, 
I think. He called and asked if I could come down and have a chat with him. I said sure. I 
showed up, we went into another of their meeting rooms, and he "grilled" me for almost three 
hours. I thought I was being sued. What really got to me was that, with the little bit of 
information about lenticular photography I had emailed him, he kinda sorta knew more about 
the process than I do, and he asked me numerous questions I didn't have the answers for. It 
was both frustrating and intimidating. I finally was allowed to leave. I found a note on my car 
in the parking structure saying that I was there longer than the two hours permitted, and the 
next time they'd tow me. God, that'd be all I'd need. 

11/21/02-Age 59 

Jerzy emailed me more questions that I couldn't answer. I tried to explain that I was an 
artist, not a fucking scientist/engineer/whatever, but that didn't do me much good. I sent him 
an email detailing my concerns about the technical aspects of his questions. I asked if they 
were really necessary. He wrote back saying that they were. Denis wrote saying that they 
were, and I'd better fucking cooperate or else. Lawyers! Even those on my side. But I can't 
get angry, since Denis answered Emma's SOS for help after I spilled the beans to the other 
lawyer, and he didn't have to, since we are nobodys. So I tried to explain that I am trying to 
cooperate, but I just don't have all the answers to all the technical questions Jerzy says he 
needs. 

12/08/02-Age 59 

Emma and I were in the grocery store today, and noticed 3D lenticular prints on the 
cover of TV guide. The one's of Captain Picard of Star Trek fame. They were done by a 
different method, but it was interesting to see. I made a mental note to get in touch with Jim, 
who never contacted me about the photos I sent him for feedback, and ask him what, if 
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anything, he knew about who did them, etc. 

12/10/02-Age 59 

As for my rant about Mexican immigrants not wanting to assimilate into American 
couture, I should mention Jesus, our gardener, in an attempt at fairness. Jesus is the type of 
person who made America great. He is hard working. He has raised his children, all of whom 
were born here and are American citizens. None of them are gang members. When they had 
school vacations, he'd bring the boys to work with him. He has kept his eye on them, and 
made sure they went to school. One went to college and got a degree in horticulture, and 
Jesus proudly told me how well his son was doing. He's about 25, and from what Jesus said, 
makes more money than Emma, who has a Master's degree. Another son works in 
construction. Another is finishing up high school. All in all, they are living the American dream. 
True, Jesus told me that when he retires he's going back to Mexico. He also told me that he 
likes my Suzuki Samurai jeepette, and he'd like to take it with him- He said, with a twinkle in 
his eye, that once he crossed the border, I'd never see it again. I'm a little nervous about that. 

12/12/02-Age 59 

Emma asked me what I'd like for Christmas. She's a Hanuka type person, I'm a 
Christmas type person. Anyway, she asked, and I kinda shouted at her, something like, "What 
the Hell are you talking about? You've already given me $10,000, dumb dumb". That was the 
end of that. Really, my cup already runneth over. I don't know what iccky things lie ahead, but 
for now, I'll just enjoy being happy. I don't need any damn present. I have everything I need, 
except maybe for the patent. 


12/16/02-Age 59 

I mentioned to Emma that I seemed to be frozen out by Jim and Tom, both after I sent 
them my pictures. She said she thought the problem is that I'm the new kid on the block, and 
that my pictures look a lot better than theirs, even though they've been working in this area for 
many years. Maybe. But if that's the case, why don't they just make me into their best friend, 
and pick my brain? 

12/20/02-Age 59 

Jerzy left town for the holidays, and had the patent application he completed emailed to 
me. He asked if I could read Adobe .pdf on my computer, and I said I could. Unfortunately, it 
arrived in Microsoft Word, in a version our WordPerfect kinda sorta could almost read. The 
patent application had some problems, as far as I am concerned, so I'll make adjustments 
and send it back to him, and see what he says. I hope I don't ruffle his feathers. He'll be back 
by the end of the year, I suppose. I figure that maybe by January 10th the patent application 
should be in the mail to the patent office. I think then I can tell people in more detail about it. 
Maybe even start to make money from it. Maybe. 

12/21/02-Age 59 

Many nights, before falling asleep, I look up at the ceiling and ask myself if I can really 
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make 3D photographs from a "single view". I still don't fully believe it. I know what I've done is 
to find a way to create an optical illusion, but still, I have a hard time believing it. I resist the 
urge to wake Emma up and ask her. 

12/22/02-Age 59 

Daffy Duck on Helium. 

There will be another update to my story sometime in the future, god willing and if the 
creek don't rise. I'll try to put some sex into it. I promise. 

Eliot/Hugo 12/24/2002 


END OF PART 4 

abouteliot@aol.com 

Part 5 


4/12/05-Age 61 

In preparation for Part 5, I reread this book and became very depressed-1 realized that 
I haven't changed after all these years- I'm still supported by a woman- I still can't support 
myself. Admittedly, the first 15+ pages of Part 5 are dull, but they set the stage for some 
horrors that befall Eliot and Emma. You should find the rest of Part 5 interesting/amusing. 

12/29/02- Age 59 

Emma's 91 year old mother, Frances, told Emma that she's been crying every day and 
every night, and didn't know why. I suppose it's time for me to "fess up". (I assume the strange 
word, "fess", comes from "confess".) Anyway, there has been one part of my life I haven't 
mentioned, at least not in detail. Well, it's only a peripheral part of my life. I haven't mentioned 
Emma's family- her mother and brother, and not much about her two children. The omission, 
up to now, may have something to do with helping them keep their privacy, but more because 
I find all of them dull, and not worth writing about. But, recently, I've been getting the feeling 
that these people are going to become important in my life in some way. Just a feeling, is all. 
Maybe it's that Emma's daughter, Rhonda, reminds me of Maude. I mean, it's scary how 
similar they are. Maybe that's one reason I've written only a little about her family. Maybe 
that's why I have little to do with them. 

To bring you up to date, sort of: Emma's mother is 91. She's pleasant, polite, oh so 
"proper", and I have nothing to say to her. Emma and I take her out for lunch a few times a 
year, but besides that, I don't see her. It's just too boring for me. Besides, if I'm not with them, 
Emma and her mother have plenty of time for mother-daughter girl talk. 

Emma has a brother, who is five years older than she is. He reappeared last year after 
a 30 year absence. Emma thinks he's back because his mother is old and he wants in on any 
inheritance there might be. Emma's mother has mixed feelings about her absent son's 
reappearance. She's happy to see him and know what's going on in his life, but she also 
doesn't trust him. She thinks he's after her money, not that she's a rich woman. Frances' 
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husband was a prominent lawyer who died about ten years ago, and she has some money, 
but not millions. Emma hasn't told me much about her brother Edmond, but has said that he 
tried to rape her when she was 8, and that he has a Ph.D. in physics, and that she doesn't 
trust him, but is kinda-sorta happy he's back from wherever. 

Edmond lives in an upscale beach city halfway between Los Angeles and San Diego. 
Since his reappearance, we've been to his home a few times. Well, it's really his girlfriend's 
house. Her name is Mandy. She's a Domme, and he's a slave. They aren't out about it, and 
it's even possible they don't know what their relationship is. As an example, one time when we 
were over at Mandy's visiting, he was cleaning the kitchen, and we chatted with Mandy in the 
living room. He made an appearance, somewhat sweaty, and said, "I've finished the kitchen, 
should I do the windows, or stop now?" Mandy said, in a conversational tone, without giving it 
any thought, "Clean the windows". Edmond scurried off. We spoke to Mandy for another hour, 
when Edmond finished his chores and reappeared. She said, "Take a shower", and he 
scurried off. He reappeared and we all chatted a while longer, and then Emma and I left. All 
that was missing was the fetish clothing. Really. But maybe they don't understand their 
relationship. That is, maybe there's no actual kinky sex. Or maybe there is. 

I asked why Edmond disappeared for most of thirty years, beginning when he was 
about 35 years old. Did he ever give a reason? Emma said that when she asked he reminded 
her that when he was 16 and had just gotten his drivers license, his parents wouldn't allow 
him to drive to a party on a foggy night along a very curvy road, which has since been 
replaced by a freeway. I don't believe his reason is the real reason. I believe that Edmond 
doesn't know the real reason he wanted to get away from them. I believe Edmond had to 
come up with a story to explain his absence to himself, and this story fits that need. If he were 
an artist instead of a physicist, I bet he'd be able to come up with a better story. As for his 
being a physicist, I don't know what he does now, but I don't think he's working in physics. 

Emma has a son, Ephrim, as I've mentioned in Part 4. He's about 30, lives a few miles 
away, calls Emma every six weeks or so, is in the communications/media world, is dull but 
bright, and we don't seem to get along. I don't dislike him, I just have little to say to him. I get 
the idea he doesn't like me, but the few times we've met for a meal, or the three or four times 
he's come over to Emma's house ending about seven years ago, he's been polite to me but 
distant. True, I haven't gone out of my way to get to know him better. Maybe it's just my 
reclusiveness, or maybe if I found him interesting and we had something to talk about, I'd be 
motivated to get to know him better. 

Last, but not least, is Emma's daughter, Rhonda, who is about 35. The first time I saw 
her, years ago, I saw Maude, although they don't look anything alike. Rhonda scares me. 
There is a viciousness that lies just under her skin, so to speak. Although she is 35, 
emotionally she's still a child. Freud would say she's "fixated" at a young age. A person 
becomes fixated from a trauma. Something awful happens, and some people, as a defense 
mechanism, stop maturing. They get "stuck" at that mental level when the bad thing 
happened. It was just obvious to me that Rhonda, like Maude, was raped. This would also 
explain the meanness and viciousness she is capable of. You can see why I've tried to stay 
clear of her. Emma asked Rhonda a number of times if she had been raped. The one time 
when I was present Rhonda just stared, and said nothing, as if there was just a lull in the 
conversation. Other times, Emma told me, when she asked she got the same reaction. A 
psychologist might call that non-answer denial. 

While I don't like Rhonda because she's a clone of Maude, Rhonda hates me. I mean, 
really hates me. She'd love to dance on my grave. Since I've said maybe 100 words to her in 
the six or so years since I first met her, and they were all polite words, I have no idea why she 
really really hates me. Maybe she hates me because I'm with Emma. 
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I mentioned this to Emma, who said she knew that Rhonda didn't like sex, since 
Rhonda told her that during one of their rare meaningful talks. Rhonda rarely dated, but got 
married a few years ago, to a wimp of a guy named Mort, who, Emma told me, never dated a 
girl more than twice, until he met Rhonda. He's a nice wimp, and I would be interested in 
getting to know him better, but Rhonda keeps a short rein on him- kind of like Mandy with 
Edmond. In Rhonda and Mort's case, I'd be very surprised if sex was involved at all. I think he 
likes young girls, but is smart enough not to get involved with any, so he looked for a woman 
who was mentally a child. Persistence worked, because he found Rhonda. 

Both of them are emotionally crippled. Emma went to their housewarming, an event I 
skipped. She told me that she overheard the following conversation, between Mort and one of 
his coworkers. "I knew you were into Disney, Mort, but I didn't know YOU WERE INTO 
DISNEY!" This, because almost all of their videos and books and wall art are Disney 
cartoons. Mort replied, "We're just trying to keep our innocence." I think Mort was raped, too. 

Rhonda and Mort had a second baby boy a few weeks ago. Emma's mother said to 
Emma, "Well, at least we know they have sex" when she was told Rhonda was pregnant. Ya 
see, Rhonda's first kid was a “test tube” baby, probably because she didn't want to have sex 
with Mort. We know because she was collecting money for the procedure from family and 
friends. If a polite and proper 91 year old could pick up on how strange Rhonda and Mort are, 
my analysis can't be far off. 

There's one more person I should mention. Emma's ex-husband, Jesse. He is a manic- 
depressive. Kinda like I was, but different. I was mostly depressed and paranoid, Jesse was a 
true manic-depressive. He often had the highs that I almost never had. He was unpredictable 
when raising his children. He was abusive to Rhonda, because he didn't want a girl, and she 
was the first child. Once Emma found him trying to feed his pills for his manic-depressive 
condition to Rhonda, when she was about three years old. Emma freaked. Another time he 
picked Rhonda up and threw her across the room. And he verbally abused her. And for all I 
know, he was the one who raped her. 

Besides being "nice" one moment and in a frenzy the next, he did some classic manic- 
depressive things. (I really should refer to it as bipolar, as it's now called, but I like manic- 
depressive better.) Emma told me of the time Jesse went into a pet store and bought all the 
birds they had. About $2,000 worth. On their credit card. This just about bankrupted them. 
Anyway, he got the birds into his small car, and let them out of their cages. He had about 15 
birds fluttering around him. Eventually he opened the window, and bye bye birdies. Later, 
when Emma asked him what he thought he was doing, he said he was freeing them. 

Another time he went into a Denny's, which is a chain of low end restaurants. They had 
red, white and blue colored mugs for sale. He insisted on buying all they had. The manager 
brought out three boxes of them from the back. He picked up the boxes and started to walk 
out with them, without paying. He was stopped and the police were called. This was just one 
of the many times he had minor dealings with the police. 

Well, if I'm correct, and these characters that make up Emma's family do play a larger 
role in Emma's and my life in the future, I'll keep you updated. 

1/1/03-Age 59 

Emma bought us a domain today, and we put up an announcement about the 
invention. Maybe we'll find someone/company interested in buying the patent (pending) this 
way. 
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1/6/03-Age 59 

I neglected to mention that some time ago Emma changed jobs. She left the lawyer 
she was working for and got a better job with a psychiatrist. She became his office manager 
and does medical-legal work for him. 

Emma told me that a girl named Edna is starting to work part time as her assistant 
today. Emma has had a number of part time assistants. They were usually UCLA students 
who needed money, and were bright and willing to work. One was an accounting major, and 
she fit in well doing technical billing to insurance companies and the Court system. She 
graduated and left for a real job. Emma kinda sorta adopted her. She got sad when, after 
about six months, they stopped exchanging email greetings and "Hi, how's everything going 
with you?” notes. 

Emma told me that her new assistant, Edna, is a pretty psychology major, who is 
thrilled to be working in a psychiatrist’s office. Emma had to point out that she wouldn't be 
interacting often with the patients, just helping with paper work, but Edna seemed happy with 
that. 

Until today, our daily routine was for Emma to drive herself to work, leaving around 
8:00 and getting there around 8:30. She'd leave work around 5:30 and get home around 6:00. 
Well, that's the way it was for a long time. For the past six months or so, Emma would have to 
leave earlier and earlier to get to work on time, and she'd get home later and later, sometimes 
around 7:30, which meant the she'd drive for two hours after working all day. We don't know 
exactly why there is so much traffic, although we suspect that a lot of illegals are clogging the 
roads. It occurred to me that I don't do much every day- I do my art, and run some errands. I 
could drive her in, and pick her up. There are a few "diamond lanes" where cars with two or 
more people can ride, and they are usually less crowded than the other lanes. Even if they 
are crowded, or at those stretches that don't have diamond lanes, at least Emma wouldn't 
have to drive, and she'd have some company, and we could take a detour and go and get 
something to eat if we wanted. 

1/7/03-Age 59 

I was listening to an interview on National Public Radio today. Some right wing guy 
wrote a book about Bush 2, and went on about how Bush 2 is a great leader during our war 
with the terrorists, etc. My mind started to wander, as usual, and wondered why the author 
wasn't saying that Bush 2 is a faggot and loves being fucked by Vicente Fox, the president of 
that kleptocracy to our south called Mexico. This is obvious, since Bush 2 is acting like many 
women in love, willing to "do anything" for her man. Her man wants the border opened so he 
can send zillions of Mexicans to America to take back California, and to send American 
dollars to Mexico which can be shoved into the ruling class’s pockets, one way or another. So 
Bush 2 bends over and gets his fucking and is happy. 

Look, it's either that, or the geniuses running our country actually think that if we keep 
the border open, the illegals will vote Republican, thereby keeping them in power. Since this is 
absurd, I vote for the other possibility, that Bush 2 loves being Fox fucked. 

The point of this is that I don't know why the Republican author didn't mention any of 
this, nor the interviewer for NPR. Just one more mystery for me to ponder. Well, so much for 
the right wing radio people calling NPR a Communist radio station. They had the right wing 
author tout his book, and the interviewer didn't challenge the author, at least not much. At 
least not about Bush 2 being in love with Fox. Least you believe that my Democratic or Liberal 
side is showing, let me remind you that I believe that ALL politicians are personality 
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disordered. There isn't any difference among them. They all lie convincingly (a major job 
qualification) and none of them has a conscience. It's just that Bush 2 really does have a thing 
for Fox. Maybe some other politicians do, too. I don't know about that. But I wouldn't be 
surprised to find out that some do. Vicente is very macho looking, after all. 

1/10/03-Age 59 

Jerzy told me a few days ago that all the drawings I've done and redone and redone for 
him for the patent had to be professionally done. I asked him why? I said I followed his 
instructions to the letter. I told him I'd prefer for the patent office to kick them back for some 
technical flaw, and I'd correct the problem or problems, but I didn't want to pay $500 per 
drawing or whatever for someone else to do what I did. Well, I just didn't want to pay $500 per 
drawing or whatever, period. He was upset that I'd think he or the law firm he worked for was 
unethical for having them redone and billing us a bunch of money on top of what they paid to 
have them done, when they didn't have to be redone. I suppose I gave him that idea. I told 
him I had a right to believe what I wanted, and that if he'd like to have lunch with me I'd be 
happy to tell him about being ripped off by lawyers, whom he seemed to think were an ethical 
bunch. I let him know, again, that I felt that I was being ripped off. I told him not to take it 
personally, since I assumed he was just doing what he was told to do from someone higher 
up (Denis?). I finally told him if the bill for redoing them was only a few hundred dollars total, 
fine, but if it was going to be thousands, I'd like him to have someone write on the drawings 
what was wrong with them, and why the patent office would kick them back. He didn't 
comment on that, but did say that he was just following orders from above. He said he'd 
check with his supervisor and get back to me. 

1/15/03-Age 59 

Our attorneys notified us that the patent was filed today. No more was said about 
someone else redoing the drawings. Both Emma and I feel that we've accomplished 
something. We call this "the end of phase one". We're not exactly sure what other phases 
there will be. 

I'm going to have to rethink my feelings about lawyers. Both Jerzy and Denis have 
been wonderful to me. I really feel like some kind of "readjustment" inside my brain is taking 
place, to accept the fact that some lawyers aren't sleaze. They both treated me with respect, 
always called back or promptly answered my email, and took pains to make sure I understood 
their answers to my questions. I'm not used to being treated like that in general, and my sorry 
past with lawyers has been very different from this. 

True, there was that "problem" with the drawings, but even then I wasn't bullied or 
made to feel I was (too) out of place for complaining. And this huge law firm gave in. The 
worst that can happen is that the patent office will want some changes, and then they will be 
made. 

Emma sent a "help" email to Denis when the first, standard-normal sleazy lawyer 
doubled his price, trying to pressure us into giving him 20% of the patent instead of paying the 
new, higher fee. Denis didn't have to reply to the "help" email from someone he didn't know. 
Another large law firm Emma sent a "help" email to didn't reply. The lawyer who got that one 
was probably of the standard-normal sleazy asshole type. 

We still don't know how high the total bill will be for the patent, but both Denis and 
Jerzy have kept their billable hours down. In short, I'm not used to people being nice to me, 
and I'm going to have to do some mental readjusting. I can't continue to think of all lawyers as 
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being personality disordered thieves, maybe just most. 

1/16/03-Age 59 

I emailed announcements of my invention to a number of companies, such as Intel, 
IBM, and other biggies. 

1/19/03-Age 59 

I emailed announcements of my invention to many "venture capital" firms I found on 
the Internet, not wanting money, just feedback about what options are open to me. 

1/22/03-Age 59 

A few days ago Emma told me that her mother was still crying for no reason. I 
suggested that maybe people her age had problems creating the correct chemicals in their 
brains, and maybe she should have her mother checked out by one of the psychiatrists she 
knew through work. Emma took her mother to the psychiatrist she works for today, who 
evaluated her mental state and ran some tests, and gave her some sample pills. Let's see if 
they help. 

1/23/03-Age 59 

A while ago I looked at the Eastman Kodak web site and saw that they had a way to 
send them ideas for their consideration. I decided to do that when the "time was right". I also 
decided to send off some of my 3D pictures to George Eastman House, which is the Kodak 
museum of photography. After all, my first single view 3D pictures had to have some historical 
significance. Today I sent two photos off to George Eastman House, after making some minor 
changes in a cover letter at the request of the attorneys. 

Late tonight I emailed Kodak an announcement of my 3D invention. I held off notifying 
them until I sent the images off to GEH. The blurb on their web site said that people sending 
them an idea should expect to wait six weeks for a reply, longer if the idea involved more than 
one division of Kodak. I figure it'll be a few months before I hear from them. 

1/24/03-Age 59 

I got an email from Kodak, stating that they couldn't evaluate my invention unless I sent 
them some samples, or told them how my invention worked, etc. I wrote back telling them that 
I had just sent GEH two photographs, and included FedEx's tracking number. I told them I 
had just come down with a cold, and wouldn't be in condition to send them samples directly 
for a week or so. Actually, I was chronic fatigued out, but didn't want to say that. I thought that 
if I didn't send something off to them right away, they might lose interest, thinking that I wasn't 
interested enough to be prompt. Or maybe I just am naive when it comes to dealing with 
business people, and if I didn't respond for two months, they'd think that was normal. 

1/25/03-Age 59 

Emma's mother has been taking her pills for three days now, and she's over her crying 
spree. Wow, those pills are a miracle, at least for her. 
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1/25/03-Age 59 

We were at lunch at Lulu's Restaurant, which is a nice greasy spoon a few blocks from 
Emma's house. In the booth next to ours were four people ordering lunch. A man, about thirty 
years old, said to the waitress, "I'd like a California burger with cheese and mayo. Does that 
come with fries or anything?" The waitress said. "You get one of the following items with it: 
soup, salad, cole slaw, fries, mashed potatoes, potato salad, fresh fruit or tomatoes". The man 
said, "Okay I want fries with it. I just want cheese and mayo on the burger". The waitress said, 
"Wait a minute. You ordered the California burger. That comes with green chilies, salsa, 
onions, lettuce and tomato. Do you want to add cheese and have mayo instead of the salsa?" 
The man said, "I don't want the green chilies or onions or other stuff. Just cheese and mayo". 
The waitress said, "Wait a minute. So you don't really want the California burger. You just 
want a plain burger". The man said, "Yeah, with cheese and mayo on it". The waitress said, 
"Okay, what you want is a cheeseburger with mayo. The man said, "Yeah". So the waitress 
said, "I'll order you a cheeseburger dry so they won't put sauce on it and have them add 
mayo". The man said, "Yeah, and fries with it. No chilies or onions. I don't go out to 
restaurants often." 

No kidding, I thought. I've never heard anyone having as much trouble as this man 
ordering anything in a restaurant. Strange. Maybe he just got out of prison? 

1/26/03-Age 59 

I decided to have a "serious" chat with Emma. I've been concerned about Emma 
getting old and having to eat dog food, or cat food, or whatever old poor people eat. My track 
record of making money is dismal. I figure I'll die before it comes to me eating dog food, but 
Emma comes from a long line of women who live into their nineties. True, there is the 
possibility of making money from the patent, but I'm not counting on it. Denis told us when we 
were showing him a sample 3D photo made from a standard 2D photo, that most people who 
get a patent don't make any money from it. So, what's going to become of my Emma? 

I told her about my concerns, and she told me not to worry. She pointed out that her 
house was almost paid off, and it was worth about $300,000. Additionally, Frances gave 
Emma one half of her paid off condo. This was done at the suggestion of an attorney, who 
pointed out that if something happened to Frances in the future, Emma would have the legal 
right to enter the property, etc. Finally, Frances told Emma she wanted Emma to get the entire 
condo as a "thank you" for everything Emma has done for her, and as a source of money for 
Emma in her old age. So, between her house, and the condo, and social security, Emma 
would have some money in the future. True, Emma wouldn't be living in luxury, but she 
wouldn't have to eat dog food. This made me feel a lot better about Emma's future. 

2/1/03-Age 59 

Daffy Duck on Helium. Twice today. I wonder if this has something to do with my 
chronic fatigue virus. 

2/8/03- Age 59 

Emma's mother called her early at work, and told Emma that she was feeling sick, and 
that her arms and legs were shaking, and that she was scared. Emma called 911 and asked 
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that the paramedics go to her mother's home. She then called me and I picked her up and 
drove to her mother's, only to find that her mother had been taken to a nearby hospital. We 
went there, where Emma (and I) spent about six hours with Frances in the emergency room. I 
stayed mostly in the car, but Emma stayed beside her mother's bed. 

The doctors couldn't find what the problem was, although they realized that something 
was wrong. They finally released her and asked Emma to keep and eye on her. We took 
Frances home, where she insisted we go. She said that she was feeling better, and would be 
okay. 

Emma asked if she took her pills that morning. Frances thought about that for a while, 
and then said that she forgot to take the pill the psychiatrist gave her. Pills that effect the brain 
should never be abruptly stopped, unless, of course, a doctor says so. But that would be 
unusual. So the mystery of what caused her mother's illness was solved. 

I told Emma on the way home that she needed to call her mother every morning and 
make sure she took her pills. Frances gets up around 6:30, and Emma around 7:00, so this 
wouldn't be difficult to do. 

When we got home Emma wrote the following, after first spending some time with the 
fire department getting the address of the paramedics who took care of her mother. We think 
the fire department was worried we wanted to complain about something, or maybe file a 
lawsuit. Emma finally convinced them that she just wanted to write a thank-you note. 

To the Paramedics and Firefighters of Engine Company 100, LAFD 6751 Louise Avenue 
Van Nuys, CA 91406-5441 

February 8th, 2003 

I had to call 911 early this morning to get help for my 92 year old mother, Frances H- 
(who lives on Y- Ave.). You gentlemen responded to the call and took her to Tarzana 
Hospital. I am writing to thank you for your promptness, your efficiency and especially 
for your kindness. She spent about six hours in the hospital having tests and then was 
released to go home. She is still talking about the "BIG WONDERFUL KIND MEN" who 
were "IN HER KITCHEN". She has told everyone she knows about you and about how 
gentle you were with her. In a strange way, you made her day. Thank you again! 

Emma 

2/16/03-Age 59 

I haven't heard from any of the companies I sent the patent announcement to. Except 
for Kodak. They wanted some more information, and asked me to send some samples. I did. 
Maybe I'll hear from other companies in a while. 

2/20/03-Age 59 

Our world came to an end- We got a $5,500 bill from the nice patent attorneys who 
were keeping our costs down, or so we thought... Oh Me! For all we know, the bill would have 
been twice as high if they didn't have pity on us. Attorneys having pity? I'd still like to think that 
Denis and Jerzy were being nice to us, money-wise and personally. 
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2/21 /03-Age 59 

We sent the money to the law firm today. We had to write a credit card check to do it. 
But it's necessary. I sure hope we get the patent, for all it's costing Emma. She told me that 
what's important to her is that I get a piece of paper that says I invented something. If any 
money came out of it, that would be nice. Emma loves me so much. The way I see it, the only 
thing I've done right in my life is pick good women to marry. Of course, two of them might say 
that the worst thing they ever did was to marry me. Don't know. 

3/4/03-Age 59 

I've been doing lots of 3D art. My goal is to get the 3D effect to be better. I think part of 
the problem is that the programs I'm using for part of the process aren't very good. True, most 
are free from the Internet, so I shouldn't expect too much from them. Other programs are 
much too costly, and from what I can tell, not worth the money. I've downloaded a few 
"sample" programs to test, and all have been mediocre as far as improving the 3D effect, and 
all have hung up my computer at least once. I've been thinking about a program made to do 
just what I need done. Not a whole bunch of things, trying to be all things to all people. But 
how? That kind of programming is a few light years beyond my abilities. 

Hunting on the Internet, I came across a few sites where you can have programmers 
bid on a project. Looking at some of the prices they charge, getting one to write the program 
isn't out of the question. Many of the programmers are in foreign countries, where the dollar 
goes a lot farther. 

The big problem is in my explaining to someone what I need. I decided that what I 
need to do is to visualize how such a program would work. A few hours ago I shut off the radio 
and sat quietly. I became kinda Zen like. If I were a program of the type I needed, just how 
would I go about making the image. After about half an hour went by, I felt as if I were that 
program. What needed to be done was soooo simple, and logical, and different from the other 
programs I was familiar with. Now I can describe what needs to be done to a programmer, if I 
don't forget my "vision". I'd better get started finding a programmer soon. 

3/7/03- Age 59 

I met Edna today, Emma’s new assistant. Wow, she's beautiful. She's kind of ethnic 
looking, so I asked Edna where she was from. Edna told me that she is from Iran. However, if 
I talk to Edna and the subject comes up, I'm not to say Iran. I'm to say Persia. I asked why. 
Emma told me that Edna is a Persian Jew, and Jews from that part of the world think of 
themselves as Persians, because they don't want to be confused with Arabs and Muslims. So 
Persian is used to make the point that they aren't Arabs or Muslims or Iranians. I noticed that 
a lawyer who works in Emma's office building calls himself Persian, but he is a Christian. I 
asked Emma about that. She said that he doesn't want to say that he's Iranian because he 
doesn't want people to think "Terrorist" when they find out where he's from. 

There is the photograph I took of our Persian psychiatrist friend Fred elsewhere in this 
book. I think he was the first Persian I met. I am beginning to think that there is a sizable 
Persian population in Los Angeles. 

3/10/03-Age 59 

I heard from Kodak today. They weren't impressed with the 3D samples I sent. Beyond 
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that, they said that Kodak decided not to pursue Lenticular imaging, although they had some 
patents in that area. I guess they don't see it becoming a big money maker. 

Since Kodak and the other companies I contacted aren't impressed with my invention, I 
should be depressed. I'm not. I think that they have forgotten that the first sound recordings 
were on wax cylinders, not DVD's, and the first television sets were 2" black and white 
models, not 60" HDTV plasma screens, and the first movies were hand cranked "flickers". My 
3D images aren't what they will be in the future. But ya gotta start somewhere. Some day I'll 
run into someone who has vision. 

What's interesting is that some people see a lot of depth in my 3D images. They see 
the effect coming off the front of the picture, and also receding into the background. Other 
people just see the effect receding. The reason is that different people have different eyes 
and different brains that process the visual information differently. In time, when smart people 
take what I've done and add to it, the effect will be wonderful for everyone. 

3/18/03-Age 59 

One of the things that bothers me about Ephrim, Emma's son, is that he is in a unique 
position to contact the "right" people and let them know about the invention. He is high up 
enough on the food chain at his semi-prestigious job that he can either pick up his phone or 
send emails to the most important people in the entertainment industry, as well as the 
important politicians, as well as the important business people in California. 

Today Emma asked him to help us get out the news about the invention. He suggested 
a web site that charges inventors a fee to list their invention, a site we were aware of, and that 
we dismissed as just another scam to part desperate inventors from what little money they 
have. Ephrim also suggested writing to a particular newspaper columnist who covers new 
technology. 

This is no help. The question is, why won't he spread the news? Why won't he help his 
mother out? He doesn't call her more than once every few months, and maybe sees her for 
lunch or dinner a few times a year. Maybe he doesn't like her. Or maybe it's me he doesn't 
want to help. If that's it, so he's going to "punish" his mother because he doesn't like me? I 
think that means he doesn't like her much, either. Okay, so we won't get help from him and I'll 
try to stop thinking about him. There, that's better. 

4/6/03-Age 59 

I check our "announcement" web page every day, to make sure it's still up, and to see 
how many hits we're getting. Not many. Only about 400-500 a month. I'll figure out some way 
to get more traffic. 

4/12/03-Age 59 

On National Public Radio I heard an artist being interviewed. Apparently, his work is 
very different from the minimalist plywood boxes that are all the rage in SOHO. Oh shit, the 
curse carries on. Remember, I told the class at Pro Arts that I wanted to be the first to do 
something and they giggled. And looking back on my life, I was the first/among the first to do 
a bunch of things, all of which were unappreciated. In the 1970's while living at the studio 
where special effects for TV commercials were made, I made many minimalist plywood 
boxes. No one cared. Jim, one of my artist friends, took one and, as of a few years ago, which 
was the last time I saw him, he still had it, and an important art collector saw it and raved 
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about it. The rest were "lost" during my homeless insanity days. 



(A snapshot of some of my boxes I found in a box of my stuff I had forgotten about. 

I put a different larger picture of one of my boxes in my entry dated 10/10/74-Age 31.) 

4/13/03-Age 59 

I haven't been to a movie in many years. With people talking during the show, and 
women with huge hairdos sitting in front of me, and the cost, well, I prefer to rent a video. I 
haven't seen a TV movie critic since the old Siskel and Ebert show. I enjoyed listening to them 
argue-debate-banter with each other. The FACT that they often disagreed with each other 
tells me that a movie review is like an art review-just someone's opinion. 

I started thinking today about how I would put together a better and more meaningful 
movie review program. Currently, there seems to be two approaches. The first is the 
intellectual. A film is discussed in terms of how it fits in with previous films of that type. What 
influenced the writer and director and actors, etc. The second approach is whether the 
reviewer liked it or not as entertainment. Of the two, this would be the most valuable to a 
viewer, since the cost for a couple to go to the movies can be meaningful. If they needed to 
hire a baby-sitter, and pay for parking, and buy the tickets, and the candy and drinks, and 
maybe a bite to eat after the movie, well, it could get expensive. So if a reviewer says a movie 
is good entertainment, it could justify the expense. Of course, after seeing the movie, the 
moviegoer could still be disappointed and out the money. 

A different approach popped into my head today. I don't know why, it just did. My 
review show would have five or six "regular people" each give a quickie review of the films for 
that week. People chosen for the ability to express themselves in a witty and succinct manner. 
The people would include, say, a professional, such as a doctor or lawyer, and a cop, a cab 
driver, an insurance salesman, (ooops, sorry, salesperson) and a school teacher. They would 
say whether they liked the film or not, and their reason, in just thirty seconds or so. They 
would then argue with each other for a few minutes. These people would be representative of 
our population. Not "eggheads" or professional critics. Blue collar people might be interested 
in the blue collar "review", while the more educated might be interested in the professionals’ 
"review". 

Adding to the above is (1) one of the reviewers is a Lesbian or male homosexual, 
another is devoutly religious, etc., and (2) the cast is not permanent, but is replaced with other 
types every few weeks. This keeps the producers of the show from having to deal with a "star" 
who emerges and wants big bucks and "perks". If a popular person is replaced, he or she can 
be brought back from time to time. If he asks for "big bucks" to come back, then he doesn't 
come back. It's as simple as that. I'm sure people in the entertainment world will say that this 
program will never fly, and they might be right, but maybe they'd be wrong. Time won't tell. 

4/14/03-Age 59 

Most of my sex comes from jerking off. Sometimes Emma helps me. I've noticed two 
things recently. First, less and less sperm comes out. Very little sometimes. Second, my sex 
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drive ain't what it used to be. Many days go by and I don't even think about sex. Maybe this is 
just signs of getting older. Don't know. But for someone who has been hyper sexual all his life, 
it's a little disconcerting. 

I placed an ad, or whatever they call it, on a programmer-for-rent site, and got a few 
replies. It was difficult deciding among those who showed interest and wanted more 
information before they'd place a formal bid. I decided that I wasn't going to accept the low 
bidder unless I felt comfortable with him or her, including how soon he replied to any emails I 
sent, and how good his English was. If we were going to have problems communicating, 
disaster would follow. I finally settled on Sumit, who lives in India. He writes very good 
English, promptly answered my emails, and wasn't charging much more than the low bidder. 
He said, based on my detailed specifications, as per the form on the web site, and our emails, 
that he'd do the job for $300. He'd have it done in a month. Sounded good to me. 

4/28/03-Age 59 

Emma has adopted Edna, and Edna has adopted Emma. They have become close, 
just as she became close with the other part time college students who've worked for her. 
Emma has found out a lot about Edna. She's from a wealthy Beverly Hills family. I wasn't 
surprised to find out she comes from money, since the few Persian Jews I've met all have 
been rich, or at least well off. I asked why Edna was working if her family had money. Edna 
said she wanted her own money to do with what she wanted without having to ask for money 
and tell why she wanted it, or to lie about what she was going to do with it. 

Edna told Emma that none of her girlfriends work. They spend their spare time eating 
in Beverly Hills restaurants with each other and shopping. Emma told Edna that she's learning 
skills by working that will help her when she leaves school. She's learning to show up for work 
on time, to put up with various unpleasantries and rude people, as well as learning office 
skills. 

Edna has adopted Emma as her "Mother" because she can talk to Emma about things 
(boys, booze, drugs, etc.) that she can't talk to her mother about. Her mother is real “old 
world”. That's how it's been with all of Emma's adopted daughters. Emma has learned that the 
Persian subculture is very tight, very strict, and has a lot of rules that are just about unheard 
of nowadays. For instance, the oldest daughter must marry before a younger daughter can 
marry. Edna isn't ready for marriage, but has a sister who is 30 and who isn't married, and 
looks like she might never marry. This has Edna a bit worried. I asked Emma why Edna just 
can't get married if she wants to. Emma told me that the Persian family is very tight, and she 
would be an outsider if she broke any of the rules. She'd literally be thrown out of the family. 
And other Persians would avoid her, too. I said it's good that Edna doesn't even have a 
boyfriend. 

Nothing monumental or even important happened today, except for my feelings of love 
for Emma, and my feelings of being loved by her. I also loved Beth and felt loved by her, but I 
was still too crazed to take advantage of all she had to offer me. Today, I can fully appreciate 
my relationship with Emma, and want to bathe in the wonderful feelings. 

5/15/03-Age 59 

When I picked Emma up at work, she told me that when she got in, the doctor she 
works for told her he wanted to chat with her. He told Emma that her (real) daughter, Rhonda, 
called earlier and told him he should fire Emma because she is a bad mother. The first thing I 
thought of when Emma told me this was that this is something Maude would do. Mean, angry, 
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spiteful. I asked what happened after that. 

Emma said that the doctor wanted to know if Emma was having any luck at all in 
getting Rhonda into therapy. You see, from time to time Emma tells the doctor about her 
family and any problems she's having with them. And from time to time the doctor tells Emma 
about his family and any problems he's having with them. They shrink for each other. 

Rhonda's outlandish phone call only confirmed for the doctor that what Emma has told him is 
accurate. 

I called Emma at work and asked if she wanted to go out to eat Indian food tonight. 

She said sure. On the spur of the moment, I asked her if she wanted to invite Edna. She 
asked Edna and Edna said sure, thanks. 

During dinner I think I became kinda sorta paternal. I explained to Edna the facts of life, 
from a guys point of view. Silly, I know, but Edna seemed to appreciate a different point of 
view. 

1/2/04-Age 59 

Emma and I are seriously considering getting married. Well, I am. Emma doesn't want 
to. She says she's very happy now, and why ruin it. She pointed out that I was happy in my 
marriages, or as happy as I was capable of being at that time, while she was very unhappy in 
hers. So marriage has a different emotional meaning for me than for her. 

Not only are there tax considerations, especially since Emma is starting to make good 
money, but also inheritance issues. Her two kids (now adults) hate me, so if something 
happened to Emma, they'd show up the next day and tell me to get out, and want everything 
in the house, including my few things, and well, it could get nasty. I don't have the energy to 
fight with them. I need to be protected. For Emma, there is the patent pending. I have come to 
the realization that there won't be any money in it. We'll probably be ripped off by some big 
companies we can't afford to fight. But, on the off chance that the patent is going to be worth 
something, it should be Emma's if I die. Not Maude's. NOT Emma's children. Not the 
government's if there are ways Emma can save money on taxes by being married to me. 
Besides, I love her and we've been together forever, so why not. I've asked her to marry me 
before, about once every few months, but she always says, "Been there, done that", and 
that's where the discussion always ends. This time she gave a more detailed answer for her 
"no", saying that marriage means something different for each of us. That doesn't make me 
happy, but I do see her point. 

2/18/04-Age 59 

A meter reader knocked at the door, because I forgot to unlock the gate on the side of 
the house. He noticed my cigar, and asked if I had a match for his cigarettes. I didn't have 
matches, but I did have a few cheap cigarette lighters. One was kinda almost out of fuel, and 
the other was brand new. I said I'd unlock the gate and get him a match, and I gave him the 
nearly dead lighter, telling him it wouldn't last long. His eyes lit up. It was as if I gave him a 
Rolex watch. I got the idea that he didn't get too many gifts in his life. Sad. 

Emma told me that one of her doctors patients, one she particularly likes, came into 
her office and just loved the two 3D pictures I have hanging on the walls. His name is Don, 
and Emma described him to me as a gentle giant of a man. He's a black man and comes 
from a very poor family. One day he flipped out at work and went kinda postal. That was so 
out of character for him, the gentle giant, Emma told me. Emma has mentioned him to me 
before, because she is taken by a man so big and also so nice and gentle. I told Emma I'd 
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like to give him a picture or two- after all, the way it's going now, all my work will be thrown out 
at some time- I have no one to leave them to, and her children hate me and will happily 
literally destroy them. And the art galleries’ position on my work over the years has been that 
my art doesn't look like other people's, so they don't know if my art will sell. But the art dealers 
can tell their boyfriends what my visuals look like, so their boyfriends can try to rip me off. So 
spreading my art around to people who like them isn't a bad idea. Maybe some of my art will 
survive that way. Emma said she's sure the gentle giant would like having one of my pictures. 

5/7/04- Age 59 

Every once in a while Emma hears from her brother, Edmond. She got an email from 
him late last night, saying that he got an email from Susie, a woman of about Emma's age, 
who has "adopted" Emma's mother as her mother. Susie's mother died recently, and 
apparently Susie has the need to have a living mother, so she's become very friendly with 
Frances. She calls Frances at least once a day, and drops over to see her about once a 
week. Since Frances enjoys the attention she gets from Susie, Emma doesn't have a problem 
with Susie becoming "part of the family". 

However, every once in a while Susie does cause some problems for Emma. For 
instance, Susie has been telling Frances that it would be best if she moved into a "Home". 

This tends to upset Frances. She says she doesn't want to move to a Home, but her friend 
Susie thinks she should, so maybe she should, thinks Frances. Emma tells her mother that 
she should stay where she is, if that is what she wants. Emma would prefer that her mother 
stay where she's lived for about thirty years. But Emma realizes that at some time her mother 
will probably have to go to a Home. Just thinking about finding the right one, jumping through 
whatever hoops they may have for Frances’ admittance, arranging for the Home to be paid, 
etc., is taking up a lot of Emma's mental energy. 

The email Edmond got from Susie told him that his mother has become extremely 
confused, and that she is thin and probably not eating correctly. Emma replied to Edmond that 
she knows that Susie and others are concerned about their mother. She told Edmond that she 
takes Frances to various doctors on a regular basis, and the doctors are happy with her 
general health. Her psychiatrist says that there isn't much that can be done for her failing 
memory, which is what causes her to be confused. He suggested that keeping her in 
surroundings she is familiar with will be helpful. Being around familiar things is good, being in 
unfamiliar surroundings will be bad. As for her eating habits, Emma explained that she cooked 
meals for Frances to eat during the week, all being low salt and sugar-free. Emma ended the 
email by asking Edmond not to bring over the cakes and pastries he bakes, nor to take 
Frances out to restaurants like the Cheesecake Factory, because she has diabetes and has 
to avoid surgery foods. 

5/11/03-Age 59 

One of the tires on Emma's car was almost flat this morning. It had been losing air and 
I'd been filling it up every week for a while. We decide it was time to get two rear tires for her 
1995 Nissan. This is the car that our mechanic, Doug, said: "Things go wrong with your car 
that just don't go wrong with other cars". But that's another story. So we drove to a local 
Goodyear tire place, pulled into the lot, and Emma got out and went inside and asked how 
long it would take to get two tires. The problem was that she had to get to a Mother's Day 
lunch with her family. She was told it would be about half an hour, and we really needed the 
tires, so we decided to wait. We did, and about an hour later we decided to get tires another 
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day. 

The parking lot was crowded, with a Goodyear pickup truck partially blocking the path 
to the street. I started backing up, finally got into position, and pulled around the pickup and 
was almost out of the lot when a huge guy, about 6'8", and about 300 pounds, with a face 
obscured by a beard, and carrying a tiny tiny dog in his armpit, came running after us, yelling, 
"Stop! You hit a car! You just can't drive off!" 

I stopped, got out of the car, and asked the giant what the problem was. He repeated 
himself. I asked which car. He pointed. I said I didn't hit that or any other car. He insisted I did. 
I told him to show me where I hit it. We walked over to a ten year old car that was in need of a 
wrecking yard. I asked him where I hit it. He pointed, and said, "There!" I looked and found 
the only part of the car that wasn't dented. I said, "Where?". He repeated himself, I repeated 
myself. My voice started going from a shout to a yell. There wasn't a mark on the part of the 
rear bumper the giant kept pointing to. I said, "Even if there was a dent there, how do you 
know I put it there?" He said, "Because it wasn't there before, when I was admiring the fine 
finish on this automobile." I again asked where the dent was. He took his beefy hand and 
wiped the dust off the fine finish, and said, "There". 

By this time some of the employees of the tire place came out, and looked at the car, 
and started talking in Spanish among themselves. Or maybe it was Portuguese. Anyway, the 
giant walked to his car, took out a Polaroid, came back and said, "I'll take a picture with this 
camera I keep for just such circumstances." He did. Then he gave it to me. Why, I don't know. 
Emma gave her insurance info to the manager of the tire place, and we got into her car and 
drove off. Neither of us felt a bump. Neither of us heard a crash or bump or whatever. Neither 
of us saw a dent or scratch or anything but a bumper in need of a wash. We drove to the 
restaurant, where I dropped Emma off and would pick her up later. I don't eat with her family 
for numerous reasons, least of all because her daughter embarrasses me by acting like a 
child. 

While Emma was with her family, I got a phone call from a Mexican who wanted me to 
give him money for the damage to his car. I told him there wasn't any damage to his car, and 
he should contact our insurance company. I asked for his number in case Emma needed 
some information from him. He gave it. 

I picked Emma up, we went home, and she called the number. The man's wife 
answered. Emma and she had a chat. The woman told Emma that no damage was done to 
the car, not to worry. 

5/13/03-Age 59 

Emma called her insurance agency and told them what happened. She told them she 
had a Polaroid showing there was no damage. The man she was talking to wanted to know if 
the other car was a brand new Mercedes or something. When he was told it was a 10 year 
old something or other, he said, don't worry, these things just go away in time. Emma's 
concern was that her insurance was going to go up. He said she shouldn't worry. 

5/16/03-Age 59 

Sumit, the Indian computer programmer, got the program to me on time. It arrived via 
email. I made a quick picture to make sure it worked, and it did. I wanted Sumit to make some 
mainly cosmetic changes to it. I emailed him, thanked him and told him that I let the 
programmer-for-rent site know that he fulfilled his end of our contract, and that he should be 
paid. I had already sent $300 to the site as part of the process. They were acting as sort of an 


Page 444 of 637 


escrow company, and took a cut when the job was complete. I also asked if he could make 
some small changes. He emailed back thanking me for telling the site to pay him, and that 
he'd be happy to make changes, at no additional fee. He said his goal was to have a satisfied 
customer, and if I wanted improvements, he'd do them. Nice guy, and he wrote one hell of a 
program! 

5/20/03-Age 60 

Once upon a time people entered the country, learned English, studied American 
history, and eventually became citizens. The Mexicans believe that California, Arizona, New 
Mexico and Nevada are part of Mexico, the hell hole they just risked their lives walking 
through the desert to escape from. They love Mexico, and have no desire to learn English, or 
American history, or even become citizens. They want work and free medical care and free 
schools and flush toilets. 

5/22/03-Age 60 

Emma got a call from her insurance company saying that the Mexican filed a claim, 
and wanted to know her side of the story. She told it again, and asked where she could send 
the Polaroid, which showed no damage. They gave her an address and asked her to write out 
her story. Emma did, and she'll mail it off tomorrow. 

5/25/03-Age 60 

Two more Daffy Ducks on Helium. The thing is, I don't know what sets them off, or 
when they will come. They seem to come in two flavors. One is the mild flavor, which just 
makes me feel a bit queezy, and of course, if I should say something, I sound like what Daffy 
Duck would sound like on helium. The other flavor is when I get a bit dizzy and disoriented for 
a minute or two. Weird. 

6/2/03- Age 60 

Emma heard from the insurance company. They told her they paid $600 on the claim 
for the damaged bumper, in part because he had a witness (the giant) who said I hit his car. 
"But there was no damage!", Emma said. Emma was told that their adjuster okayed the 
payment. Emma asked if the adjuster took a picture of the damaged area for their records. 
She was told that there wasn't any picture of the damage in the file. Why do I believe that the 
adjuster is a Mexican? Okay, go ahead, call me a racist. But if you live in Southern California, 
or probably anywhere in the Southwest, you know what I mean. And, the next time you hear 
someone from the insurance industry cry about fraudulent claims, remember this incidence. I 
don't think the insurance companies care. 

6/3/03- Age 60 

I've mentioned that I know that home swimming pools were invented by Satan. They're 
nothing but work and something to spend money on. About six months ago the swimming 
pool filter stopped working properly, so I've just left if off, because I didn't want to spend big 
dollars to replace it. And this way, I wasn't putting any time or money into the pool. True, the 
water did turn black. But since we don't have a pool heater, we can only go swimming about 
six weeks a year, and neither Emma or I like swimming that much anyway. 
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Well, one of our neighbors peeked over our fence, and saw the black water, and called 
the city. They were worried about mosquitoes and the West Nile virus, which is making news 
these days. 

We didn't know about the phone call until the nice folks from Vector Control showed up. 
They really were nice. They asked if they could look at the pool. I said sure, and they did. 

They asked if they could put some mosquito fish into the pool, which were about one-half inch 
long. I said sure. They told me the fish would eat any mosquito larvae on the surface of the 
pool. They put the fish in, and suggested that we buy some water plants which would suck up 
pollutants in the pool. I thanked them and they left. 

6/12/03-Age 60 

Emma and I took an hours’ ride to a business that sells water plants. We bought 30, 
thinking that would be enough. We were told that the water hyacinths we got would suck up 
the impurities in the water, and would flower every now and then. We were also told that they 
would look like they were dead in the winter, but that they'd come back to life when the 
weather got warm again. 

7/9/03- Age 59 

I’ve been doing a lot of art, and trying to improve the 3D effect. At this point, doing my 
art and working on the invention are the same. Everything I do for art is in 3D. 

7/25/03-Age 60 

One of the neat things about being the first person to do anything is that there are so 
many directions to explore. No one has been there before, so everything is uncharted 
territory. I've been "experimenting" and answering my "what if questions by trying them out, 
and thinking about what would be an interesting visual and then teaching myself how to make 
it. 

Today I made first "mirror-like" non-objective image... I'm blown away. This is going to 
be hard to explain, because you've never seen one, nor had I until a few hours ago. Think of it 
like this: Hanging on a wall is what looks like a dark silver piece of paper. As you approach 
you notice that there is an image, made of colors, light and dark. As you shift your weight 
slightly, that is, as your eyes change viewing position, you notice that the image stays the 
same, except the colors gradually reverse. A red slowly becomes a yellow, and then the 
yellow slowly becomes a green. It's weird. But wonderful. 

8/8/03-Age 60 

Every once in a while I take a look at the pool. It's still black. The water plants haven't 
solved the problem of the black water. As for the fish the vector control people put in, we don't 
see them. I suppose they are dead. After all, we haven't fed them. 

8/7/03- Age 59 

Emma and I took Emma out for dinner again. She really is delightful. Maybe Emma has 
the right idea. Find someone of the appropriate age who you like as a person, and adopt him 
or her as your “good” child. 
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10/14/03- Age 60 

Part of Emma's work involves doing highly technical medical-legal reports for the 
doctor she works for. Today she found another doctor to do these reports for. He agreed to 
pay her $75 an hour. These reports can take anywhere from a few hours to fifteen hours or so 
to do. Emma says she will try to put in about ten hours a week at home after work. She will 
only get paid for completed jobs, so it won't be an extra $750 a week, but it will probably 
average that. That's $3,000 a month, which is $36,000 a year, on top of her $50,000 salary. 
Not bad. Well, I feel bad that I'm not bringing in any money. Emma says she wouldn't be 
making the money she's making now if it wasn't for me. When we met she was about 200 
pounds heavier than she is now, and was too overweight to work, except for a few hours a 
month part time job, so she was dependent on her mother for money. She's told me a number 
of times that without my support, she wouldn't have lost weight, or have gone back to school 
and became a paralegal. She credits me for her hard work and brains. It feels so good to be 
loved by her. It really does. 

10/15/03- Age 60 

Edna is graduating, but she’s going on for her Ph.D. in psychology, and she’ll keep 
working for Emma. Of more importance for Edna is that her older unmarried sister is getting 
married. This means that Edna doesn’t have to die an old maid. 

10/22/03- Age 60 

I told Emma for the zillionth time that she and Beth were twins. She replied, for the 
zillionth time, “But couldn’t I have some of her looks, and some of her brains, and some of her 
money?” I replied for the zillionth time, “It doesn’t work that way”. 

It is remarkable how much alike they are. The same personality, the same magnificent 
common sense, the same tact and diplomacy, the same super competence, the same likes 
and dislikes... 

Of course, this isn’t unusual. Most people, when they remarry, end up with someone 
who is just like the ex spouse. The point is that they usually complained about their spouse, 
and then they get a divorce and go out and find someone just like that person they were 
married to, presumably so they can complain some more. One of the few things I’ve done 
right in my life is to pick women/wives. I don’t complain about them. After some time, they 
divorce or get rid of me. 

1/15/04-Age 60 

My printer died. God, I hate computers. They're so fucking unpredictable. Really. I'll go 
online and look around for a new one. It'll cost us (Emma) three or four hundred dollars. But 
without a printer, I can't work on the patent, and can't do art. On the other hand, I won't be 
spending money on ink and paper. Hmmm. 

1/16/04-Age 60 

I found a graphics art contest. One meant for art directors and illustrators to try to win 
an award, which they think will help them in their careers. I FedEx’ed one 3D picture to them, 
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along with an entry fee of $30. I can't win anything, because the winners’ art is to be 
published in the magazine sponsoring the contest. There isn't any way they could reproduce 
the 3D image, even if they wanted to. Besides, my art isn't the super slick type the 
commercial art world likes. I sent the picture off to let people know that I and my invention 
exist, and to try to get more traffic to our web page describing the invention. 

1/19/04-Age 60 

Multiple daffy ducks on helium. My brain got scrambled. I can't remember what time I 
leave to pick Emma up at work, although I've been doing it for years. Scary. 

1/21/04-Age 60 

I saw an article in a magazine called Electronic Publishing about Lenticular images, 
ones that are different from the ones I do, but still in the same direction. I sent a one 
paragraph email asking for a contact person I could send a free sample of my 3D invention to. 

1/22/04-Age 60 

Our web page is getting a lot more hits. Entering the contest has helped build traffic. I'll 
look around for other contests to enter, with our URL printed on the entry. 

1/23/04-Age 60 

We saw Larry, Emma's CPA, who is also a lawyer, but doesn't practice law. I told him 
about my concerns regarding Emma's children and the patent pending. I want Emma to get 
the patent if I die, and I want to be protected from her children. The day after Emma dies, one 
or both of her children will be on the doorstep ordering me out, immediately if not sooner. 

Larry said we should get Wills made, which would be more beneficial than just getting 
married, and we wouldn't have to be married to protect each other. I've mentioned getting 
Wills made to Emma in the past, but lack of money has kept us from doing it. Now that Emma 
is beginning to make good money, I think we'll make an effort to get them done, probably by 
the lawyer who did my bankruptcy. 

1/24/04-Age 60 

My sex drive has been slipping away for a few years, but now it's gone. No sex 
thoughts, no erections. I feel like I've lost part of me. Vaguely disquieting/annoying. Emma is 
supportive. Emma is now my rock. Just like Beth was. 

1/28/04-Age 60 

I haven't gotten a response to the email requesting a contact person to send a free 
sample of what my invention can do. Golly, I must be a great artist- I really can't even give my 
work away! 

1/29/04-Age 60 

Well, I spoke too soon. I guess I'm not a great artist. I got an email from the president 
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of a large computer imaging company in response to my emails for a contact person to send 
a free sample to. It asked me to call him. I did today. We had a strange conversation. He said 
he wanted to talk to me about my 3D images. I replied, "I don't know what we have to talk 
about at this point- you should see my pictures before we talk in detail". That didn't stop him. 

He asked some questions, and then we chatted a bit. When he heard I went to Pro 
Arts, he said that he had wanted to go there, but being a poor immigrant, he just couldn't 
afford to. He finished the conversation with, "I should see your pictures before we talk any 
more." "That's how this conversation started, I think.", He then said, "Your pictures aren't 
going to make me sick, will they?" I replied, "I don't know, maybe." I don't have any idea what 
he meant by that. I got his address and FedEx shipping number, and I'll send him the samples 
tomorrow. 

4/3/04- Age 60 

I walked by the pool, the black pool, and glanced in, and saw something. I stopped and 
took a good look. I saw maybe a hundred tiny black fish, the mosquito fish lived through the 
cold winter, and found food in the pool, and had babies. True, the water plants we bought all 
died. We were told that they would look like they died during the winter, but they would come 
to life when the weather got warm. Well, our water plants really did die. They turned black, 
and then sank into the black water, along with twigs and leaves from nearby trees. The 
mosquito fish were hardier than the water plants. 

Emma and I drove back to the water plant place today. When we got there we saw 
some very small Koi and goldfish. Each about a half inch long. On the spur of the moment we 
bought a few of each. They were very inexpensive, like 3 for $5. We decided to experiment. If 
the mosquito fish lived, maybe these fish would live too. We'd put them in the pool and maybe 
the new water plants we bought would help clear the water, and maybe all the fish would live. 
Just an experiment. 

5/5/04- Age 60 

Emma and I check out the pool daily, looking for the fish we bought. We see the 
mosquito fish, mainly because there are so many of them now, that it's impossible to miss 
them. But we haven't seen the fish we bought since we put them in the pool and they swam 
under some of the plants. Oh well, they're probably dead. Maybe if we fed them it would have 
helped. Maybe. 

5/6/04- Age 60 

I haven't heard anything from the guy who asked if my pictures would make him sick. I 
guess they did. Oh well. 

5/8/04-Age 60 

I just realized that none of the companies and venture capitalists I sent announcements 
to about the invention ever responded, except for Kodak. I guess I'm not cut out for self¬ 
promotion. It's obvious I need some help, but I don't know where to get it, and we don't have 
the money to pay for it, even if I knew who to get help from. I'm still waiting to hear more from 
Kodak. 
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5/15/05-Age 60 

Emma and I were thrilled to see the little fish we bought. They were living! We decided 
to do something about the black pool. The thing to do is to have it drained, and have all the 
dead things on the bottom taken out, and have it steam cleaned, and then get a new good 
pool filter, and then turn the pool into a concrete pond. 

Unfortunately, that would mean that we'd lose a lot of the mosquito fish, and the fish we 
bought. They'd get sucked out of the pool and down the sewer with the dirty water. Neither of 
us liked that vision. We decided to get a good filter, and then get the water clean, and then 
figure out how to get the gunk out of the bottom of the pool, once we could see it. 

So we went to a swimming pool store, and bought a $650 pool filter, which I was 
assured would be super simple to clean and maintain. 

5/16/04-Age 60 

The new filter was installed. I was shown how to work it. Now let's see if it can clean 
the pool. I was chatting with the guys who installed the filter, and told them about my art. I 
brought them inside and their mouths opened when they saw some of my abstract non¬ 
objective pictures on the wall. They liked them so much I gave a small one to each of them, 
and told them to take care of the art, because some day they might be worth money. They 
thanked me and left. See, I'm easy. All someone needs to do to get one of my pictures is to 
show me that they really really like them. 

5/18/04-Age 59 

Emma brought home a birthday card Edna got for me. Edna wrote: 

Dear Eliot, 

Sometimes the smallest thing we do can make a huge 
difference in another person’s life. Whether it’s giving guy 
advice to your adopted daughter, or taking me out to 
dinners, or giving your interesting theories on the 
“chemistry student,” or simply making me laugh... I just 
want you to know that you are an amazing person who is 
caring, loving, talented, and even funny. 

With Love, 

Your adopted daughter, Edna 

Well, I sure got her fooled! Yeah, I think everyone should adopt some other person’s 
kid. 

7/1/04-Age 61 

I asked Emma, once again, to marry me. She said yes! I was a little taken aback. After 
years of hearing, "Been there, done that", I wasn't prepared for the "yes" answer. Now we had 
to find out how to get married. And where. If it was going to be a hassle in California, then 
maybe some place like Las Vegas would do. You know, a quickie marriage. Maybe with Elvis 
doing the honors. I mentioned this to Emma, who said Las Vegas would be fine, but she didn't 
want Elvis officiating. 
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7/5/04-Age 61 

I checked around on the Internet, and found that getting married in California wouldn't 
be a hassle. No blood tests or stuff like that. All I'd need is the date of my divorce from Beth. 
Naturally, I had long forgotten that. I told Emma she'd have to find out. This was going to be a 
repeat of my marriage to Beth, when Beth had to find out when I was divorced from Alice. 

Emma called the city and gave the clerk the necessary information. The clerk couldn't 
find any divorce record for Beth and me. Huh? 

7/6/04-Age 61 

Emma again called the city and again gave the clerk the necessary information. And 
again the clerk couldn't find any divorce record for Beth and me. Huh! I didn't really think I was 
still married to Beth, just that the idiots who work for the City don't know how to use a 
computer data base. Nevertheless, we needed the information. 

I sent an email to the trust company that took care of Beth's family’s trust funds. I 
asked if they could put me in touch with Beth, so I could get the information from her. 

7/7/04-Age 61 

I got a non-reply in email from Beth's trust company. Maybe they contacted Beth, who 
told them she never wanted to hear from me and not to give me any contact information. Or 
maybe they made that decision on their own. In either case, they basically told me nothing, 
and let me know they never would tell me anything about Beth. They didn't say whether they 
sent Beth my email address. Oh well, they are just doing their job. Making sure one of their 
customers wasn't bothered. Privacy and all like that. And overly rich people like that. 


7/8/04-Age 61 

Emma called the City again, and this time got someone who knew which buttons to 
push to get the divorce information. Now all we have to do is get a marriage license and 
decide where we'd get married. I didn't want to get married in Los Angeles, since the place 
we'd have to go to get the license was in a bad area. And it couldn't be done it by mail. I 
found that we could get the license at the Beverly Hills court house, which was, not 
surprisingly, in a good neighborhood. Online information from the Beverly Hills court said that 
we could get married at the court, although we'd have to make an appointment, which usually 
took a few weeks to get. Emma and I decided to go to the Court on Tuesday, and get the 
license, and make an appointment to get married. 

7/9/05- Age 61 

Now that we had the date of my divorce from Beth, we needed to get a copy of the 
decree to get the license. The hall of records was located in downtown Los Angeles, where 
parking is impossible. And where the streets were laid out by a spider on acid. Neither of us 
was looking forward to going downtown, getting lost, and then finding the hall of records, and 
then finding a parking lot near the hall of records. 

Emma mentioned this to an attorney friend, the Persian Christian, who rents office 
space next to the office Emma works in. He said he was going to the hall of records later 
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today, and would pick up the paperwork for us. 

This afternoon he stopped by and handed Emma the paperwork. Emma tried to pay 
him, or at least reimburse him for the fee. He wouldn't take her money, saying it was his 
wedding present for us. 

7/13/04-Age 61 

We showed up at the Beverly Hills Court House and we stood in line to pass through 
the metal detectors, and then found the marriage license area, and took a number. Emma and 
I people watched. There were more than a few older lawyer type men with twenty-something 
pretty young things. Emma and I stood out because of our distinct lack of good looks and 
expensive clothes. 

When it was our turn, we went up to a clerk, gave her the completed paperwork, raised 
our right hands and swore that we were who we said we were, and weren't presently married, 
etc. We were then handed our marriage license. 

I asked when the next appointment was to get married by someone at the court. The 
clerk said, "In about twenty minutes." "Huh?" we said. We told the clerk that the web site said 
it usually took a few weeks. The clerk said that they added one more day per week when they 
performed marriages. She asked us if twenty minutes would be okay. I looked at Emma, and 
she looked at me. I said if we got married today, we wouldn't have to come back, and hunt for 
a parking spot, and stand in lines. Emma said twenty minutes would be fine. We paid the 
marriage fee, and went to the "chapel" and waited for someone to show up and marry us. The 
chapel had about 20 chairs for guests, and was filled with Gardenias. At first we thought they 
were real, because of the Gardenia fragrance in the room. But on closer inspection, the 
flowers were fake. And the fragrance was perfume. No matter. 

At 10:00 a retired judge came in. She greeted us and asked if we were expecting 
anyone. We said no, and the judge stepped behind a lectern, and asked us to stand in front of 
her. We did. Emma asked for a moment, and took out her cell phone. She called Edna, told 
her what was about to happen, and then put the phone on the lectern. The judge didn't object. 
She asked if we had a wedding ring. We didn't. She took out a ring from a nearby drawer and 
handed it to me. She said her piece, and when it was time for me to put the ring on Emma's 
finger, I tried. The ring was about three sizes too small, but this didn't faze any of us. The 
judge finished the ceremony, Emma and I kissed, and then Emma picked up the phone and 
spoke to Edna briefly, and hung up. Emma said that Edna was crying. The judge asked if 
Edna was Emma's daughter. Emma said yes. Well, Emma thinks of Edna as her "good 
daughter". 

We thanked the judge and we left, married. Feeling only a little strange. I always feel a 
little strange, for a few days, after I get married. 

7/17/04-Age 61 

We haven't told anyone about getting married. Emma, the good daughter, didn't tell 
anyone because she didn't know if we wanted to keep the marriage a secret. Before we tell 
people, we thought it would be a good idea to get Emma a wedding ring. We went to a 
jewelers that advertises on the radio. I like to avoid any business that advertises on the radio 
because I think most are scams. You know, copper re-piping, gold coins, and dubious 
businesses like that. 

We were very pleasantly surprised. The staff was super friendly, and didn't try to get us 
to buy the most expensive ring, or to also buy an engagement ring. Emma found a wedding 
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band she liked, (they all looked the same to me), and then she paid for it. Not exactly 
romantic, but she was happy, and that's all that matters. We didn't buy one for me because I 
don't like wearing jewelry. I wear a wrist watch, and that's it. 

7/19/04-Age 61 

Emma started flashing her ring at work, and also told her friends who work in other 
suites on her floor. Everyone was oh so happy for us. Emma was beaming when I picked her 
up. 

7/20/04-Age 61 

Well, the pool isn't black anymore. The water isn't clean. It's a very dark green. Algae. 
I've read on the Internet that some algae in fish ponds is good, because the algae puts 
oxygen into the water, and the fish need oxygen in the water to breathe. But it would be nice if 
the water was clearer, less green, so it would be easier to see our fish. They have to be near 
the top, or they disappear into the green. 

7/13/05-Age 61 

The next thirty-five or so pages are mainly Emma's story. I'm including them for a 
number of reasons. First and foremost, because Emma is my wife and my love, and her story 
is now my story. Also, this is a CAUTIONARY TALE. Take from it what you can. It may help 
you. Or not. It should scare the piss out of you... 

8/1/04-Age 61 

Today is Emma's birthday. It's tradition in her family for everyone to get together at a 
restaurant on birthdays. I don't attend these family gatherings. Mainly because I find her 
family boring. Additionally, I have vowed never to eat with Rhonda, because I always feel 
embarrassed when I do. It's like eating with a teenage girl who hasn't learned how to comport 
herself. 

I thought this would be a good time for Emma to tell her family that we got married. 
Emma had mixed feelings, but knew that sooner or later she would have to tell them. I didn't 
understand her reluctance, but I didn't give it too much thought. This morning Emma stopped 
by her mother's condo, and put a zillion pills into one of those boxes with compartments for 
each day of the week. While doing this, Emma told her mother about our getting married. 
Frances was very happy. Emma told Frances not to tell her children, which Emma planned to 
do at the birthday dinner tonight. 

When Emma arrived at the restaurant, her children were already there, and they were 
livid. Frances called and told both of them the "good news" earlier. Both said they felt Emma 
should have told them, and not have heard it second hand, and that they should have been 
invited to the wedding. But these were just excuses to explain to themselves why they were 
so angry. The real reason for their anger is that they hate me. In all the time we have been 
together, neither of her children ever expressed the thought that they were happy that Emma 
was happy. They seemed unhappy that their mother had found someone to love and be loved 
by. If they were little kids, I could understand. "Who is this MAN, this outsider, who entered 
into our family?!. Little kids often feel this way when their divorced or widowed mother (or 
father) gets involved with someone, let alone gets married. But Emma's children are in their 
thirties. Well, Rhonda is emotionally a child. Ephrim functions as an adult, but is completely 
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involved with his life and career. He never told Emma that he was happy that she lost a lot of 
weight, or that she now had a job she liked, or happy that she had started a home business. 
On the rare occasions he'd call, or even rarer occasions when he'd drop by the house, he 
talked about his life and what he was doing at work, but didn't ask about her life. These 
"slights" didn't upset or bother Emma. But the way she was treated at her birthday dinner did 
upset her, big time. When Emma got home she was crying. She said neither of her children 
would wish her happiness, and Emma felt this was the same as wishing her unhappiness. 
Additionally, Rhonda told Emma she thought Emma would be unhappy in the marriage. 

There is one reason for "tension" between Ephrim and myself. A number of years ago 
he came over to see Emma. When Emma told me he was coming, I asked her to tell him not 
to play the "jumping up and down game" with our dog, Lucy. You see, just before Ephrim 
leaves, he gets Lucy to jump up and down. Lucy gets so excited doing this that she pee's on 
the floor a few minutes after Ephrim leaves. When Ephrim arrived Emma asked him not to 
play that game with Lucy when he left. 

You guessed it. Just before he left, he played the game with Lucy. When he was gone, 

I left our computer room where I was trying to avoid Ephrim, found Emma by the front door, 
and started yelling at Emma, saying "What kind of idiot son do you have! What the fuck is the 
matter with him! And like that. Ephrim heard me yelling and knocked on the door. I stormed 
over to it and opened it and heard Ephrim say, "Stop yelling at my mother!" I responded with, 
"Fuck You"! and slammed the door in his face. The asshole. I'd say that he hates me because 
of that incident, but he hated me before it. 

8/3/04-Age 61 

We went to eat at our near-by greasy spoon. Actually, the food is quite good. Emma 
showed the waitress, Renee, her wedding ring. The waitress was oh so happy for us. She 
asked where mine was. I told her I didn't want one. Renee insisted I wear a wedding ring, and 
told us she had her ex-husband’s and would give it to us. I think she thought we couldn't 
afford one for me. It was a nice gesture, and I hope she forgets to bring it in, because I don't 
want to wear one. But it will be impolite to refuse it. 

8/4/04-Age 61 

Emma is still upset by her childrens reaction to our marriage. I suggested that she 
write/email them and try to clear the air. She has gone from a happy and mellow woman to an 
unhappy one who is worried about her future relationship with her children. 

8/5/04-Age 61 

There's no denying that Emma's mother's Alzheimer’s is getting worse. It looks like 
we've got to get her into a Home. Some days she's fine, and others she doesn't know that she 
has a son, or that Emma is her daughter. Today Frances told Emma that an old family friend, 
Murray, who was her lawyer years ago, dropped by yesterday, but she didn't know why. 

Emma called him. She told him what her mother said. He told her that Frances called and 
asked that he come over. When he did, he found her "very confused", and he was worried 
about her. Emma said that her mother had good days and bad days, and that on the bad days 
she talks about giving her money away, because she doesn't need it. Emma said she's 
worried that one day she really will give her money away. Emma asked what she could do. He 
said a power of attorney should protect Frances. Emma asked what needed to be done. He 
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said to have Frances write a letter to him saying that she wanted to have a power of attorney 
drawn up with Emma named as the person who will act on her behalf. 

8/8/04-Age 61 

Today Emma brought Frances food she cooked for the coming week, and laid out her 
mother's pills for the week, and chatted for a while. She also had her mother read and sign 
the letter Murray the lawyer wanted. Emma said her mother was okay that day, and was 
happy to sign the letter, saying that she wanted a power of attorney made with Emma having 
the power, to make it easier for Emma to help her. 

8/9/04-Age 61 

Emma called Murray and asked if he got the letter she faxed him. He said he did. 

Emma asked how long it would take to get the power of attorney. Murray said she'd have to 
drop in and talk to him, and get the form, and then have her mother sign it in front of a notary. 

Emma was disappointed. She thought that the letter she faxed was all that was 
needed. She made an appointment for tomorrow morning. She'll be late for work, but taking 
care of her mother takes priority. 

8/10/04-Age 61 

We ate at Lulu's, our nearby greasy spoon tonight. Renee was there, and gave me the 
wedding ring. She was so happy to do it. I took it and thanked her. It didn't fit, a bit too small. 
Renee said I could have it resized. 

8/11/04-Age 61 

Emma and I arrived at the lawyer’s on time, and were ushered in to him right away. 
Murray looked to be about her mother's age. Not surprising, since he was an old friend of 
Frances. He twice asked Emma if she was going to leave her mother's money alone. There 
was the semi-subtle implication that he thought Emma was going to steal her mother's money. 
This unnerved Emma a little. Emma asked whether the power of attorney would be valid 
because of her mother's deteriorating mental condition. Murray said to wait for one of 
Frances' good days, when she was "her old self. 

Before leaving, Emma said she wanted a new Will drawn up, leaving everything to me, 
and nothing to her children, but a provision should be made to leave things to her 
grandchildren. Murray told us a story. He said that years ago he had two cousins whom he 
didn't like. Their mother came to him and wanted him to draw a Will leaving them nothing. He 
told her he wouldn't do it, because he felt there was no good reason to ever disinherit 
children. Emma told him she'd find another lawyer, and that she wouldn't want him to do 
something that made him uncomfortable. 

As we left, he said, "Think carefully about what you are doing". We don't know if Murray 
was referring to the Will, or "stealing" her mother's money. Either way, Emma felt even more 
hurt. 

8/15/04-Age 61 

Emma has been asking people she knows for suggestions for a good Home for 
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Frances. A number of people recommended the same place, so she called and spoke to an 
admissions person, and said she will drop by and talk to her in person, and have a look at the 
Home, after receiving the literature they said they would send. Unfortunately, Rhonda called 
that Home and asked about making an appointment to bring her grandmother in to see about 
her living there. When Emma found out, she kinda freaked. She emailed Rhonda saying that 
she was taking care of her mother, and that Rhonda should stop interfering. 

Emma spoke to her mother who was upset. Rhonda called her and told her that she 
owed money on her condo. This really really upset the 93 year old woman. She thought she 
was going to be evicted. Emma tried to explain that the condo was paid for in full years ago, 
and that she had all the proper papers that proved it. She told her mother that Rhonda didn't 
know what she was talking about. 

It seems that Rhonda has a friend, Ken, in real estate, and asked him to check on the 
status of the condo, and how much it was listed for sale, and how much money was owed on 
it. Apparently Ken is an idiot, and came up with erroneous information. If Rhonda was an 
adult, and not a spiteful child, (remember, she tried to have her mother fired for being a bad 
mother?) she would have called Emma and asked questions about the condo. Well, true, 
Emma would probably have told Rhonda that it was none of her business. Emma sent the 
following to Rhonda: 

Please don't upset Grammy again about things that are not your concern. The 
fact is that Ken is mistaken and his information is wrong. We received the paperwork 
from the mortgage company YEARS ago stating that the mortgage was fully paid and 
we made the necessary update on the filing with the county. Grammy has been very 
upset about your wrong information FOR NO GOOD REASON. The condo is none of 
Ken's business, nor yours. 

In the future, if you want to know something about Grammy's property, finances, 
etc., please ask me. Do not upset her again. 

Further, I am in contact with the Home for the Aging and they are sending me the 
applications, so please don’t do anything about that either. It will only confuse matters 
if you also contact them. By the way, I am working closely with Grammy's doctors and 
her attorney to make sure everything is taken care of properly. So don't butt in and 
undermine my efforts to take care of her. 

Your Mother 

8/16/04-Age 61 

And another email from Emma to Rhonda: 

I am writing once again in hopes of getting through to you. You have failed to 
reply to my previous email, and instead have continued to interfere in what I am doing 
for Grammy. It has come to my attention that you have been (attempting?) to contact 
Murray. I have no idea what you are trying to do by contacting him, but be assured that 
I have been in contact with him and he and I are in full agreement in regard to what is 
best legally for Grammy at this time and we are following his advice. So, again, there is 
no reason for you to interfere. 

Lastly, I would really like to know from you what you are trying to do here. I 
would like to know why you hate Eliot. I would like to know why you are behaving so 
hatefully to me. I would like to know if you even have thought about your feelings and 
can understand them and express them, or if your lack of insight is what prevents you 
from responding to me. 
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I would also like you to consider the following question: How would you feel if I 
were to tell you that I hate your husband and don't want anything to do with him? How 
would you feel if I were to be unable to wish you well in your life and in your marriage? 
How do you think it makes me feel when you treat me this way? Think about it, 

Rhonda. If you want to hurt me, then tell me why. Your Mother 

Well, maybe Emma was right all these years, and we shouldn't have gotten married. 

Up until recently, we talked to each other all the time, and we laughed a lot. We both had 
smiles on our faces continually. Now, we kinda talk a little, and Emma is sad, and so am I, 
and we don't laugh anymore. Before we were married, her children weren't vicious to Emma. 
True, there was the time when Rhonda called Emma's employer and told him he should fire 
her because she was a bad mother... But now since we are married, they seem to hate Emma 
as much as me. It's kind of like two little kids who feel that they've lost their mother’s love, 
because she has given it to me, and are striking back. I really hope Emma and I get through 
this together. Understand, we don't have problems with each other. We don't fight. It's just that 
there is a sadness in the air. 

8/17/04-Age 61 

Today was the first day Emma's mother was "all there" since she signed the letter 
saying she wanted Emma to have her power of attorney. I picked Emma up from work around 
noon, and we drove to get her mother. After talking for a while, we took Frances to the car, 
and we drove to a near-by notary Emma found on the Internet. Less than an hour later we 
had Frances back home. She thanked Emma for taking good care of her. 

8/18/04-Age 61 

Today Emma took off early from work to go to the bank with the power of attorney 
Murray had made. The man at the bank said it was the wrong form. We needed a Durable 
power of attorney, not a general power of attorney. The difference, as far as the bank was 
concerned, is that the general one was invalid if the person was mentally ill, but the durable 
one would be valid under that condition. Since her mother was "mentally ill", we needed a 
durable power of attorney AND, Emma was told, a Letter of Authority, whatever that is. 

Emma is very discouraged. She told me she feels like a rat in a maze. First she has to 
get her mother to sign a letter, then she takes off from work to get the forms, only to have 
Murray-the-lawyer insinuate that she's a thief after her mother's money, then she had to wait 
until her mother was "okay" and then take off from work again to go to the notary with a 93 
year old woman, then wait a few more days to go to the bank, only to be told that she had the 
wrong forms notarized, as far as the bank is concerned. And of course, there is the meddling 
from Rhonda. At least Ephrim is staying out of this. 

8/20/04-Age 61 

Emma received an email from her brother Edmond, about their mother’s deteriorating 
mental condition and her finances. Emma responded that their mother was sliding downhill, 
and that Frances had made decisions years ago, with the help of lawyers and accountants, as 
to what she wanted to do with her money and property in the event that she became unable 
to make those kinds of decisions in the future. She assured Edmond that everything was 
taken care of, and he didn't need to be concerned. 

Well, Edmond was concerned because he absented himself from the family for about 
30 years, and now that it's getting toward the end of his mother’s life, he wanted in on the 
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estate, not that there is all that much money in it. I think Edmond is slime. 

Even though Frances made provisions for her old and possibly infirm age, she has 
forgotten the provisions she's made. Emma repeatedly reminds Frances that she made very 
good arrangements and that she has nothing to worry about. But Frances constantly talks 
about giving all her money away now. "Why should I wait until I die?" she asks. Emma 
explains that she may need the money to support herself, to pay for a Home if and when she 
wants to go to one. But Frances seems to think that her son and grandchildren need money 
now. Emma tries to explain that Frances may also need the money, and so she shouldn't give 
it away. Frances seems to understand this, but only for a while. Then she starts to talk about 
giving her money away again. 

8/20/04-Age 61 

Edmond emailed Emma and wanted as much information as possible as to their 
mother’s finances, bank accounts, and property, in case something happened to Emma and it 
would be his responsibility to take of things. Emma sent him the information, and told him that 
there is a Will drawn by Murray-the-Lawyer. 

She told Edmond that somehow their mother believes that he is in financial distress 
and needs money. She asked if this was the case. She doubts it is. He just bought a condo in 
San Clemente, which just might be the most expensive city to live in in California. He wouldn't 
have been able to get a mortgage if he was broke, or near broke. 

8/22/04-Age 61 

Susie, the woman who adopted Frances as her mother, has been "pressuring" Frances 
to move to a Home. Some days Frances is eager to make the transition, and others she 
doesn't want to. Emma is beginning to think that it would be best if Susie just butt out of 
things. 

As for the Home, Emma has mixed feelings herself. It would mean that someone was 
available to assist Frances and keep an eye on her. But Emma has been told by her mother’s 
psychiatrist that staying in familiar surroundings will slow down Frances' mental deterioration. 

During her visit with her mother today, while laying out her pills for the week, Frances 
told Emma she wanted to change her Will and also give her half of the condo to Edmond. As 
for the condo, Frances said, "Fair is fair". Emma again told her mother that she made all the 
arrangements when she wasn't forgetful and confused, and she shouldn't make changes now. 
Emma was, of course, protecting her inheritance as far as the condo was concerned. It was 
promised to her for her old age. She had planned on it. As for the Will, it mentions that there is 
a CD in a particular bank in trust for Edmond. Keep in mind that during Edmond's thirty year 
absence, Frances frequently cried to Emma about her son, how much she missed him, and 
worrying whether he was all right. She spent about 30 years being sad. Now that he's back, 
looking for money, all the pain he caused her is forgotten. Maybe she forgot it because she's 
happy he's back, or maybe she forgot it because she's, well, forgetful. There are times she 
doesn't know she has a son. In either case, Emma thinks she's being attacked. What was 
promised to her years ago is in jeopardy of being taken away. Just where Frances got the 
idea of "Fair is fair", Emma doesn't know. 

When she got home, Emma had an email from Edmond, saying he wasn't in financial 
distress, and had no idea why their mother thought he was. He was also happy that Emma 
told him that his mother had a $50,000 CD in trust for him. 

I told Emma that I don't trust Edmond, and I think he's telling Frances that he needs 
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money, and that he should get half the condo. Emma said that’s what she believes, too. 

We still aren't the happy couple we were before we got married. 

8/23/04-Age 61 

Emma asked some of her lawyer friends what a "letter of authority" is. Most took a 
moment to think, then said it was a document needed when a person died without a Will. 
Since Emma's mother is still alive, and has a Will, the idiot at the bank gave her the wrong 
information. Emma wrote the following to Murray: 

August 23, 2004 

Dear Murray, 

I hope you are having a lovely mini-vacation. There is good news and bad news. 
The good news is that I was able to take Mother to a notary public when she was 
thinking clearly and had the Power of Attorney forms notarized. They are enclosed 
herein so you can take care of the filing or whatever else needs to be done to make it 
all nice and legal. 

The bad news is that I took a copy of the Power of Attorney to her bank and 
showed it to them and asked for them to make whatever notes are necessary on her 
accounts to protect her assets when she is confused and talks about giving her money 
away. They looked at the form and said that it is the wrong document to accomplish 
that purpose. In order for me to be able to withdraw money from her accounts (in case 
the money is needed to support her, pay for a Home, etc.), they need a DURABLE 
Power of Attorney, not a General Power of Attorney. In order for them to disallow her 
from removing funds, they say they need a LETTER OF ADMINISTRATION form. 
PLEASE have someone in your office call Washington Mutual (phone number 818 758- 
xxxx) to find out exactly what is needed and prepare the proper forms so I will not have 
to go through all of this again (it is very hard now for Mother to get in and out of the 
car, stand around waiting at the notary, etc., and it means that I need to take time off 
work again.) The person I spoke with at the bank consulted with their legal department 
while I was there. He was pleasant, but had the attitude that if Mother came into the 
bank and took out $50,000 and started handing it out to people in the lobby, it was not 
his (nor the bank's) responsibility. My husband told him that it is their responsibility 
since I have attempted to notify them that my mother has Alzheimer’s disease. 

In addition, as I am completing the application for a Home for the Aging, I note 
that they want to know if I have a DURABLE Power of Attorney. I don't know what the 
General Power of Attorney is good for, but it will not work for the purposes for which 
we need it. 

When I first talked to you, I told you that I had two goals in mind: 

1) Since Mother is more and more confused, I need to make sure that she doesn't give 
her money away inappropriately, so it needs to be protected. 2) I need to be able to 
access her accounts in order to take care of financial issues such as paying bills, etc. 

My underlying goal is to take care of my Mother to the best of my ability, as I 
have been doing for years now. She is less and less capable as time goes by and 
different sorts of care-taking are needed as time goes on. As examples of her thinking 
now, she has been asking me frequently, "Why shouldn't I give my money away now?" 
and "How will the bank know what to do with the money when I die?" She told me 
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today that Edmond (my brother) needs money and she wants to give him $50,000. 
Edmond has assured me that he does not need money and doesn't understand why 
she keeps offering to give him money to help him, but he knows he must not let her 
give it to him. 

Murray, I really feel like a rat in a maze right now. First you told me to send you a 
letter with information about myself and to try to get Mom to sign it to show that she 
agrees to the Power of Attorney. I conformed to your instructions. I don't know why 
this was necessary since it apparently has no legal standing. I came to your office to 
pick up the forms and took Mother to a notary public and paid for that (as well as 
taking off work twice last week to deal with these things), only to find out that the form 
is not going to accomplish the purposes at the bank for which it is needed. I need both 
a Durable Power of Attorney and a Letter of Administration (and anything else the bank 
tells you they need). I am devoting a lot of time and effort to take care of my mother. I 
took on the responsibility willingly because I love her and want to do my best for her. I 
NEED YOUR HELP to provide the legal services that will make this possible. I am 
getting worn out by spinning my wheels. Mother is only more confused by the need to 
sign documents, have them notarized, etc. Plus, every day that goes by is another day 
that she could give away all her money and be unable to support herself or pay for the 
Home. 

Enc. 

8/24/04-Age 61 

When Emma visited her mother on Sunday she found that Frances had given away a 
bunch of books, and some furniture, to someone Emma doesn’t know. Emma tried to explain 
to her mother that she shouldn't give things away, and then wrote this letter which she mailed 
today: 

Dear Mom, 

Please do not give away anything else. There are several reasons for this: 

1. Dr. Cherk [her psychicatrist] says that keeping your possessions around you 
where you can see and enjoy them will help you with your memory problems. 

2. There are books and other things that your grandchildren and I will want to 
help us remember you and Dad. (Ephrim may want to read the books that Dad loved as 
a way of knowing him better and Rhonda and I may want things that you treasured so 
we can treasure them too). 

3. I don't want you to worry about what I will do with everything when the time 
comes. I will know what to do and will be very capable of dealing with everything. 

4. It upsets me very much to see you dismantling your home. After all, you have 
told me that you don't want to go to the Home for the Aging because you want to be in 
your home with your things around you. 

Love, 

Emma 

8/27/04-Age 61 

I noticed that the right-wing radio media has started to talk about "militant Islam", or as 
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Michael Savage on his radio show has been putting it for a few months, "IslamoFacists". It's 
about time! I think this is the beginning of the tide turning against Bush 2, as far as support 
from the far right is concerned. 

I also heard a Los Angeles radio talk show host say that he was sure that Vicente Fox, 
the President of Mexico, has pictures of Bush 2 with a goat, from his "young and 
irresponsible" days. This is the closest I've heard anyone say about Bush 2 and Fox and sex 
what I have thought for a while. Really folks, Bush 2 is acting like a man who will do anything 
for his lover. Anything Fox wants, Fox gets. Like, leave the border with Mexico open, so the 
riff-raff from Mexico can come here and drain our cities for their care. 

8/28/04-Age 60 

Daffy Duck on Helium. This time it was a "bad" attack. I got a bit disoriented. I noticed I 
had trouble understanding what time the clock was showing. I have a very strange body. 

8/29/04-Age 61 

Emma went to her mother's today, to bring her food she cooked for the coming week. 
She also put her mother's pills into pill boxes to help Frances from taking the wrong pills, or 
not taking all of them. And also to chat a while. Frances told Emma that Rhonda told her that 
Emma is trying to steal her (Frances') money, and that Frances should leave the condo to 
Edmond. This is something Maude would do. Emma is on the verge of a nervous breakdown. 
Everyone is attacking her and no one is helping- not the banks, nor lawyers, nor her loving 
daughter. 

I realize that I've made a long list of mistakes in my life. But one thing I feel I've done 
right is not having children. 

Emma took some time to look through a few boxes of papers Frances has stored here 
and there. She found a Durable Power of Attorney form, filled out a few years earlier. She also 
found a new Will, dated 1998. She asked her mother who the lawyer was who did the new 
Will and DPA. Frances said he was the son of a neighbor who lives down the hall. 

8/30/04-Age 61 

Emma called the lawyer, Stewart, and told him she was having a problem getting the 
bank to accept the various forms she had been told she needed to make sure her mother 
didn't give away her money. The lawyer said that the Durable Power of Attorney was the 
correct form, and she should bring it to the bank. He told Emma he would be happy to advise 
her regarding the bank, if she had problems getting them to accept the DPA. 

Emma's mother called Emma at work and told her that she called Rhonda and gave 
her “what for" for saying hateful things about Emma. She said Rhonda didn't have time to 
reply because she hung up on her. Keep in mind that Frances is a very polite and proper 
woman. 

I'm not only happy about not having children, but about being reclusive. Golly gee, 
people suck. Staying away from them was/is a good idea. At least for me. 

9/1/04-Age 61 

I told Emma that I've heard that high strung racehorses often had a companion animal, 
like another horse or pony or goat, that kept them calm and happy. I told her that's what she 
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did for me. When I got pissed off or frustrated at the world or whatever, or was having a bad 
chronic fatigue day, just being near Emma made me feel a whole lot better. I said she was my 
companion animal. She liked that, but thought a better name than companion animal was 
called for. I said she was my "cutie". She liked that a whole bunch. She asked if I'd be her 
cutie. Another term of endearment was coined. "Slut" was lost a long time ago. 

9/2/04-Age 61 

This morning I realized that today is Maude's birthday. Unless she's dead. Either way, I 
don't care. If she is alive, I don't know whether she is a bag lady or not. If she is, I don't know 
if she's in New York or somewhere in Israel. I don't care. Except for once a year on her 
birthday, I don't give her a thought- unless Rhonda does or says something that reminds me 
of Maude. 

We went to “Jim the lawyer” to make a Will for Emma. And have the lawyer look at the 
one I had made by the lawyer who did my bankruptcy, to see if it looked okay to him. We 
found this guy from Denis, our patent attorney. We first emailed Denis and asked if his firm did 
Wills and if so, how much they charged. He got back to us right away (as he always does) 
and said yes, they do, and Wills and such usually ran about $8,000-$10,000. We emailed 
back and asked if he could recommend someone less costly. He responded with Jim's name 
and phone number. Emma called and spoke with his secretary, and told her that Jim was 
recommended by Denis, but that Denis already had all our money for our patent application, 
so Jim should go easy with us. 

When Emma did get through to speak to Jim, he wanted to know about the invention, 
and Emma told him a little about it. He said it sounded interesting. She said maybe I'd bring 
some samples to show him. 

Jim told Emma she should get a Living Trust, which had numerous advantages over a 
Will. He asked who Emma wanted to be the executor, and how she wanted her property 
disbursed. Emma told him she wanted me to be the executor, and that she wanted to 
disinherit her children, but leave money to her grandchildren. Jim and Emma discussed these 
and other issues, and he said it would take a week or so to get the Living Trust drawn up. He 
also told Emma to write out her reasons for disinheriting her children, to help stave off any 
challenges they might raise through their lawyer. You know, like Emma wasn't mentally 
competent, or that I exercised undue influence, etc. 

After an hour of talking about the Living Trust stuff, I showed Jim some abstract and 
figurative 3D photos I brought with me, and he really was blown away. I mean really! At one 
point he leaned over his desk to get a closer look at a picture, and his tie touched it. He 
almost yelled, "My tie! My tie! It's inside the picture!" He was impressed with the 3D effect. I 
offered to trade him a photo for his fee of about $2,000. He didn't say anything. He didn't say 
yes, but he didn't say no. He just smiled. We won't hold our breaths while he thinks it over. 

Tonight Frances called Emma and told her she was going to give Edmond the other 
half of the condo. So much for Emma's promised inheritance. She said she's been talking to 
the same lawyer who drew up the Durable Power of Attorney a few years ago. So, on the one 
hand, that lawyer is helping to see that Frances does not give away her money, and on the 
other hand, he's helping Frances give away an asset promised to Emma. Go figure. Well, he 
is a lawyer, after all.... 

Emma isn't angry with her mother. She realizes that she's “not all there", at least, not all 
the time. But I see this as just another proof of the sayings, "No good deed goes unpunished" 
and "There ain't no Justice". And, that the mean and undeserving come out on top, and the 
good, caring, nurturing don't. 
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9/3/04-Age 61 

Emma sent the following email to her brother: 

Dear Edmond, 

I haven't heard from you recently, so thought I would give you an update on 
Mom. Unfortunately, her times of confusion are increasing which is frustrating for her 
as well as for me. I've sent the application to the Home for the Aging and am constantly 
reminding/nagging her primary treating doctor about completing the medical form. His 
office manager keeps telling me he is working on it, but, of course, it needs to be 
finished and sent to the Home before the next step, which is an interview. Then the 
people at the Home will determine what area of the Home is appropriate for her, based 
on her ability to care for herself vs. her need for assistance. THEN they will give me an 
idea of the size of the waiting list and an approximate date when she will be able to 
move in. I'm becoming more concerned as time goes on that she is becoming less able 
to be in the condo alone. She does have some times when she is delightfully lucid and 
we can have lovely conversations about a variety of subjects. I treasure those times 
but they are less and less frequent. 

9/6/04-Age 61 

Over the past week there has been some "terrorist" doings in Russia/Chesnia. 
Somewhere between 500 and 1000 school children and teachers were killed when Chesnian 
separatists took over a school. At the end, when their bombs went off, bombs packed with 
screws and ball bearings and things like that, things that will fly at great speed and blind and 
maim and do awful things to the human body, they also shot fleeing children, little kids, in the 
back. For whatever reasons, the U.S. news media either ignored this, or talked about the 
"separatists". They didn't mention that the separatists were Muslims. Not politically correct, or, 
maybe, there are other things going on- maybe the media has been bought. Don't know. But I 
do know that the Muslims, the "religion of peace", are killing people, in large numbers, all over 
the planet. They believe that everyone should be a Muslim, or dead. They kill people in the 
Philippines, in the Sudan where they also enslave non-Muslims, in Israel, in Spain, in... Nice 
folks. The media, be it television, newspapers or movies, like 'em. Even the right wing radio 
folks pussyfoot (can I use that word?) around the Muslims and their attempt at world 
domination, if not world destruction. One radio talk show host, who calls himself Michael 
Savage, does call a spade a spade (can I use that phrase?). He's coined the term, 
IslamoFacist, which as mentioned earlier, I've recently heard others use, but not enough 
others. 

Not only does the media pussyfoot about the Muslims, but we are engaged in the Iraqi 
war which is obviously one we don't want to win. All I hear from the media, except for some of 
the right wing radio talk show folks, is "The Holy city of Fugal..." Shit, the entire country is 
"holy". You know, "That's the holy alley where Akmed took a shit in 1627", and, "That's the 
holy mosque where the insurgents (not Japs or Krauts as the opposition was called in World 
War II) store their holy weapons. 

Anyway, the "insurgents" killed a couple of US civilian workers, dragged their bodies 
through the city, then mutilated and burnt them. The politicians thumped their chests, made all 
the appropriate sounds, and nothing more was done. Now listen-up, kiddies. Those over 50 
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already know this. Generals Eisenhower, MacArthur, Patton, Bradley, Marshall and others 
would have flown a few bombers over Fulugia and dropped leaflets that said, "In two days this 
city will be leveled. Run for your lives." Then in two days wave after wave of bombers would 
have flown over the holy city and reduced it to rubble. Then, and only then, would tanks, 
followed by foot troops, enter the city, shooting anything that even looked like it might move. 

The United States wanted to win the wars of the past, well, up to but not including the 
Vietnam war. That one was fought like this Iraqi war is being fought. 

9/7/04-Age 61 

This will be my last rant about Arabs/Muslims, whatever. I promise: 

Listen up. If you haven't got it yet, try to understand that we are involved in a religious 
war. There are about one billion Muslims, and they intend to take over the world. They are 
migrating to the West, where they bribe the local officials to allow them to do whatever they 
want, often crying "discrimination". So be prepared to become a Muslim, or have your head 
slowly sawed off your neck with a dull knife. Get your prayer rug now. I don't understand why 
the women in the U.S. aren't screaming about the poor downtrodden women of the Arab 
nations. Really, I don't understand. Like they think that when the Muslims take over the world, 
they will be allowed to dress like they want, have their careers, not be wife number 2 or 16, 
and not have their clits cut off? Someone, please explain this to me. 

As for the future of the world after the Muslims take over, welllll, the Arabs haven't 
invented anything for about a thousand years. So, good-bye medicines, cell phones etc. They 
want you to get a camel. No kidding. 

The only hope I see for the West is for someone to come up with a virus that only 
attacks Arabs/Muslims. No kidding. 

9/8/04-Age 61 

Today is Beth's birthday. She's 46. Wow, it's hard to believe that it's been 23 years 
since I met her. I hope she's happy. Really. I wonder if she is going through some form of Hell 
with her family. I sure hope not. 

9/10/04-Age 61 

Emma received another letter from lawyer Stewart. She got very upset. She sent the 
following in reply: 

September 10, 2004 
Mr. 

1. Regarding the condo being placed in joint tenancy: 

That was a decision my mother made, with the advice of her attorney and 
accountant at that time. I was not consulted in advance, but told that was what she 
wanted to do. I do not appreciate the insinuation ("...I will not involve myself with your 
role in bringing that about.") which I read as a veiled threat to attempt to undo that 
transfer because you feel I took advantage of my mother, and twisted her arm to get 
her to make me a joint tenant, about fifteen years ago. If that was your point, then I am 
sure her attorney, (and his son who is also an attorney) will be interested in seeing 
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your evidence. 

2. Your point that I must agree with you that my mother is competent because I had a 
Power of Attorney drawn up, and an incompetent person can't legally sign one, is 
ridiculous. Trying to keep a very long story short, one which involves a number of 
telephone calls, two letters and one meeting with a long-time friend of my parents (of 
probably 50 years standing), who is also an attorney: 

He told me that he was concerned about my mother's confusion. I told him that 
she has good days and bad days, although the bad days were becoming more 
numerous. I asked him how I could protect her from herself. She has been talking 
about giving her money away because, as she said numerous times, she doesn't need 
it. He suggested a Power of Attorney. I asked if her confusion would invalidate it. He 
advised that I wait for one of those days when she was "her old self". That is just what I 
did. I call her every morning at 7:00 to remind her to take her pills. Many mornings she 
is confused. The first day she wasn't confused, I left work early and took my mother to 
a notary. She thanked me for taking care of her. That day was like being with my 
mother of old. 

3. Your insinuation that I would take advantage of my mother or do something illegal is 
repugnant. 

Turn-about is fair play. I ran into difficulty getting that Power of Attorney 
accepted by the bank. Then, while going through some of my mother's papers, I found 
the Durable Power of Attorney you had drafted. I contacted you and you gave me 
suggestions for getting the bank to accept the one you made. You offered to give me 
further advice on this matter in the future as needed. If you believe that my mother was 
incompetent at that time, you were assisting me in trying to get the bank to accept the 
DPOAfor an incompetent person, which doesn't sound legal to me. Or did you believe 
as I did that she was too confused at that time to handle her finances herself, except 
for rare days, but now believe she has had a miraculous cure or remission of her 
Alzheimer's disease and is now thinking clearly? Or maybe you just took my word for 
my mother's condition, which doesn't sound to me like due diligence. You have 
mentioned her memory problems, but neglect to mention the increasing confusion 
which everyone else has noted. 

4. As for the qualifying physician being Joel Leb, M.D., an internist, and not her treating 
psychiatrist: 

I am informing you that Dr. Leb deferred all aspects of my mother’s mental health 
assessment and treatment to Dr. Cherk. It seems to me that you are now trying to see 
to it that the bank does not accept the Durable Power of Attorney which you drew, on 
some kind of a technicality. I wonder what your motives are. Do you wish to see her 
give her money away? Or do you want to take control of it yourself for "safe keeping"? 

5. You stress that your opinion of my mother is that she is competent, regardless of 
what her psychiatrist has written. Are you also a psychiatrist? (I do know one 
psychiatrist who is also a lawyer, so it's possible.) If so, how many mental status 
exams have you given her? Over what period of time? What were the results? What 
psychological tests did you administer? What were the results? Did you repeat them 
over time? What is your diagnosis and prognosis? Maybe you would like to compare 
your notes with those of Dr. Cherk? All you need do is get written permission from my 
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mother to allow Dr. Cherk to discuss my mother's medical condition with you. It seems 
to me that would be helpful. Don't you? If not, why not? Is it because you are afraid 
that you won't like what you hear? Or that Dr. Cherk will not accept the written 
permission because she is incompetent? Why not give it a try and see what happens? 
Or be prepared to explain some day why you didn't. 

6. As for my brother and changes to my mother's Will and disposition of her property: 

My brother distanced himself from our family for a period of thirty years, with 
only an occasional holiday get-together every few years. He would not break a vacation 
short to visit my father when he was on his death bed in the hospital. After my father's 
death, my brother was absent from the family, with no contact at all, for approximately 
ten years. During that time, my mother transferred part of her condo to me (see above) 
and repeatedly told me that the entire property would go to me, as an asset for my old 
age. I am SO HAPPY (NOT!) to hear that you feel it is appropriate that my brother be 
rewarded for his lengthy absence from our family, and that I should be punished by my 
Alzheimer's infected mother reneging on her promise. True, it was only a verbal 
promise, but my mother was always a person of her word. Even if it were in writing, it 
wouldn't do me any good, since you would just try to have it set aside, now wouldn't 
you? (I think you are a very evil person.) 

I assure you that any changes to my mother's Will or disposition of her property, 
even ones benefiting me, will be challenged. It is my intent to see to it that the 
arrangements my mother made many years ago, with the advice of her attorney and 
accountant, be left as is. The Will you drew in 1998 will not be challenged. She was 
thinking clearly then. She is not thinking clearly now, regardless of what you think, 

"Dr." (!) -. I don't understand why you have chosen to disregard the findings of her 
psychiatrist, who started treating her a number of years ago for depression, a problem 
which cleared up in a matter of two or three days after she started taking medication. 

Your last letter upset me so much that I started to cry. I have heard that Hell is 
any place that has no reason. There is increasingly no reason in the mind of an 
Alzheimer's patient. Dealing with my mother now and watching her deteriorate mentally 
is also Hell! Believe me, it would be painful enough even if people we are dealing with 
would be totally supportive and caring. But people like you and those at the bank have 
driven me into a deeper level of Hell. 

I do not want to hear from you again. Do not send letters addressed to me to my 
mother, or to me at my home or anywhere else. I will not read any further letters from 
you. When I learn that you have made changes regarding my mother's Will or property, 

I will contact my husband's attorney at O'M and M for guidance in selecting an attorney 
for any challenges I will want to make, as well as any other actions suggested to me by 
the attorney. I assure you that if you do transfer my Alzheimer's diseased mother's 
share of the condo to my brother, or to yourself, or to anyone else for that matter, I will 
sue you for my economic loss, punitive damages, and anything else my attorney 
suggests. While I hope it doesn't come to this, it will be interesting to hear you justify 
in court why your evaluation of my mother's mental state is valid, but that of her 
psychiatrist and those of her friends of many years as well as family members, aren't. 
Maybe you realize you will lose in court, but will make money drafting a new Will, etc., 
and then defending it? 
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9/8/04-Age 61 

Emma left work early today and we went to Jim the lawyer's and she signed the Living 
Trust. The lawyer gave Emma detailed instructions about adding and subtracting property to 
the Trust, and how to deal with banks regarding the Trust. Emma said she'd send him a letter 
to be put with the Trust in a while regarding her reasons for disinheriting her children. 

9/11/04 

Emma needed to vent, to put into words how she is feeling. She wrote this: 

NOBODY TOLD ME By Emma T— 

I feel like I am fighting my way through a dark tunnel, trying to find the light at 
the end, hoping there will be a light at the end. Nobody ever warned me it would be like 
this. I always believed that if I just did my best to do the right thing, to be fair, to be 
kind, life would treat me fairly and kindly. But it doesn't work that way apparently. There 
is no rhyme or reason, no fairness, no justice. There is just some arbitrary set of rules 
that makes life as likely to turn out to be negative and painful as it is to be positive and 
pleasant. Nobody told me this. Why didn't they? Maybe that is just another example of 
the painful puzzle that life turns out to be. There is no plan, no map to follow, no route 
that takes you from one stage of life to another safely and securely. It's all arbitrary and 
really has nothing at all to do with your own behavior. 

I remember when I was a teenager, a teacher asked our class to write a short 
paper describing our life goals. At the time, I had no idea what career, if any, I would 
want to pursue as an adult. But I remember simply writing in my paper that my goal in 
life was to be able to make a positive difference in the lives of others. That goal always 
stayed with me through the years and I have tried to live up to it. There are those who 
would say that I have been successful in that - my wonderful husband, Eliot, thinks so. 
The terrific doctor I work for seems to think so. My "adopted daughter", Emma, thinks 
so. And there are many patients who tell me that I help them, too. There are even other 
professionals out there - lawyers, therapists - who thank me for the advice and help I 
give them. 

Why, then, is it that my own children hate me? What crazy trick of life made it 
happen that this daughter and this son to whom I gave birth and for whom I tried to be 
the best mother I could be, now hate me? Is there some god somewhere out there 
sitting and watching and laughing at this cruel twist in life? Are my children suffering 
from this as much as I am? Will I ever be able to know my grandchildren and be the 
grandma I had hoped to be in my later years? 

Now my mother is 93 years old and her mental health is failing her. It was bad 
enough when it was just her memory problems that we had to deal with. Thank 
goodness she had a sense of humor about that and we were able to laugh about her 
forgetfulness. But lately there has been increasing confusion in addition. This is far 
harder to deal with and it is certainly difficult (impossible) to find any humor in it. It is 
tremendously painful to watch my beloved mother who has always been so intelligent 
now become less and less capable of thinking clearly. There is a part of me that still 
wants to be her little girl and have her take care of me. Instead, more and more, she 
needs me to take care of her. The pain and the burden become unbearable at times. 
Nobody told me. Why didn't they? 
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In addition, with my children hating me now, I can't even look to them for 
understanding or support or even a listening ear. Nobody told me. Why didn't they? 
There is only Eliot and I feel like I am becoming more and more of an emotional burden 
to him. We have been together eleven years, but we are newlyweds. We were so happy 
but now my hurt and sadness are infecting our relationship. We used to laugh all the 
time. Now I cry and he comforts me. This is not the marriage we thought we would 
have. Nobody told me. Why didn't they? 

I love him so much and I know he loves me. I just want to be able to make him 
happy, to laugh together, to talk about art and the world and all the other things we 
used to talk about. I want our hugs to be hugs of joy, not of comfort. It's not fair! 

EmmaT-—9/12/04-Age 61 

9/12/04-Age 61 

Today would have been Beth and my wedding anniversary. Well, I suppose it still is, 
but without being married. Anyway... 

9/13/04-Age 61 

I walked Emma up to her office, instead of just dropping her off in the underground 
parking garage, because I brought two framed pictures for The Gentle Giant, and they were 
both heavy and bulky. The doctor was at Emma's computer, trying desperately to fix what he 
had just fucked up. He is obsessed with putting information from his palm pilot into her office 
computer. He has routinely been crashing her computer over the last few months. First, just 
every few weeks. Now, every few days. Then, it's up to Emma to fix it, which sometimes takes 
more than two hours of talking to the palm pilot tech support people. This is not only 
unpleasant, but then she's behind in her work, and the doctor wants to know where the 
reports are. Emma is under enough pressure, without the doctor crashing the computer. 

Emma looked like she was going to cry. Like the girl doesn’t have enough to worry about! 

I stayed a while and then left for home. I knew she needed her cutie. I called an hour 
later when I got home, and asked how she was doing. She said she was still trying to fix the 
computer. I asked if she wanted me to come in and stay with her. I assumed she'd say no, 
don't be silly. She said yes. I drove back and tried to be supportive. I told her to password 
protect the computer, and she did that while I watched. The doctor came in. She told him I 
was there for her mental health. Since I'm rarely in her office, he was probably wondering why 
I was there. They had a discussion of the problems he was causing her, and he, once again, 
promised to keep his hands off her computer. I don't think he can. I think he has an obsession 
with his god dammed palm pilot and the computer. I chimed in and told him that Emma hadn't 
cried in the 11 years I've known her, until last month. Now she cries a lot. There are the 
problems with her mother, the bank, lawyers implying she's not a good daughter, the asshole 
doctor who is dragging his feet filling out a two page form so we can proceed with getting her 
mother into a Home, etc. She's emotionally swamped. No one, except for him, is being 
helpful, and when he crashes her computer, he isn't being helpful. 

He went into shrink mode and started problem solving with Emma. He asked (besides 
not crashing her computer) what she wanted. Emma said that they were still waiting for her 
mother's doctor to fax them the questions he needed to answer, like, could her mother dress 
herself, and complete the medical questions only he could answer. Dr. Cherk asked for the 
other doctors number, took it and dialed a phone. I took that as my cue to leave. He asked the 
other doctor to fax the questions he needed answers to, and then complete the form. 
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I spoke to Emma a few hours ago. She said they did receive the fax. The other doctor 
needed to know whether Frances ever had a tonsillectomy. Emma called and told him she 
didn't know, and she was sure her mother didn't know. With her Alzheimer's, her mother no 
longer knows a lot. "What difference does that make? Just write 'I don't know'". The asshole 
doctor said he would, and he’d send the form off that day. Emma said she wasn't too sure he 
would. She, too, as I, thinks he's an asshole. 

Emma called Don, the gentle giant into her office from the waiting room and showed 
him the pictures I made for him, and told him they were a present from both of us. He started 
to cry. He said he couldn't take them, but Emma insisted, and told him he was being silly. He 
asked if she could keep them in her office until he finished seeing the doctor. She said okay. 
Don left, wiping his eyes with a tissue, to sit in the waiting room. The receptionist came 
hurrying in, wanting to know what was wrong with Don, because he was crying his eyes out. 
Emma gave the receptionist a fast look at the pictures, and assured her that there wasn't any 
problem-fight-scene between her and Don. Then Emma went to the waiting room and brought 
Don back to her office. It seems that, in his entire life, no one had given him a present. He's in 
his late 30's, and this is the first present he's ever received. How sad. When Emma told me 
this, I immediately thought of the meter reader whose eyes lit up when I gave him an almost 
empty cigarette lighter that cost 99 cents. 

As for whether Don liked the pictures, Emma said he loved them. He talked about the 
depth, and the colors, etc. Because real people like my pictures, I'm doomed as far as 
becoming a successful artist. 

This evening, Frances told Emma that the evil lawyer called, although Frances doesn't 
think of him as being evil, and told her he was going to come over to her condo sometime in 
the next few days. Maybe he decided to do "due diligence", or maybe he's decided to write 
the new Will and cut Emma out completely, or cause Emma some other kind of grief. Emma 
freaked. She's had a few very bad days, very depressed, which isn't like her at all. The last 
few days she's had times of her usual cheeriness, but hearing that the evil lawyer, who 
seemed to have some kind of influence over her mother, was making a house call dropped 
her back into a depression. 

At my suggestion, Emma sent the following email to her brother. 

Dear Edmond, 

I'm writing to you to both give you an update and to request your help. I'm pretty 
much at the end of my rope and don't know how much more I can do without help. In 
addition to taking care of her basic needs as well as visiting with her and trying to 
maintain some semblance of normalcy in Mom's life, I have been spending many hours 
on a daily basis for weeks now regarding getting her into a Home for the Aging. In 
addition to contacting the Home and completing Mom's part of the application, I have 
had to continually "nag" her primary doctor to complete a simple form that is required 
before they will consider her application and give us an interview appointment. 
FINALLY after the doctor I work for called him for the second time, he agreed to 
complete the form and send it off (keeping my fingers crossed hoping that he followed 
through). 

In addition, I have had to deal with the bank to try to protect the accounts from 
Mom going in there and taking out money and passing it out to people in the lobby. 

On top of all this, there is a lawyer (the son of one of Mom's neighbors) who is 
encouraging Mom to change her Will, bank accounts, whatever. I have informed him 
(and sent a letter from her psychiatrist) that she has Alzheimer's and is too confused to 
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make such decisions at this time. But he refuses to listen to reason. He has apparently 
gotten a notion (I know not from where) that I am trying to take everything from Mom. 
As you know, the opposite is true. I have been doing everything I can to have her 
assets remain intact so that she doesn't simply "give everything away" as she has 
been saying she wants to do when in her confused state. 

Edmond, Mom made her decisions years ago when she was not confused at all. 
She wrote a Will and arranged for CD's at the bank in trust for each of us and our 
children. About 15 years ago, she added my name to the Deed on the condo so that I 
would inherit it automatically and have that asset to support me in my old age. This 
lawyer has insinuated in correspondence to me that I FORCED Mom to do that all those 
years ago. The fact is that I did not know she was going to do it until after she had an 
attorney friend handle the legalities. As you know, at the time you were not 
communicating with any of us. So now this attorney has told her that she shouldn't 
leave it to just me, that you and I should share it. My feeling is that I have depended on 
the promise that Mom made to me all those years ago and on the Deed that backs it up. 

Of course you may think that it is to your benefit to allow the attorney to 
manipulate Mom now. But as you know, she is not able to make such decisions at this 
time due to her increasing confusion. G-d only knows what the attorney is thinking. 
Maybe he wants to grab some of mom's assets for himself. Maybe he has issues of his 
own that he is imposing on our family. Maybe he thinks he will make a lot of money by 
going to court over these issues. If he succeeds in getting Mom to do what he wants 
her to do, I plan to enlist the help of some of my attorney friends to fight it. Whether I 
contact the District Attorney's office will be determined by my attorneys. Just how he 
explains in court that he determined that Mom doesn't have Alzheimer's and is 
perfectly rational, and the evaluations of her psychiatrist, and letters from people who 
know Mom and voice their concern over her confusion, are irrelevant, should be 
interesting. 

Since you are well aware of mom's increasing confusion (as we have discussed 
both in email and on the phone), I think you should support me by phoning the 
attorney and telling him that I am not trying to steal anything from Mom or from 
anyone. That I have been there to help Mom and dad all my life, not for money, but for 
love. He has no right to "encourage" a confused 93 year old Alzheimer's patient to 
change major decisions she made when she was still thinking clearly. When the time 
comes, I would much prefer to share some of the income from the condo, or proceeds 
from selling it, with you voluntarily, rather than because a shyster forces me to go to 
court to protect mom's decisions about her possessions where the money would all go 
to court and attorney fees. If that happens, there would be nothing left to share with 
you. 

If you are willing to contact the lawyer and help straighten him out, his name is 
Stewart -==== and his phone number is (818) 7xx-xxxx. 

Edmond, as I said, I am at my wit's end. Not only am I doing everything 
necessary to take care of Mom without help, and dealing with the emotional pain of 
watching my mother mentally deteriorate, but I am not even getting help or support 
from those who should be there to help. Instead, I feel I am being accused of trying to 
steal from Mom. I am frazzled and depressed and overwhelmed. I need your help, 
Edmond. I've just started to cry. I "flashed back" on the time when Dad was dying and I 
was doing everything, taking him to doctors, sitting with him while he had dialysis, 
helping Mom to cope, etc., and I wrote to you and begged you to help, at least to call 
dad or visit him, and had no response and no help from you. Now I'm begging you 
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again. Please help this time. 

Eliot has pointed out that he has known me for eleven years, and in all that time I 
never cried, up until about a month ago, when I realized that I am fighting everyone 
(lawyers, banks, doctors, children), with each day seemingly bringing a new horror. 

Love, 

Emma 

9/14/04-Age 61 

Emma spoke to her mother tonight, as she does every night. Frances told her she got 
a call yesterday from lawyer who asked for Edmond's phone number. She gave it, but didn't 
think to ask why he wanted it. Awhile later Edmond called her and said he and his girlfriend, 
(Mistress) Mandy would be dropping by tomorrow. Frances told Emma she didn't want to see 
them, and would call him and tell him not to come. She also read a letter she got from lawyer 
Stewart, telling her he thought Emma was unduly influencing her, and she should ask her 
friends what to do about giving Edmond half (if not all) of the condo. God, I really do hate 
lawyers again. 

Frances' doctor still hasn't completed all of the two or three page medical questionnaire 
needed by the Home before they could proceed with the admitting process. God, I hate 
doctors, too. 

9/16/04-Age 61 

I realize that much of what I've written so far is more like "Emma's story by Eliot", but 
keep in mind that her story is now part of my story. I love her so very much. I want to share 
her problems with her. Until about a month ago, she was remarkably problem-free. True, there 
was the ongoing "heartache" involving her daughter, her Maude, and her somewhat distant 
son, but those could be thought of as trivial until the shit hit the fan, starting with our 
announcement of our marriage, and then the problems of helping her mother. 

A few days ago Emma had her nails done, which she does every two weeks. It is her 
only luxury. Her manicurist of many years, Cary, told Emma, after Emma told her problems to 
Cary, something like, "You should hear a lot of the stories I hear. It's amazing how many 
dysfunctional families there are". Emma told me that a manicurist is like a bartender. Their 
clients talk and often tell their problems. 

9/17/04-Age 61 

I told Emma that I think she needs a lawyer. Her mother is not competent, Edmond is 
probably telling her he needs money and that he should have half the condo (if not all of it), 
and that she should make a new Will to benefit him, and the lawyer - is accusing Emma of 
forcing her mother, 15 years ago, to give her half the condo, and and and... Emma knows a 
zillion lawyers, all of whom like her, and just about all of whom owe her favors. I know she'll 
come up with someone to help. She called two and both said they'd be happy to help her after 
she gave them a quick sketch of what was going on. 

Emma got a phone call at work from her mother this afternoon. Emma said she was 
crying. Frances said she called the lawyer and told him not to come over with a witness 
because she didn't want to change her Will. She said she was in the middle of writing a letter 
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to Emma. Emma thinks that her mother is having a "clear" day, and has guilt feelings about 
reneging on her promise to give the condo to her. Emma said she'd drop by tonight after 
work. The way Frances loses things in her condo, Emma thought it would be a good idea to 
get the letter, whatever it said, before it was lost and gone forever. 

We got it. Frances wrote: 

Dear Emma, 

I was shocked to learn that Stewart - is accusing you of having made me put 
your name of the Condo and trying to control me regarding my Will and what to do with 
my property and money. That is absurd! You have always told me, that I need to decide 
for myself whenever I asked you who to give things to. 

You have always been helpful and loving and supportive to your father and me. 

I told Stewart not to make any changes in my Will. I am sure that you will share with 
Edmond and and [sic.] my grandchildren. 

With love and kisses. 

Your loving mother. 

True, the asshole lawyer - will probably just say that Emma forced her mother to write 
the letter, just as he insinuated that she forced her mother to give her half the condo. 

Remember that "readjustment" my head was going through about lawyers because of 
Denis and Jerzy being nice?. Well, now I just get a headache when I think about lawyers. I 
still think all lawyers should be taken out and shot, but Denis and Jerzy and maybe any of her 
lawyer friends who do help her, can be at the end of the very long line. Maybe they'll die of old 
age before being shot. As for Emma's new Living Trust, I assume it's as worthless as 
everything else put in writing. Some sleazy lawyer, Stewart for instance, will just say Emma 
wasn't in her right mind and didn't know what she was doing, or that I forced her to make the 
Living Trust the way she did, and her loving children and loving brother should get everything. 
Sooooo, the lawyer - was going to redo the Will. What could this guy be thinking? With the 
psychiatrist's diagnosis of Alzheimer's, with loads of people, including her brother Edmond, 
knowing how confused Frances is, and putting in emails to Emma that they are concerned 
about Frances' confusion, what makes him think that a new Will, and changes in Frances’ 
ownership of the condo, will stand up in court? 

I told Emma we should bring the two lawyers she contacted asking for help up to 
speed, and send them faxes of her correspondence with the evil lawyer, and some emails 
from Edmond and others about how confused Frances is. We printed the emails out, and 
Emma will fax them on Monday. 

9/19/04-Age 61 

Emma and I went to Frances as usual today, Sunday. We were surprised to find 
Edmond and Mistress Mandy there. Everyone, including me, was civil. Frances thought it was 
just wonderful to have her two loving children over at the same time. And of course me, her 
son-in-law, and (Mistress) Mandy, who is (supposedly) engaged to Edmond. 

Emma and Edmond discussed Frances' finances, that is, the CD's at the bank. I 
mentioned that he had more money in his CD than Emma had in hers. His had grown to 
about $54,000 because of interest over the years, while Emma's was at $50,000 because her 
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interest went into Frances' checking account to help pay bills. Edmond had what can only be 
described as a "strange" expression on his face. 

Emma said that she had no objection to "sharing" in the condo with Edmond, as long 
as it was left between them, and if he helped with their mother, and did nothing to try to 
change the arrangements their mother made many years ago. If he wanted to bring lawyers 
into it, then she didn't want to share. Emma said she would "share" on her own, not because 
she was forced into sharing. Edmond said he saw no reason to change the decisions Frances 
made, and was happy to leave everything as it now is. 

Mandy got up to pee, and when she left Edmond turned to me and politely asked me 
not to discuss his money in front of Mandy. This explained his strange facial expression. He 
was keeping his inheritance secret from his fiancee. I mildly apologized to Edmond, saying 
that I just assumed that if they were engaged, I could talk about family finances in front of her. 
He again asked me not to. I said "sure, fine". 

On our way to the car, I told Emma how wonderful I felt blowing Edmond's attempt to 
hide money from Mistress Mandy. Now she would get it. Emma smiled. 

9/20/04-Age 61 

Emma sent the faxes, and later one of the lawyers (Brad) called her and said he thinks 
Edmond is behind all this. That confirmed what we thought. But since we are emotionally 
involved in all this, it was good to hear an "outsider" come to the same conclusion. Brad said 
he called the evil lawyer and left a message saying he was representing Emma, and told him 
not to do anything with Frances' Will and property, and to send any correspondence 
concerning Frances' Will or property (condo) to him. Emma feels better now that she has 
Brad, who she thinks of as a "good big brother" helping her. 

I asked Emma who Brad was- if he has a storefront at a mall, maybe we should ask 
Denis, my patent attorney, for a recommendation. Emma told me he is the senior partner with 
a law firm that has his name first among partners, and that there are about ten lawyers 
working there, and that she has had good relationships with all of them over the years. Okay. 
With ten lawyers, all of them knowing and liking Emma, Brad will have some brains to pick if 
needed. That's good. 

I asked Emma about the other lawyer she contacted, and she said he's tied up in court 
this week, and she'd hear from him when he had time. She said she'd explain that Brad is 
starting to handle things, only because he was available first, so as not to hurt his feelings, 
and to have him available if needed. 

9/21/04-Age 61 

Emma likes seeing my pictures I put up on the wall of her office, and some of the 
doctor’s patients like them and say nice things about them, although I only have Emma's word 
for that, 'cause I don't show them to people- I don't know people to show them to- so I don't 
get any direct feedback. Well, I do rarely, like the swimming pool filter installers. 

Emma brought a man she vaguely knew from some chance meetings at work into her 
office and showed him the pictures. His name is Jonathan. She did this because he had let 
her know that he is a big shot venture capitalist, and would boast that he was on his way to 
his private plane to jet off to Colorado or somewhere to talk to someone about a deal for a 
half an hour, and then fly back. Emma asked around about this guy, and found that he really 
was a rich venture capitalist. So she thought showing him the pictures would be a good thing 
to do. 
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He liked them. He asked her questions, and when he found that they were made with a 
patent pending invention, and that we wanted to sell the patent, he said he'd give some 
thought to chatting more with her and me in the future. 

Golly, a real live venture capitalist! I didn't hear back from any of the ones I sent an 
announcement of the invention to. Maybe this is how things really work. A chance meeting in 
an elevator or wherever. Time will tell if anything good comes of this. 

9/22/04-Age 61 

With all the shit going on, I just want to tell you that I'm doing some really really nifty 
art. I do a little here and a little there, and take care of the concrete pond which is still a very 
dark green, with a lot of gunk on the bottom, in between being Emma's cutie. She really really 
needs a cutie now. 

9/23/04-Age 61 

Emma had the need to write out her thoughts again. I love her so much, and I'm sooo 
upset that she is sad. God, I hate lawyers!!!!!! And I'm not too fond of her rotten children, and 
her rotten brother, either. Emma wrote: 

1. If a parent is writing a child out of a Will, should the attorney contact the child and 
get the child to pressure the parent to include the child? 

2. Who is Stewart - representing? Mom? Edmond? Why is Mom getting the bill if he is 
representing Edmond? 

3. Why didn't Stewart stop when Mom called him and told him to stop (see the bill he 
sent to Mom). And why did he bill her for things he did after she said to stop? 

4. Why does Edmond's email to me today (9/23/04) sound so much like Stewart's letter 
to my lawyer, Brad, which Brad faxed to me today? 

5. When I told Mom that I would share with Edmond, she said to use my judgment 
regarding how much to share when the time comes (depending on if Edmond behaves 
toward Mom in her last days the way he behaved toward Dad). Sharing does not 
necessarily mean 50/50. 1/10 of 1% is also sharing. 

6. Why is it that when we had the family meeting on Sunday, September 19, 2004 and 
Edmond and I shook hands and agreed about leaving everything as Mom had set it up, 
suddenly he sent me email saying he needed an agreement in writing? And why 
demand terms that might not be either possible or practical when the time comes when 
we had talked about various options to keep open? 

Emma T—- 

9/24/04-Age 61 

Yesterday Emma got a fax from her lawyer, Brad. It was from lawyer Stewart - sent to 
Brad, demanding that Emma sign an agreement of how the condo was to be disposed of, and 
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the timing of the disposal, with Edmond getting half. When she got home she read an email 
from Edmond, which paralleled the demands in the fax she read at work. The email Edmond 
sent yesterday, which Emma wrote about, follows: 

Dear Emma, 

I understand and respect your concern about mom doing anything with the 
condominium that could affect her application to the Home for the Aging. I was pleased 
to hear you say last Sunday that you would share the proceeds from the sale of the 
condominium with me, and so was mom. Would you please ask your attorney to put 
your agreement in a legal document as once mother passes away, you will have sole 
ownership of the condominium. I would like the agreement to include that you agree to 
distribute half of the proceeds from the sale of the condominium to me or alternatively, 
should you wish to keep the condominium, that you will give me a lump sum equal to 
half the value of the condominium. I would also like it to contain a clause that the 
condominium will be put up for sale within 60 days of mom’s passing or that you will 
make arrangements for the lump sum to me within 90 days of mom’s passing. I think 
this allows plenty of time. I don’t know if there is anything else that needs to be in the 
agreement. 

Love, 

Edmond 

Emma responded to the email tonight: 

Edmond, 

You have overstepped the line. I told you that I would share with you if you 
participate in helping with Mom and if we don't need to deal with attorneys. On Sunday 
when we met at Mom's you acted like you were fine with everything I said about 
making sure everything remained intact to take care of Mom's needs. Then last night, 
apparently after conferring with Stewart - (since your demands paralleled those he sent 
to my lawyer), you demanded an agreement to be drawn up by an attorney and to your 
specifications. 

Just so you know, Stewart has continued to harass Mother although she clearly 
told him to leave her alone both verbally and in writing. She was very upset to receive a 
phone call from him today. He has been notified that if he continues to bother her, I will 
sue him. I simply will not let anyone upset Mother any more. Enough is enough! She is 
entitled to have some peace in her life. 

Mother is further upset by the fact that you are making the demands of me that 
you are. I told her you aren't even giving me time to grieve. She is ready to disinherit 
you altogether. She has told me to share with you whatever I think is appropriate when 
the time comes. I did convince her that she should not retract the $54,000+ that is in a 
trust for you as she told me she wanted to do today. As I have previously said, I intend 
to protect the status of her "estate" as she set it up when she was thinking clearly all 
the time and made her decisions, even if it would benefit me to let her make changes. 
Someday you will have to thank me for protecting that account for you. 

She told me she is going to write you a letter, but I don't know if she will follow 
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through with it. I strongly suggest that you stop telling her that you need money and 
that you want half of the condo. The last thing she said to me on the subject was, "10 
more years of silence wouldn't be so bad and this time it would be my decision". And 
stop telling me you have no idea why Mom thinks you need money, when it's apparent 
that you have been telling her that you need money, and half of the condo. 

9/25/04-Age 61 

Frances' doctor finally faxed the completed two page questionnaire to Emma, who 
faxed it to the Home. Then Emma made an appointment to take her mother in for a look-see 
and intake interview. 

I stayed in the car while they went inside. This was more out of necessity than choice. 
This Home is large, but has very limited parking. I mean very limited. The guard told me 
where to park, but there weren't any open spaces. I dropped Emma and Frances as close to 
where we thought the administration building was, and I watched as they walked, very slowly, 
toward it. I saw them stop and ask some people who worked there where the administration 
building was, and saw them change direction. I decided to head in that direction too, and try 
to find a parking spot around there, so they wouldn't have such a long walk back. Frances 
walks with a cane very slowly. I kept moving our double parked car here and there, and about 
an hour later I saw Emma and Frances coming towards me. 

I didn't ask any questions on the drive back to Frances' home. I thought there would be 
plenty of time after we dropped Frances off. Frances and Emma chatted, and I picked up that 
there might be some problems. 

After we dropped Frances off, Emma told me that the Home said that they wanted 
Frances to have a "minder" with her from morning 'til night. They said they'd give the names 
of some agencies which provided, for an hourly fee of $15-$20, people who would stay with 
Frances. I asked what the hell Frances would be getting for the $3,000 a month to stay at the 
home, if she had to hire people to watch her for another $2,000 or so a month. What will 
Frances get for her $5,000 a month? A room and meals and someplace to play bingo. There 
is a clinic at the home, but only to dispense pills and take blood pressure. Anything more 
involved would mean a trip to her own doctor. And why did she need people to watch her 12 
or more hours a day? 

Emma said she wasn't happy. For this kind of money, it would be simpler to find 
someone to stay with Frances in her two bedroom condo 24 hours a day. Emma said she'd 
have to give this some thought, but she definitely isn't happy with the Home. 

9/28/05-Age 61 

Frances got a letter yesterday from lawyer Stewart -, saying that he regretted that he 
could no longer represent her in legal matters. This, after Frances had fired him a number of 
times. 

Emma got the letter and faxed it to Brad today. Apparently Brad got through to 
Stewart, or scared the piss out of him, or both. 

I asked Emma what she thought motivated Stewart -. Since he was causing trouble for 
quite some time before calling Frances and asking for Edmond’s telephone number, and 
since Emma hadn’t given Edmond Stewart’s telephone number until that time, then why the 
hell was he causing trouble. Apparently Edmond and Stewart hadn’t been in contact. 
Apparently. And what was said about Edmond in the Will he drew for Frances in 1998? 

Emma said all that Will said about Edmond was that there was a $50,000 CD at the 
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bank, and that if he (or anyone else) contested the will, they would get nothing. As for 
Stewart’s motivation, Emma thought he has his own issues he was laying off on her family. 
When he drew the Will, he knew that Edmond was and had been absent from the family, and 
so thought a $50,000 inheritance was adequate. But he probably learned from his mother, 
Frances’ neighbor, that Edmond had returned to the family. Well, Emma thinks Stewart 
thought Edmond should get half of everything. 

Remember Murray-the-lawyer who refused to draw a Will for Emma disinheriting her 
children? I guess lawyers lay off their own issues onto their clients, and some like Stewart, go 
overboard. And then there are the lawyers who actually think that lawyers are an honest and 
ethical bunch. I live in a strange world full of strange people. 

7/13/05-Age 62 

As I wrote earlier, the above is a CAUTIONARY TALE. If your parents are still alive, be 
warned that regardless of any and all Wills, Trusts, etc. that may have been made, they are, 
as far as I'm concerned, near worthless. All it will take is a sibling and his or her lawyer to 
cause you much grief. They can say you exerted undo influence, or that your parent wasn’t in 
“sound mind” (or that your parent was in “sound mind” when your parent wasn’t). Emma was 
fortunate in that she has many lawyer friends who truly like her. Brad refused to take any fee 
for dealing with the evil lawyer Stewart. If you don't have lawyer friends, be prepared to pay 
$1,000 or much more for one. 

On top of legal issues, and slimy relatives, and crazy children, you may have to deal 
with an elderly parent who isn't all there. If you hate your parent(s), then you can treat them 
as Maude treated our father. That was "payback", and he deserved everything he got, as far 
as I'm concerned. But if you love your parent(s), then maybe you should start hoping that they 
die before they get too old. Sounds cruel of me, I know... Of course, for all I know you may be 
the slimy relative. Before you get too hot and bothered about all the pain you can cause 
others, if those you’re trying to do in have the presence of mind to find a better lawyer than 
yours, you might find yourself being counter-sued for legal fees and real and punitive 
damages. That’s just what I’ll probably do if something happens to my wonderful Emma and 
her lovely children try to fuck with me. 

There really isn’t a nice, clean answer to dealing with elderly parents, and siblings, and 
children. Just be warned that having things in writing is, or could be, close to meaningless: 

“So you twisted your mother’s arm and forced her to...” 

10/7/04-Age 61 

Emma received this email from Susie, the woman who adopted Frances as her mother: 

Dear Emma 

When I spoke to your Mother this evening, she seemed rather upset by the 
fact that the Home for the Aging said that she would need someone to 
stay with her all day once she goes into the home. Is that, in fact, what 
they said? She said they said she needed someone to tell her to take her 
pills, to go eat, etc. She said she didn't need to be treated like a child. 

We did talk about the fact that she was forgetful, which she readily admits. 

I'm sure you know that I am interested and I'm having a hard time 
believing some of the things your Mother tells me these days. 
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With best regards, 

Susie 

10/10/04- Age 61 

Emma has been in touch with the Home. They have put Frances on a waiting list, and 
said it would probably be 4-6 months before an "opening". When there was a room available, 
Frances would have four days to decide if she wanted it. 

Frances isn't interested in moving to a Home. True, she has changed her mind about 
this many times, but since visiting the home, she has stuck to the position that she wants to 
stay in her condo. Emma and I have been trying to think of how to arrange for her to do that. 
Emma called a number of the companies the Home told her about, and she asked around for 
other services of that kind. Emma decided to try one, and got the number of a woman through 
one of the services who was available to sit with Frances on a daily basis. This woman had a 
car, which meant she would be able to take Frances to doctors, but also meant that she 
charged more per hour. 

Emma called, got the woman's answering machine, and left a message. The woman 
called back two days later. She had a very thick foreign accent, and communication was 
strained. Emma decided she wouldn't do. Frances is hard of hearing, and would have a very 
hard time understanding someone with a heavy accent. And Frances wasn't all that thrilled 
having someone, anyone, stay with her. What to do, what to do? 

10/14/04- Age 61 

Emma wrote and signed the letter Jim the lawyer suggested she write to her family 
concerning her Living Trust. This is what she sent to him. 

To My Family: 

If you are reading this, you are also reading my Trust and will see some 
decisions that I have made that may surprise you and may upset you. It is for this 
reason that I am writing this letter to be attached to my Trust. I want to make clear to 
you the reasons for my estate planning decisions. 

First, to my husband, Eliot: You bring me so much love and happiness and 
caring and support and laughter that I will never be able to express to you how much I 
love and appreciate you although I intend to spend the rest of my life trying to do so. 
Leaving you my financial assets, such that they are, is only a small expression to 
symbolize my feelings for you. 

Second, to my daughter, Rhonda: When you were a little girl, you were the light 
of my life. You were beautiful and bright and fun and brought me great joy. Your 
courage and sense of independence and self-confidence drew my respect. But 
something happened to you as you grew up and by now we are not even talking to 
each other. I am disappointed and hurt and angry about your behavior toward me and 
especially toward Eliot. I have never believed in rewarding bad behavior and I feel that 
your behavior toward me does not deserve to be rewarded. I have therefore chosen to 
bypass you in my Trust and am instead leaving you my best wishes and hopes that 
someday you will soften in your feelings and be more generous with your love and 
caring. 
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Third, to my son, Ephrim: You were an unexpected, but much wished for, 
blessing when you were born. You were a delightful child, so bright and curious and 
interested in everything, so anxious to learn. As you grew into your teens and excelled 
in your studies and shared your thoughts and feelings with me, I felt like I was the 
luckiest mom around. I was so proud of you as you edited your university newspaper, 
graduated with honors and went on to a marvelous, successful career. But you, too, 
have both hurt and angered me by rejecting my husband and my marriage and refusing 
to accept my choices and my right to happiness. I hope that as you go through life and 
meet so many people out there in the world through your career and your friendships, 
you will learn greater tolerance of those who view life differently from you and with 
whose views you disagree. I hope you will learn to love well enough to be able to 
accept a loved one's choices and honor and respect them. I don't expect you to need 
anything financial from me and have not left you anything in my Trust. 

To my grandchildren: At this time, I have two grandchildren, Benjamin and 
Andrew D—, sons of my daughter, Rhonda. I love you dearly and regret that I am 
unable to have more time with you to learn to know you better and have a part in your 
lives as you grow. Someday maybe you will understand why this is as it is. Or, maybe 
someday all this will change and we can be close. I hope so. 

Finally, I have discussed with Eliot that if I should predecease him, I want him to 
be sure that he is financially secure before he gives anything to my grandchildren and 
grandnephew, if he chooses to do so. 

Signed this 14th day of October, 2004 in Los Angeles County, California. 

Later today I (Eliot) decided to resurrect Hugo. My art is sooooo good and sooooo 
different from the rest of the world's that I want someone in the art world to see it. My "I want 
someone in the art world to know I exist" feelings have reemerged. When I'm sane, I want to 
avoid everyone and anyone involved in the "scene". The mostly homosexual art world made 
up of people who promote their own, and who tell me my work doesn't look like anyone else's 
so they don't know if it will sell, and then call their boyfriends and tell them they've seen an 
interesting art piece, or show them the piece they bought from me for a few dollars... 

I have a strong hunch that if I were a homosexual, I'd get a different response. I'm sure 
some of the galleries would have said my work was very creative and that they'd talk me up. 
So, I've decided to send some work out to "cutting edge galleries" under the name, Hugo 
Fairy. That should be blunt enough, no? I think Hugo feels a little uncomfortable being thought 
of as a fairy, but that's his job- to do those things Eliot can't. Hugo hasn't been needed for 
quite some time, but now he is, and I'm sure he'll do a first rate job. Well, he'll get some help 
from Emma. She'll take care of any email correspondence that may be necessary, or she'll 
talk on the phone to gallery people (if it comes to that) explaining that she is poor, shy, 
reclusive Hugo's friend. This has the makings of some fun. If I were an artsy type, I'd say that 
Hugo Fairy was an art piece in itself. But I'm not. I'm just an artist, not an artsy type. 

I went onto Google and typed in "cutting edge art galleries", and chose about 10 from 
the pages and pages of galleries that described themselves that way. 

10/17/04- Age 61 

I mentioned to Emma that I've enlisted the aid of Hugo, now known as Hugo Fairy, to 
help sell my art. She was a little concerned that Hugo wouldn't like being known as a fairy, 
since he's decidedly heterosexual. I assured her that I cleared this with Hugo, telling him that 
it was like an acting role, and that it could be considered an art piece in itself. This made 
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Emma feel better. 

10/20/04- Age 61 

Well, it's that time again. I've started sending off samples of my art to galleries and 
museums. They have the name Hugo Fairy on them. I assume that this is another exercise in 
futility. If I don't let people know what I do, I'll never make a sale. If I do let people know, well, 
not being connected to any art scene or style other than my own, people don't know if the art 
will sell. They don't know what to say about it because they haven't read what to say in one of 
their art magazines. "What to say" is sort of like "talking points" from a political party. I think I'll 
send off about five samples a week until all thirty or so art galleries that I've decided on are 
sent one. Here are the ones I sent a sample off to today: 

Bockrath Gallery 2026 Murray Hill Road, Cleveland 

The June Bateman Gallery 560 Broadway, Suite 309 New York, NY 10012 

New Museum of Contemporary Art / Chelsea 556 West 22nd Street,NYC 10011 

Fay Gold Gallery 764 Miami Circle Atlanta, Georgia 30324 

Soho Gallery 15 White St. New York 10013 

11/3/04-Age 61 

Some more art mailings. I haven't heard anything from the first group, but for all I know 
they are in a pile of other unsolicited stuff the galleries get. If so, they may or may not ever be 
opened. 

Lanning Gallery, Hozho Center 431 Hwy. 179 Sedona, AZ 86336 
George Stern Fine Arts, 8920 Melrose Ave Los Angeles, CA 90069 
Gallery 825/LAAA, 825 N. La Cienega Blvd Los Angeles, CA 90069 
Back Street Gallery 1744 Berkeley St. Santa Monica, Ca 90404 
Lawrence Miller Gallery, 20 West 57th Street New York, NY 10019 

11/8/04-Age 61 

Some more art mailings. 

The Gallery at 38 Cameron, 38 Cameron Avenue, Ste 100 Cambridge, MA 02140 
Anna Helwing Gallery 2766 S. La Cienega Blvd. Los Angeles, CA 90034 
Lizabeth Oliveria Gallery 2712 S. La Cienega Blvd. Los Angeles, CA 60034 
Blum & Poe 2754 S. La Cienega Blvd. Los Angeles, CA 90034 
OK Harris 383 West Broadway New York, NY 10012 

12/17/04- Age 61 

We bought a few fish today, naming it "gorgeous". Gorgeous is a yellow goldfish. She 
is gorgeous. 

12/19/04- Age 61 

ON NPR, some asshole, presumably a homosexual, was explaining why De Kooning 
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was a great painter. For one thing, he was handsome. For another, his brush strokes were 
"poetic". (Whatever the fuck that means.) I assume he was talking to the Art Ho, Susan 
Stanberg. Oh Me! I turned the radio off. Handsome with poetic brush strokes? 

12/21/04- Age 61 

Emma's mother fell at home and couldn't get up. She crawled to the phone and called 
a neighbor, who had a key. He came over but couldn't get her up, because he's 75 and has a 
bad back, so he called Emma at work to ask what he should do. Emma said to call 911. 

Emma and I went to the hospital Frances was taken to, and spent a few hours while she was 
checked out. Nothing was found, no bones broken, etc. Frances was released and we took 
her back home. Emma and I knew that we had to do something about Frances, soon. 

12/27/04- Age 61 

I got a blurb from the New York Advertising Club, which is probably the most 
prestigious group of its sort, inviting me and everyone else to submit entries for their 82nd 
annual contest. Naturally, there is no way I could submit my 3D pictures and meet their rules 
for submitting entries. This is standard, since none of the "contests" I've looked at and even 
entered are set up for images that aren't standard-normal. I made a sample with the following 
printed on the bottom: 

“Listen up! When you have a way that allows me to enter my images that doesn't 
break your dumb rules, I'll send you money. Not until then! And don't even think about 
selling this piece some day for megabucks. Jeremy has placed an icky curse on 
anyone selling it, and buying it. So there, take that!” 

Ummmm, Jeremy is a friend of Hugo, and of Hugo Fairy. 

I've been getting very sharp pains in my skull. I think it's probably my Chronic Fatigue 
replacing the "daffy duck on helium" which I haven't had in I don't know how long. Or maybe 
I'm having mini-aneurisms. Don't know. 

1/3/05- Age 61 

Emma spoke to her mother about asking her maid if she would be willing to come in 
four days a week, instead of just one. Frances said she doesn’t want anyone over all the time. 
But Emma was persistent. She reminded Frances that Josephine had been her maid for 
about thirty years, and she was almost like family, and the two could spend time talking about 
their families, and all like that. Frances said she’d think about it. 

1/2/05- Age 61 

I’ve noticed that the sadness Emma and I have felt went away. I don’t know exactly 
when. We’re back to the way we were before her children found out that we were married. We 
talk and talk about everything. We laugh. We hug out of love, not because we are trying to 
comfort the other. We’re back to normal. 
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1/13/05-Age 61 

Emma again asked Frances about asking Josephine to come over four days a week. 
Frances asked if she would be over all day. And what would she do? Emma said she could 
come over for four hours a day, and do a little cleaning each day, and spend some time 
talking with Frances. Surprisingly, Frances said okay, maybe. 

Emma called Josephine and went into a sales pitch. Josephine said she’d have to think 
about it. She had her own life to live, after all. But she has known Frances for thirty years, and 
obviously they get along with each other. Emma said she’d call again and see what Josephine 
decided. 

Still no interest in the invention. The right wing radio folks like to say that the CEOs 
deserve their multimillion dollar bonuses because they are the cream of the crop, and are oh 
so smart. I think they must be dumber than dirt. 

Think of it this way. Let's imagine that there were clothes washing machines, but no 
dryers. One day some guy or gal, tinkering in the basement, invents the gas or electric dryer. 
He takes out a patent. The machine needs improvement, but it works. You'd think that 
businesses that make washing machines would be interested in the invention. Maybe even 
gobbling up the patent and keeping the competition from making the dryers, thus having a 
monopoly. Well, if you do think that, sorry to tell you, you're far too bright to ever be a CEO. 

You'd think that some company would gobble up the 3D patent, but apparently that is 
too deep a thought for business people. Oh well... 

And still no interest in Hugo Fairy’s art. Maybe Hugo has to meet with the faggot art 
dealers and have sex with them, or do drugs with them, or both. If that’s the case, he and I 
will just skip it. 

Let's see, I’ve been a failure at getting people interested in the invention. The closest 
I’ve come is Emma’s chat with that venture capitalist, but nothing ever came of that. It turns 
out that he is mainly involved in large real estate deals, and this invention is a bit out of his 
field. And I have failed at getting art people interested in my art. I see a pattern here. 

1/23/05-Age 61 

Emma called Josephine. Josephine said that she’d give it a try. Great, Emma said. A 
price was agreed upon, and Josephine said she could start next Monday. Emma said that 
would be fine. 

Emma called her mother and reminded her that Josephine would be working four days 
a week, well, a half a day four days a week. Frances needed a bit of reassurance that if she 
was unhappy seeing Josephine that often, then Josephine would go back to working one full 
day a week. Emma reassured her and this satisfied Frances. 

2/3/05- Age 61 

Emma hasn't heard from her son Ephrim since their last emails to each other about six 
months ago. They were similar to the ones Emma had with Rhonda, although not quite as 
nasty. True, Emma told him she wasn't interested in hearing from him because he made her 
feel bad. True, he could have called or emailed saying that he's sorry that he makes her feel 
bad, and that maybe they could find a way to chat without either of them making the other feel 
bad. But Emma rarely heard from Ephrim since I moved in with Emma years ago. Maybe two 
or three times a year, plus seeing her at family birthday meetings, and maybe as many as 
three meals the three of us had together. In all, maybe 40 times in ten years. And the kid lives 
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a half hour away. And has a telephone and computer. 

Emma hasn't been in contact with Rhonda, except by email to ask why Rhonda hates 
me, and her, so much, and getting nasty emails in reply, and correspondence about Frances, 
since the birthday dinner the day her children found out that we got married. But a few weeks 
ago Emma did get an announcement from Rhonda that she was having a birthday party for 
her soon to be four year old son. Emma didn't want to attend, because she felt that Rhonda 
would say things to upset her, just like Maude said things to upset Mother. Rhonda still hasn't 
told Emma that she wished her happiness in our marriage. But Rhonda has tried to have her 
fired, tried to have Emma’s share of Frances’ condo taken from her and given to Edmond, and 
has tried to poison her grandmother’s mind by telling her that Emma was trying to steal her 
money. No wonder Emma doesn’t want to be trapped in the same place with Rhonda. 

Emma and I went to a store that sold educational toys, and picked out some for 
Rhonda's two children. I mailed them off a week before the birthday party, and Emma called 
and left a message for her grandson telling him she wouldn't be at his party. 

Today when we got home, we found the unopened package containing the presents by 
our front door. This, of course, upset Emma. (Golly Gee, I'm sooooooo happy I don't have 
children!) 

Emma sent this email to Rhonda: 

Rhonda, 

I have given more thought to you and your attitude today than I really want to. 
You have never explained to me why you hate Eliot and me so much despite my 
numerous queries. Now I see your anger and hatred spilling over to hurt your children 
and that concerns me very much. I have suggested repeatedly to you that you seek 
psychological help, but you have refused as often as I have suggested it. Don't you 
think it is about time for you to face your problems and deal with them? It is completely 
unreasonable for you to have so much anger toward Eliot and me. He has never done 
anything to harm you and I have always been as good a mother to you as I knew how 
to be. Apparently none of this matters to you. You are determined to be full of hate. 
Maybe if you were to tell me what you think I did wrong, I would understand your 
actions and attitudes. But you have never said anything to enlighten me, only that "it is 
all Eliot’s fault". WHAT is his fault? 

Although Eliot has had minimal contact with you, there was a situation that 
showed him a side of you that he didn't appreciate (in case you think that everything is 
one-sided). When preparing for your wedding, and standing about three feet from Eliot, 
you said to me, "I'm going to get a GOOD photographer!", knowing full-well that Eliot is 
a photographer. In reality, he doesn't do wedding photography and would have had to 
turn you down if you had asked. He would have felt awful because he would have felt 
like a "bad guy". But it was really offensive to say that in front of him that way. THEN 
you were unhappy with the photographer you got and, although you scanned and sent 
pictures to people over the Internet, you wanted me to help you find a lawyer to sue the 
photographer for the terrible job. Rhonda, if the pictures were so bad, then why scan 
them and send them to people, (thus, at the same time, stealing from the photographer 
the opportunity to sell copies which was her right and her professional income)? I 
really thought I raised my kids to be more honest than that. 

The children's gifts that you returned would have given them pleasure. You have 
denied them that. I will keep the gifts safely put away along with a copy of this note. 
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Maybe some day I will have occasion to see my grandchildren and if they ask me why I 
was never there with them and never gave them gifts, I will show them the unopened 
packages. I will explain to them that I could not be with them because their mother 
decided to be hateful toward me and their step-granddad and we couldn't be in the 
same place with her. I will explain that I sent them gifts but their mother dumped them 
on my porch unopened instead of letting them have them. 

The one "positive" thing that is coming out of this is that I don't need to impose 
on Eliot to spend time with you and the children. He never had children of his own 
because he simply does not enjoy being around young children. But he would have 
been a fine grandpa to my grandchildren out of love for me. Now you have relieved him 
of that burden since you have created a wall between me and my grandsons. 

I still wonder if your father molested you in one of his manic states. I well 
remember the time he was trying to give you some of his pills when you were about 3 
years old. When I grabbed them away and confronted him, he said the pills made him 
feel good and he thought they would make you feel good too. Obviously he was totally 
irrational at the time. Perhaps he also thought that since he enjoyed sex, he would 
share that with you. Do you hate me because I wasn't there to protect you then as I was 
with the pills? If that was what happened, why didn't you tell me at the time so I could 
help you? I have asked you this before and you have simply ignored the question. Are 
you in denial? Are you taking it out on Eliot and me now? If that is what happened, 
then you certainly need some supportive psychotherapy to deal with it, and you should 
pursue that. 

I really think you are old enough to grow up and deal with your problems in a 
more mature way. Dumping the children's gifts on the porch is just plain stupid and 
WRONG of you. Wishing your mother and her new husband ill is immature and mean. 
You like to think you are providing a good Jewish home for your husband and sons. 
Well, don't you know that one of the basic rules in Judaism is to HONOR YOUR 
FATHER AND MOTHER? How do you honor me with your behavior? 

If I had been an abusive or neglectful mother, I could understand your behavior. 
But you and Ephrim were always first in my mind and heart and I put everything else in 
my life aside to be the best mother I knew how to be. Mea culpa! 

Your Mother 

2/4/05- Age 61 

Rhonda responded with the following: 

1st of all none of this has anything to do with Eliot!!!!! you have 
decided not to be a mother or a grandmother!!!! my kids don't need gifts 
from strangers and that is who you have chosen to be to them!!!!! i invited 
you to thier bday party and you didn't have the decentcy to even RSVP!! it 
is rather insane of you to have spent $8 on postage plus the evelopes and 
drive about 5 miles to the northridge post office to mail gifts to your 
grandchildren that live only 3.5 miles away which is only V 2 mile out of 
your way on the way to or from work.... you don't want to be a part of their 
lives, you would rather spend your time emailing your [14 year old] grand-nephew 
Benjamin than pay any attention to your grandson benjamin. 

i don't feel any hate towards you or Eliot only towards your actions since 
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you have been with him.... i don't like him and i have a right to feel that 

way - he is a slob, and has been rude to me, my husband and my brother... 

also i know you deny it but Ephrim and i both feel he is abusive to you, i hope 

not physically but i see that he is emotionally abusive to you.... you have 

changed in many NEGATIVE ways since you have been with him.... the weight loss is a 

positive change but that really had nothing to do with him it was just coincidence 

timing... you lost the weight when your body chemistry changed in menapause.... 

you don't act like you have any desire to be a grandmother, mother or mother in law.... 

you did not even call back on benjie's bday to finish the msg when the machine cut 

you off and you did not call at all on andrews birthday.... you did not even offer any 

comfort or condolenses of any kind when Mort's mother died. 

i am sorry if you don't agree with me in my actions.... but my children don't need 
to get gifts from someone who has chosen to be a stranger to them!!!! especially after i 
have tried to do the right thing inviting you and Eliot for thanksgiving and inviting you 
to the birthday party..... it is rather discusting that when we returned the gifts yesterday 
benjie did not even know whose house we were at and that has been your doing not 
mine (and by the way the yard looks AWFULL).... andrew talks about grammy all the 
time and asks several times a day to call her and wants to eat with her.... when Mort's 
father or my father is on the phone he always wants to talk....he gets very excited when 

he hears uncle Ephrim is coming but he has no idea who grandma emma is.i don't 

want my kids to be without a grandmother but that has been your choice. 

if someday you decide you would like to act like a grandmother you are welcome 
to come over in person and hand them their gifts and sit down with them and read to 
them and play with them like a grandparent should 

2/5/04-Age 61 

And Emma's reply to Rhonda: 

Thank you for your response, Rhonda. Perhaps this can begin some 
communication between us and we can thereby resolve the problems between us. I'm 
going to attempt to respond to each of your comments and hope you will be able to 
follow the interspersed lines. 

»1st of all none of this has anything to do with Eliot!!!!! 

But then why did you behave so hatefully when we got married? You have always said 
that “it's all Eliot’s fault” and now you say it has nothing to do with him? Well, I'm glad 
if you are no longer blaming him, at least. But please tell me what you thought was "all 
Eliot’s fault". 

»you have decided not to be a mother or a grandmother!!!! 

Not so! I just have decided not to put myself in settings where I can expect to be 
mistreated by my children. I went home from my "birthday party" crying. I don't choose 
to do that again. 

» my kids don't need gifts from strangers and that is who you have chosen to be to 
them!!!!! i invited you to their bday party and you didn't have the decentcy to even 
RSVP!! 
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Actually, I did RSVP. I left a message for Benjie explaining that I would not be able to 
come to the party but would be sending gifts for him and his brother. As for 
"strangers", it would have been very easy for you to tell the children that Grandma 
didn't come to the party because you and she were not getting along but that Grandma 
loves them and sent them presents. That would have been the mature thing to do and 
the thing that would have been best for your sons. But instead, you chose to tell them 
that I am a stranger and they couldn't have my gifts. 

»it is rather insane of you to have spent $8 on postage plus the evelopes and drive 
about 5 miles to the northridge post office to mail gifts to your grandchildren that live 
only 3.5miles away which is only V 2 mile out of your way on the way to or from work.... 

Actually, fortunately I am financially able to spend money on postage without a 
problem. Bringing the gifts would have put me in a position of meeting with you, 
something I have chosen not to do as long as you treat me and Eliot as you do. 

»you don't want to be a part of their lives, you would rather spend your time emailing 
your grand-nephew Benjamin than pay any attention to your grandson benjamin. 

My correspondence and relationship with Benjamin has nothing to do with my 
relationship with Benjie. Benjamin and I both enjoy our correspondence. This does not 
take anything away from Benjie. When Benjie and Andrew are old enough and able to 
email, I would be very happy to be emailing with them too. As for paying attention to 
Benjie, see above. You won't even allow him to have the gift I sent to him. You are the 
one coming between your sons and their grandma. 

»i don't feel any hate towards you or Eliot only towards your actions since you have 
been with him.... i don't like him and i have a right to feel that way - he is a slob, and 
has been rude to me, my husband and my brother... 

What actions don't you like? Please don't ignore answering this. Oh yes, that I 
refuse to put myself in a setting where I can expect abuse from my children. If it 
matters, Eliot doesn't believe you even realize how abusive you are. Well, you have a 
right to disagree with my removing myself from such situations. But that's how I feel. 
Anything else you don't like about my actions? You don't have to like Eliot. I've always 
told you that. I only expected you and Ephrim to be respectful and polite. So, you don't 
like him because he is a "slob"? You have a right to feel that way too. Personally, I 
judge people by their character rather than by appearance. For all the years that I 
walked around weighing twice what I should have and got mean comments from 
people, I would think they had no right to look down on me because of my appearance. 
They didn't even know what sort of person I was inside. But if you want to judge by 
appearance, that is also your right. I just happen to think it is the wrong way to judge 
people. As for him being rude to you, Mort and Ephrim, please clarify. I am not aware of 
any such incident. Perhaps you should have said at the time that you felt he was being 
rude to you and I would have been aware. I'm just not psychic. 

»also i know you deny it but Ehprim and i both feel he is abusive to you, i hope not 
physically but i see that he is emotionally abusive to you.... you have changed in many 
NEGATIVE ways since you have been with him.... 
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No, he is not abusive to me in any way. Do you and Ehprim believe yourselves to 
be experts on the subject of abuse? If so, I don't think that expertise was provided by 
me. Eliot is the most loving, supportive, generous, caring man I have ever known (well, 
maybe it's a close tie with my father who was also such a loving, supportive, generous, 
caring man). What negative ways have I changed? Please detail them for me. I am only 
aware that I have changed my career from working at a part-time job for just over 
minimum wage and being treated like a servant by Joann, to working in a wonderful 
career where I am respected, doing work that is helpful to others, and being paid 
extremely well for my knowledge and services. Yes, Rhonda, that job you tried to get 
me fired from. Do you remember? The time you called the doctor and told him I was a 
bad mother and he should fire me. Dr. Cherk remembers. This is an example of how 
mean you have been to me. I am slimmer and healthier than I was. I am HAPPY in a 
loving marriage, unlike my marriage to your father. I am using all the aspects of my 
education and background in my career - my education in psychology, my paralegal 
training, even my Spanish that I studied in school. I have friends who love and respect 
me. I suppose the NEGATIVE ways you refer to have to do with my refusing to be a 
doormat for others as I used to be before I met Eliot. But please explain to me. Please. 

»the weight loss is a positive change but that really had nothing to do with him it was 
just coincidence timing... you lost the weight when your body chemistry changed in 
menapause.... 

The weight loss has a GREAT DEAL to do with Eliot. He is the one who 
encouraged me on a daily basis and helped me to stick to my diet. He is the one who 
took me to the doctor to find the reasons for my weight problem. He never tempted me 
to eat things that would be wrong for me. Yes, it is true that I must have been ready 
within my own mind to make a change in myself, but he was the one who was there 
every day to encourage me and help me. As for menopause being the reason....well, 
you better do a little better research, Rhonda. Menopause does not make a woman lose 
weight. If anything, she may gain weight. The body doesn't function the same and 
doesn't burn calories as efficiently as we mature. The easiest time to lose weight is 
when we are young, not when we get older. Besides, I had gone through menopause 
long before I met Eliot, but hadn’t lost any weight. 

»you don't act like you have any desire to be a grandmother, mother or mother in 
law.... you did not even call back on benjie's bday to finish the msg when the machine 
cut you off and you did not call at all on andrews birthday.... I think I explained this 
above. 

When the machine cut off, I felt I had said what I was going to say. By the way, 
since you heard the message, you also heard that I did RSVP (see above). As for 
Andrew's birthday, I didn't think he would appreciate such a call at his young age. 
Perhaps I was wrong. If so, I apologize to him. 

»you did not even offer any comfort or condolenses of any kind when Mort's mother 
died.... 

Did you expect me to be clairvoyant? How was I to know that his mother died if 
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you didn't tell me? I have written and offered my condolences since I finally learned 
(not from either of you) about her passing. 

» i am sorry if you don't agree with me in my actions.... but my children don't need to 
get gifts from someone who has chosen to be a stranger to them!!!! 

I have had no choice if I wanted to keep my sanity. I simply could not continue to 
expose myself to your antagonism. If you felt as I do that the children should know 
their grandma, you would make an effort to be civil to me and my husband. 

» especially after i have tried to do the right thing inviting you and Eliot for 
thanksgiving 

PLEASE, Rhonda.you invited us on Thanksgiving Day!! And the reason you 

invited us was because you wanted us to drive Grammy there. Do you really think we 
were sitting around waiting for your invitation? That we wouldn't have other plans 
already? No, that was not the right thing for you to do! 

»and inviting you to the birthday party. 

See above. 

» it is rather discusting that when we returned the gifts yesterday benjie did not even 
know whose house we were at and that has been your doing not mine 

Once again you are not taking responsibility for your own behavior. Everything is 
always the other person's fault. 

»(and by the way the yard looks AWFULL).... 

Indeed it does. You see, about a year ago, we decided to make the yard into 
something of a "meadow". We let the grass grow until it was standing straight up 
about 4 feet high and beautifully green. We planted flowers and also put in artificial 
flowers, pinwheels and such. We got many compliments. During the summer, 
unfortunately, it turned brown. We were very disappointed but thought it would pick up 
again in the winter. But it hasn't. Partly this has to do with the fact that we discovered 
we had a broken pipe and now have had the plumber fix that. But we have also had a 
little talk with the gardener and asked him to look for a different kind of grass seed that 
would hold up better. So it is now a work in progress again and we are hoping to get it 
looking great again. In time. 

» andrew talks about grammy all the time and asks several times a day to call her and 
wants to eat with her.... 

Well, that's wonderful. Grammy is crazy about the children. Actually, I didn't find 
the last time I ate with the children to be such a joy. I actually had to go back to Lulu's 
and apologize to the waitress for their behavior. She was very gracious, but I felt bad 
since she is a friend. I also remember Grammy [Frances] telling me about the time 
Benjie drew on the window at IHOP. Really, Rhonda, you let them run wild. It is 
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annoying to others around them and embarrassing to those with them. When they get 
into kindergarten, they are going to be in for a rude awakening when they are expected 
to behave appropriately. 

» when Mort's father or my father is on the phone he always wants to talk.... he gets 
very excited when he hears uncle Ephrim is coming 

That's very nice. It is especially nice that your wonderful father has a good 
relationship with your children. (Yeah, just a bit sarcastic here.) 

»but he has no idea who grandma emma is.i don't want my kids to be without a 

grandmother but that has been your choice. 

Once again, you take no responsibility for anything. Perhaps if you made me feel 
like you care about me, I would feel more like being with you and your family. But you 
only wished me ill on my marriage and that hurt me deeply. You continue to think only 
of yourself and what you want and what you think others should do. It doesn't matter 
to you if others are happy or not. I didn't raise my children to be so self-centered and 
uncaring...or at least I didn't think I did.... I guess I was wrong. 

» if someday you decide you would like to act like a grandmother you are welcome to 
come over in person and hand them their gifts and sit down with them and read to 
them and play with them like a grandparent should 

And if you someday decide you would like to act like a daughter, and welcome 
me as a daughter should welcome her mother, with love and respect and not with bad 
wishes, I would love to be the grandmother your children should have. 

Finally, Rhonda, I notice you avoided answering some of my points. I guess you 
couldn't put a positive spin on your ripping off the photographer, nor do you want to 
talk about being molested, which must be the reason you are so immature and hateful. 
You really should find a shrink and start talking and dealing with your issues. 

2/7/05- Age 61 

Emma was at work today. Emma told her about Rhonda returning the gifts, which still 
has Emma upset. When Emma went to the bathroom, Edna got Emma’s phone book from her 
purse, called Rhonda, and left a strong (nasty) message on her answering machine. When 
Emma came back, Edna told her what she did. Emma thought it was nice of her “good 
daughter” to stick up for her. 

2/12/05-Age 61 

Josephine has been staying, and doing some housework, four days a week for two 
months now. Interestingly, Frances seems to be a bit better. She’s still forgetful, but she isn’t 
confused as often as she had been. Emma and I think it’s a combination of having someone 
with her four hours a day, four days a week, and, not having Susie calling and telling her she 
should move to a Home. Susie stopped doing that when Frances finally told her she didn’t 
want to go into one, and wasn’t a child and didn’t need a babysitter. Frances still has 
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Alzheimer’s, but she does seem a bit better. If nothing else, she’s not getting worse, but she 
might be improving a bit. This might be wishful thinking on our parts, but she really seems 
less confused, or confused less often. We’ll keep our fingers crossed. 

3/8/05- Age 61 

Mayoral primary day. The leader is some MexicanAmerican guy who wants to give 
drivers licenses to illegals, and I'm sure passports and of course, the right to vote. The latter 
isn't needed, since illegals vote all the time. All they have to do is go to the post office or 
motor vehicle office and fill out a form. Does anyone check to see if they are citizens? No way. 
That would be racist and discriminatory. 

One of the good things about getting older and not having children is that I 
really don't care that this country is going to hell in a handbasket. Let the illiterate and 
disease ridden Mexicans have it. Or the Muslims. That's apparently what our political 
leaders want. 

3/11/05-Age 61 

Emma and I have been talking about getting a new car. Mine is thirteen years old, and 
her's is ten years old, and, well, I'm bored driving these cars. Emma said sure, fine when I 
raised the issue some time ago, but I could tell she was just saying that because she wants to 
make me happy, and if I want a new car, so be it. She also reminded me that after buying her 
car with her ten years ago, I said, "Never again", 'cause it was such an ordeal. While she 
wants to make me happy, I want to make Emma happy, and not just go about spending her 
money. Over a month or so of casually looking around with her, mostly on the Internet, she's 
becoming interested in having a new car. The only sticky point is that I want a convertible and 
she doesn't. She's worried about her hair flying around with the top down. I told her we'd buy 
her a hat. 

As for the price, we don’t want to spend too much. But we do have almost $45,000 
from what Emma has made from her “at home” business over the last year and a half, or 
whatever. And that’s after paying taxes. 

3/12/05-Age 61 

I showed Emma a photo on the 'net of a Toyota Solara convertible. It is loaded with 
things like anti-lock brakes and all sorts of things which neither of our old cars have. We 
probably can get one for about $27,000 plus tax, which is do-able. We can put down $15,000 
cash and finance the rest. Emma fell in love with the red version, which is the one Toyota 
uses to show the Solara convertible. She mentioned thinking about getting a new car to her 
manicurist today, who it turns out, is a car buff. She said nice things about the car, and 
suggested a local dealer she thought had a good reputation. 

3/13/05-Age 61 

We stopped in at the Toyota dealer, and we were a little disappointed that the red 
model isn't available. There just aren't any within a 250 mile radius of Los Angeles. There are 
loads of blacks and whites and silvers, and a few of the other colors, but not one red one at a 
"local" dealer this dealer can swap cars with. We asked if one could be ordered, and were told 
no. They said Toyota doesn't allow dealers to order cars. This didn't please either of us, but 
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especially Emma, who really liked the red one. After all, if that's the color all the convertible 
cars are shown in, Toyota should make them. No? 

We told the sales manager we'd look around at other cars if no red Solara could be 
found. Both Emma and I felt that if we took another color, and then saw a red one on the 
freeway, we'd both feel sad. The sales manager said he had a secret way of kinda-sorta 
ordering what we wanted. This, after trying to get us to take one of the Solaras he had on his 
lot. We asked how long it would take. He said 4-6 weeks. We said okay, fine. He didn't ask for 
any money down, which we though was "funny", but that way we wouldn't be committed. I 
figured that since red convertible Solaras were in short supply, if he did get one and we didn't 
take it, he figured he could unload it in a short time. He said he'd keep us posted about the 
car. 

4/4/05-Age 61 

It's been three weeks and we haven't heard from the car salesman. Emma called to 
check in. She was told he was off for two days. 

4/6/05-Age 61 

Emma called the car guy and was told he was away from his desk, but would call back. 
A few hours later Emma called again, and was told he was busy and would call back. Emma 
called me and said she was being ignored. I told her that if he wanted to sell us the car, he'd 
be calling her back. I assume that he didn't "order" one, but was just waiting to see if one 
popped up at one of the other dealers he was in touch with, and none had. I told Emma I 
thought he had been playing with us, and maybe she should send him a fax telling him we'd 
buy another car from another dealer, and thanks for his efforts, if he had actually made any. 
She did. 


4/17/05-Age 61 

We passed by a Chrysler dealer we'd driven past for years on the way to and from 
Emma's work. Emma said, "I like that one, is it expensive?" It was a PT Cruiser. You know, 
that 1930's retro looking car. Emma thinks it looks "cute". I pulled into the lot and we took a 
look at a convertible model. I quickly told Emma not to fall in love with any particular color. 
The prices were in the $19,000 to $22,000 range, so we'd be saving about $8,000 over what 
we were prepared to pay for the Toyota. True, the Cruiser didn't have all the neat things the 
Solara had, but... We talked to a salesman and got the idea he wanted to sell us one of the 
cars on the lot, regardless of whether it had or didn't have features we wanted. We told him 
we'd drop back. 

4/19/05-Age 61 

We dropped back to the Chrysler dealer and checked out the Cruiser again. I told the 
salesman I wanted to make sure that Emma was strong enough to be able to do whatever 
was necessary to get the top up and down, since it wasn't fully automatic. She did what he 
told her, and getting the top to go down wasn't a problem. I noticed that when she closed the 
top, the salesman, standing beside her, leaned on the top to "help" her get it closed. Fuck 
him. He didn't care if she could operate the top or not, only if he could make a sale. What a 


Page 491 of 637 


sleaze ball. I told him I saw him cheat, and had Emma try it again. He didn't seem phased a 
bit. 

Emma could do what was necessary without his help. She really likes the car. I 
suppose we'll get one. I'm not sure from what dealer, but I don't want the sleaze ball at this 
one to get the sale. 

The least expensive "base" model didn't have any extras. Just the color choice. I told 
Emma that I was already getting frustrated. I went onto the 'net and pushed the button to get 
"free quotes" from numerous dealers for the "base model" Cruiser, which didn't have many 
neat things. We'd just have to find a color we liked. I think that should make this process 
easier. It's supposed to be fun buying a new car, isn't it? Well, not for us. 

4/20/05-Age 61 

We got an email from one dealer who is about 25 miles from us. The price they quoted 
was about $21,000, less $2,000 cash back from Chrysler, which would bring it down to 
$19,000 plus about $2,000 tax and license, so the new convertible which Emma really really 
likes will cost us about $21,000. Since we were going to put down $15,000 for the Toyota, we 
decided to kick in the extra $6,000 and pay for the car in full. I emailed back and asked what 
colors were available. 

4/21/05-Age 61 

An email arrived with the color choices from dealers within 250 miles. The one that 
Emma liked was gold. We decided to buy the car, even though we'd never taken a test drive, 
nor seen the gold color. I just wanted to be done dealing with car salesmen. We emailed back 
and said we'd take the gold one, and heard back almost immediately who asked when we'd 
like to pick it up. Now, this was almost too easy. No "drop in and give us a down payment" or 
anything. We told him we'd like to get it in two days if possible, and he wrote back right away, 
telling us it would be on the lot by then. He asked how we wanted to finance it, and we told 
him we'd pay cash, with a Cashier's check. 

We drove to the Chrysler dealer to pick up our new car. First we stopped off at the 
bank and got the Cashier’s check. When it was time to pay and sign the numerous forms, we 
were told that we'd have to fill out a credit application. I almost lost it. I waved the check in the 
woman's face, and told her we were paying cash for the car. She said that we'd have to fill out 
the credit application because that was the law. I said, "Bullshit!" She said that the Patriot Act 
said we had to. Somehow, my filling out the credit application would assure the government 
that I wasn't a terrorist. I think she was bullshitting us. 

I didn't want to fill out a credit application because of my bankruptcy a few years ago. I 
figured that if worse came to worse, Emma, with her sterling credit, would fill out the forms 
and she'd be the one buying the car. I told them earlier that I wanted both or our names on 
the registration and other papers. I thought that what they really wanted was to get all sorts of 
information they could sell to make even more money. I told the woman there was no way I 
was going to fill out the credit application. She said that if I didn't and if I turned out to be a 
terrorist, the dealership would have to pay a million dollar fine. I just looked at her. Finally she 
said she could tell I wasn't a terrorist, and she'd take the chance and sell us the car without 
my filling out the credit forms. 

About a half hour later, Emma drove our new car off the lot, with me following in her ten 
year old Nissan. We got home without an incident. The car didn't stall or catch fire or 
whatever. Emma is so happy. She likes driving a convertible. She had a big smile on her face 
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while driving it home. 

4/22/05-Age 61 

Over the past few weeks a bunch of men and women have been camping out in the 
Arizona desert, trying to stop the steady stream of illegals streaming over the border from 
Mexico. These "minutemen" have been dubbed by the press and by the traitor, President 
George W. Bush, as vigilantes. Regardless, just camping out has stopped the stream of 
illegals. True, the illegals have moved to other crossing points, but this is an answer to those 
who say that the borders can't be sealed. Just a bunch of regular folks, with lawn chairs, have 
shown that the borders can be closed. 

What's most important to me is that I now know that there are bunches of other people 
like me who realize that our country is being invaded, and that the politicians don't give a shit 
about it. They're all traitors. 

4/25/05-Age 61 

Well, golly gee, a politician has just admitted that something has to be done to stop the 
illegals from invading the country, and that the border should be closed. Interestingly, it's Gov. 
Arnold Schwarsenager, who was a legal immigrant to our country years ago. Almost all the 
politicians born here are traitors, and the one not born here (the governor) is a patriot, or as 
much of one as any personality disordered politician/actor can be. 

4/27/05-Age 61 

There was an uproar in the California State capitol over the Governor's statement 
about closing the border. The traitors, paid off by Mexico or whomever, are in a tizzy. Adding 
to that there is a billboard for a Spanish language television station (one of many) with a 
picture of Los Angeles, and the words, Los Angeles, CA Mexico. With the CA crossed out, it's 
kinda official that we're now part of Mexico. Adding to that, the picture of Los Angeles has a 
Mexican landmark superimposed onto Los Angeles. This billboard has the few white, and 
possibly black and Asian folks still living in Los Angeles, unhappy. To say the least. 

4/29/05-Age 61 

I must have had a bunch of Daffy Ducks while I slept last night. With really bad ones, 
my sense of time gets fucked. I can't read a clock properly. It just doesn't make sense to me. I 
also forget what time I leave to pick Emma up from work, even though I leave at the same 
time every day. After a while everything gets back to normal. Last night I woke up before the 
alarm clock went off. I didn't understand what the time in numerals on the digital clock radio 
meant. I thought we had overslept and I was worried that Emma would miss her early 
morning call to her mother, something which shouldn't happen. Emma needs to make sure 
her mother takes her pills on time. So I turned on the radio. Emma woke and said, "Why is it 
dark outside?", so I shut off the radio and Emma and I went back to sleep. This morning when 
the clock-radio did its thing, I got out of bed and everything was visually weird... I can't explain 
it, all I can say is that things didn't look normal. I pee’d and then did some of my normal early 
morning things, and noticed that today is Friday. I was stunned. I didn't understand why or 
how it was Friday. I felt like I missed some days of the week. 

When Emma finished getting dressed, I told her about all this. It's then that I realized 
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that I must have been having Daffy Ducks while I slept. The confusion over time is one of the 
effects of strong Daffy Ducks. But I've never had "visual problems" and confusion over days of 
the week. Emma said, after I told her, that I have a very strange body. That's sort of an inside 
joke, since that's what I tell her when she gains two pounds after eating salads the day 
before. I suppose one of the reasons we get along so well with each other, is that we both 
have "very strange bodies", and so can emphasize with each other. 

It's been about 20 minutes since I’ve been up the second time, and now things inside 
my head are back to normal. Wow. 

5/2/05- Age 61 

I finally got around to asking Emma why she changed her mind and changed her 
standard “Been there, done that” answer when I’d ask her to marry me. She said, "I decided 
not to let my first husband ruin the rest of my life." 

5/18/05-Age 61 

Emma had a chat with Larry, our CPA. She told him about our new car, and that we 
want to put our URL for the invention, and Emma’s URL for her at home business, on the 
back of the car. He said if we did, we could write off a large amount of the cost of the car for 
advertising. So, maybe something will come out of the advertising, plus a tax break. Sounds 
good. 

6/15/05-Age 62 

I ordered the press on lettering for our URL’s on the Cruiser, from some place I found 
on the Internet. They came yesterday, and I put the lettering on the car today. Doesn’t look 
bad at all. I was afraid it wouldn’t look professional, but it does. The lettering cost all of about 
$25. I wonder how much money it will save us in taxes, and if anyone contacts us about the 
patent or Emma’s business. We’ll try to get in front of expensive cars on the freeway so they 
can see the web address on the back of the Cruiser. 

6/17/05-Age 62 

Well, it happened again. Every time my brain has a spare six or seven seconds with 
nothing to do, a “problem” suddenly appears for me to work on. If you remember, the Koan, 
“What is the sound of one hand clapping”, used to serve that purpose. But since I 
experienced that answer, my brain needed to come up with something else to work on. I 
heard about the Koan when I was young. This new problem I thought up myself. I even 
posted it on a physics web page, but no one wrote me with a solution or their thoughts. 

Actually, no one wrote me about anything. I think folks that chat on physics web sites 
are very good at applying formulas, but aren’t very creative. Maybe some day I'll tell you 
about my new "problem" to think about. 

6/26/05-Age 62 

A little while ago I bent over to pick up a piece of paper from the floor, and pulled a 
back muscle. Well, it felt more like it ripped. I screamed out loud. The pain was horrific. I hurt. 
Maybe with rest, it'll be better tomorrow. 
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6/27/05-Age 62 

The pain is worse. It hurts to walk or get up from a chair. And when I do walk, it's very 
slow, and every so often I get a god awful pain in my back which makes me scream. I called 
Emma at work and she said she'd ask the doctor she works for for some pain pills for me. 
Tonight she brought them home. She said they were narcotics and addictive, so I had to be 
careful and not take more than the bottle said to take. I told her I'd wait until the morning and 
see how I felt. 

6/28/05-Age 62 

I took the pain pill this morning. I think I'm getting better, because I can walk a little 
faster, and the pain just hurts, like normal pain, and not like the god awful horrific pain I felt for 
the past two days. 

I've been listening to Rush Limbo on the radio today, not my more usual NPR. He's 
finally come around to my and Michael Savage's position that if we want to win the "war" in 
Iraq, we should be fighting like we did in WW II. Wow! I think he's seen the handwriting on the 
wall. Actually, he's seen the political polls which say that George Bush 2 is very very 
unpopular. Limbo's continuing to be a Bush 2 booster isn't helping Bush 2, and might be 
hurting Limbo. People just don't like what Limbo's saying about the "war" with Iraq, which 
could hurt his ratings and his credibility. He's kinda sorta jumping ship. 

6/29/05-Age 62 

The pain is worse today. I can see why people with bad backs think of suicide. The 
pain is unreal. Maybe I should go to an emergency hospital. I don't know what they, or a 
regular doctor, can do for me, but the pain, even with the narcotics, is too much. I can't get 
anything done. Everything is too complicated and painful to do. 

Every once in a while I give you folks some advice. Here's some. Don't ever bend over 
to pick a piece of paper up off the floor. Hire someone to do that for you. Or ask someone you 
hate to do it. 

6/30/05-Age 62 

Today is Thursday, a day Emma can easily take off from work. The doctor won't be in, 
so there aren't patients for Emma to take care of. This morning I let Emma know I think we 
should find me a doctor, or go to a hospital. We are coming up on the 4th of July weekend, 
and I can see being in pain and not having many options, except for the emergency room, for 
help. Emma called the doctor she works for and asked him for a referral. She got two. She 
called both. One was going to be in surgery all day, and the other's office hadn’t opened for 
business yet. So Emma called her mother and asked for the name of the doctor she goes to 
for her bad knee. Frances couldn't remember his name, but did have his bills, and was able to 
find them. She gave Emma his name and phone number. 

Emma called and was told that that doctor wasn't taking any new patients. Emma 
asked if I could see one of the other doctors in the medical group. She told the nurse that the 
doctor had Frances as a patient, thinking that might help me get an appointment. The nurse 
checked and told Emma that Frances' doctor would see me if we could get there within an 
hour. I guess the doctor liked Frances, and so would make an exception for her son-in-law. 
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Emma helped me get dressed. I can't put my pants on without help. It only took me 
about a minute to get into the passenger seat of our still new car. We were at the doctor's 
office in half an hour. Emma filled out the medical forms/medical history, and all I needed to 
do was sign them. 

We didn't have to wait long before I was seeing the doctor. He's a nice guy, in his early 
60's. He had someone put me in a wheelchair and take me for a ride to their X-Ray room, 
down a long hallway. Golly, even X-Rays have turned digital. Neat! 

The doctor looked at the X-Rays and told me that my spine was in remarkably good 
shape for my age. He didn't see any disc problems, or tumors, and the like, and so would 
treat me for a soft tissue injury. He wrote a number of prescriptions for a different type of pain 
pill, for a muscle relaxant, and for an anti-inflammatory. I was a little concerned about how 
much all this was going to cost Emma. The bill, with a thirty percent discount for a cash 
customer, came to $230, including the X-Rays. A lot less than I thought it would be. 

On the way home, Emma mentioned that the doctor had a 96 year old father. Now I 
understand why the doctor made an exception and saw me. He liked Emma. He thought she 
was a good daughter and took good care of her 94 year old mother. (And maybe, he wanted 
to put his father and Frances together-just kidding.) 

When we were almost at the pharmacy, I started to cry. Real tears. Emma asked 
if I was in a lot of pain. I told her I was thinking about how lucky I am. I was thinking of 
when I was walking the streets in my paranoid manic-depressive days, and hadn't been 
touched by anyone for years. I had no one to give me support, and I had to do 
everything for myself, which was made a lot more difficult because I was crazed. Now I 
have Emma taking care of me, caring about me, finding the doctor, paying for him and 
soon for the medicine. I was crying partly because I was remembering how awful it 
was being out on the street, and partly because I now had Emma's love and support. 

Emma paid $135 for the medicine, and we went home. I took the new pills, and then 
took a nap. As I drifted off I thought that it was really nice being rich. We have money in the 
bank. After paying cash for the brand new car, Emma still has about $350,000 in equity in her 
house and about $500,000 in equity in her mother's condo, assuming that her evil brother 
doesn't get it, or only gets a little piece of it. Being rich doesn't mean having a luxury car or 
two and a vacation house and expensive clothes. Being rich means being able to pay for the 
doctor and medicine without worrying how to come up with the money. 

7/7/04-Age 62 

Well, the practitioners of the religion of peace just blew up a subway train and bus in 
London. 

7/8/05- Age 62 

I figure that the Arabs have already won. You know, we'll all be Muslims in a few years, 
except for the Jews who will be dead, and for the Christians who will be dead... I come to this 
conclusion in light of the comments made by the politicians in England and the US. None said 
anything about the Muslims, just radical terrorists. And the newspapers and television said 
nothing about Muslims doing it, just about terrorists. So the "leaders" and the leading media 
outlets are on the Muslims’ side, so what does that tell you? 


7/11/05- Age 62 
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My computer died. God, I hate computers. They're so fucking unpredictable. Really. 
Yes, this one, the one I’m using to type this. All of my paint programs stopped working, so no 
art and no invention work has been done for the past week. My USB ports are dead. Some 
other programs work, some don’t, and some kinda work. Since it’s a Pentium 3 and kinda old, 
Emma suggests I get a new one instead of paying to find out and fix what’s wrong with this 
one. It'll cost us (Emma) about $1,200 or so, if we’re lucky. Hummm. 

7/11/05- Age 62 

I emailed a computer repair place where we had a new computer made for Emma a 
year or two ago. I told him what I wanted. He emailed back saying it would cost $855 plus tax. 
A Pentium 4 running at 3.0 GH with 3 removable hard drive trays so I can put in different 
drives as I need them, a 120 GB drive, a 17 inch flat screen monitor, firewire and USB 2.O., 1 
GB RAM etc. Sure sounds like it’ll beat the hell out of my old and now not properly working 
Pentium 3. Emma says I should tell him to go ahead and build it. She’s so fucking good to 
me. 

7/12/05-Age 62 

Tomorrow is our first wedding anniversary. We’re planning on going to our favorite 
Persian restaurant. We hope to take our adopted daughter Edna, and her newly minted M.D. 
boyfriend. He told her he wants to marry her, but hasn’t gone through all the proper (Persian 
Jewish) rituals. He has met her parents, and she has met his parents, and each set of parents 
have visited the other’s house. When his parents came to Edna’s house, her mother spent 
three days cooking Persian foods for her guests. There are about ten other steps to go 
through, assuming that they do get married. Some of them involve a number of pre wedding 
parties which can easily involve hundreds of guests. Interestingly, I heard on the radio the 
other day that Los Angeles has the largest Iranian population outside of Iran. Maybe that’s 
why I see so many Persian restaurants. 

Emma and I enjoy being with both Edna and Norman, her boyfriend. And since they 
speak Farsi, we get better service when we eat at this restaurant with them than we do 
without them. The only problem about tomorrow is that I have a toothache. It’s a tooth that 
Doogie Hauser has wanted to pull for many years, and I keep telling him “no!”. I spoke to his 
receptionist early this morning and told her it was “Doogies” lucky day, since I needed him to 
pull a tooth he has wanted to pull for a long time. To make sure she’d fit me in, as if that 
wasn’t enough, I told her that tomorrow is my first wedding anniversary, and it would be good 
if I didn’t growl at my wife. I think that did it. You know, girls take wedding anniversaries really 
seriously. I got an appointment fitting me in between two patients in the mid-afternoon. Doogie 
didn’t waste any time, and soon that tooth, at the extreme side of my mouth, so no hole will 
show, was history. 

7/13//05- Age 62 

Well, the best laid plans do often go astray. Our adopted daughter Edna begged off 
attending our first wedding anniversary supper. And she didn’t ask Norman, since she wasn’t 
going. The reason? She’s started a fruit and vegetable diet, trying to lose ten pounds, hoping 
to go from a size 4 to a size 2, or whatever. Well, a fine daughter we brought up. She couldn’t 
even take the chance of gaining a few ounces to be with us. Well! 

Oh me, I’m having a fight, inside my head, with my daughter. Okay, okay, lighten up. 
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She’s not really our daughter. But not having kids, but maybe, just maybe, having adopted 
ones, is the best move for a stress free life. 

In Part 4 I mentioned that I would try to put some sex into this part. Sorry. But I really 
don't have (much of) a sex drive. Sexy thoughts don't enter my mind. Trying to get together 
with other kinky people isn't of importance. I have a lot more time to work on the invention or 
art. All in all, I'm a happy camper. I have my cutie. We are rich, as I define being rich. I'm not 
happy about how Emma is treated by her children. It hurts her that she doesn't get to see her 
grandchildren. 

As I see it, Rhonda is Maude. Maude wouldn't see a shrink, and neither will Rhonda. 
Each has made her choice. It's a pity, 'cause each could be a hell of a lot happier if they did. 
Emma has asked Rhonda many times to talk with her about being molested, and each time 
Rhonda just ignores Emma, as if there is a lull in the conversation. Whether it was Rhonda's 
father, or one of her ice skating coaches, or whether she was date raped, I don't know. All I do 
know is that something bad happened to Rhonda, and she has chosen to deal with it by not 
dealing with it. 

As for Ephrim, Emma and I feel that he carries the family gene that effects men in her 
family. There is a long list of Emma's male relatives, and also relatives of her former husband, 
who walk away from the family, only to reappear many years later, around the time to try to 
ingratiate themselves for inheritance reasons. I have no doubt that when Emma is in her 80's, 
Ephrim will reappear as if nothing happened. He might get away with it. After all, Frances was 
very happy that Edmond reappeared. She started to feel otherwise after Edmond asked her a 
number of times if she had a Will. And when she read the email Edmond sent outlining how, 
and within how many days, he wanted Emma to dispose of their mother's estate. Regardless, 
Frances has those days when she thinks Edmond is wonderful, and has always been a 
wonderful son. 

Stay tuned and check my web page or email me at abouteliot@aol.com to check on 
the availability of future parts of Eliot’s Story by Hugo (An Autobiography). Who knows, I might 
get my sex drive back. There might be accounts of Emma and me playing with geriatric slave 
girls. Someone might show real interest in the Patent. Well, it’s only a Patent Pending. Time 
will tell if a patent comes through. Emma's children might begin to treat her nicely. 

I’ve decided: Going through all this shit with Emma and her family is much preferable to 
walking the streets smelling like spit-up and babbling to myself. There’s no comparison. I have 
the love of a wonderful woman, I’m warm and dry and have a full stomach... I wish at least all 
of that for you. 


Part 6 


God! Life Sucks. Since it has been some time since Part 5 was published, I strongly 
suggest that you skim through it to remind yourself of my recent history, or much of the 
following won’t make sense. 

In this part, Mega Weirdness hits Eliot in the head, numerous times. Repeating myself, 
Life Sucks. 

7/18/05-Age 62 

Frances’ phone in her kitchen is for a hard of hearing person, and it isn’t working 
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correctly, or so she says. She called the phone company and they are going to send her a 
new one. 

7/20/05-Age 62 

The new phone arrived but needed to be programmed so all Frances has to do is push 
a button to call Emma, her grandchildren, her son or friends. Rhonda came over to program it, 
but she put the new phone in Frances’ bedroom, next to the existing phone in the bedroom. 
Now Frances gets confused when the phone rings. She usually picks up the wrong one and 
can’t hear very well. Since she spends most of her time at her kitchen table, that’s where she 
needs the special phone. Or maybe she should have two special phones. Emma put the new 
special phone in the kitchen, and now everything is back to normal. These “problems” are 
easy to fix but are time consuming. Just one more thing for Emma to think about and take 
care of. 

7/25/05-Age 62 

A UPS man showed up to pick up the old phone and bring it back to the company that 
has a deal with the State so it can be repaired and given to some other hard of hearing 
person. Frances told Emma that the man took the new phone back, not the old one. She tried 
to tell her maid and one of her neighbors who was visiting that he was taking the wrong 
phone, but they didn’t believe her. 

Frances called Emma and changed her story and said he just left a box to put the old 
phone in, and he would be back tomorrow to pick it up. 

Emma called and told me we’d have to go over to Frances’ tonight and find out what is 
going on. Edna, Emma’s good daughter, was laughing in the background. I told Emma that in 
25 years, Edna is going to have to deal with her adopted mother who will be in the same 
condition Frances is in now. Edna laughed even louder when Emma repeated what I said. I 
asked Emma, sarcastically, if Edna is going to be a caring shrink when she gets her Ph.D in 
psychology. Emma repeated that to Edna. Edna laughed even louder. I laughed as I heard 
Edna laughing, and told Emma we live in a crazy world with crazy people. I didn’t mean 
anything by that, just an offhand comment. Emma said that’s true, and as a case in point, 
Norman, Edna’s almost fiance, had a man on PCP in his emergency room who was kinda out 
of control, so Norman started to chase him around the room, intending to do bodily harm to 
him. The attending doctor had to grab Norman by his hair to stop him, telling him that doctors 
don’t beat up their patients. 

As for the “mix-up” with the special phone, there wasn’t any. Frances was just being 
confused, is all. 

8/1/05- Age 62 

I was listening to NPR while driving Emma to work this morning and heard a woman 
named Nancy Pearl give book reviews of “Memoirs”. I repeated her name to myself for a few 
minutes so I wouldn’t forget it, and then I looked her up on the internet and got her email 
address. I sent her a brief message suggesting that she take a look at this book. Heck, if she 
takes the time to look at it, and then reads it, and then mentions it on air or in her newsletter, 
maybe a few more people will read it. Or maybe she’s like the art dealers. Maybe she needs 
someone to tell her it’s good before she will make the time to read it. Maybe I should send her 
money? 
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8/2/05- Age 62 

I got a one line email from Nancy Pearl saying thanks for the tip and that she’d check 
out this book. It would be nice to get more traffic on this site. 

8/3/05- Age 62 

I woke up from a chronic fatigue nap a little while ago. The radio was on and tuned to 
NPR. Terry Gross, who has an interview show, was chatting with some guy who wrote a 
“memoir” of his year as a soldier in Iraq. I remember sending her a note a year or so ago 
about this book, suggesting she read it. I never heard from her. At least Nancy Pearl took the 
few seconds to type one line and push return, or more probably, send out a “canned” reply. 

Gross and Pearl, taken together, jarred a memory. Many many years ago I emailed a 
portion of this book to literary agents who advertised online. Only one replied, saying that my 
autobiography wouldn’t be of interest to anyone, since people only wanted to read 
autobiographies of famous people. Over the years, the word autobiography got replaced with 
memoir, or maybe a memoir is different from an autobiography. In any event, according to 
Pearl, people are getting burnt out reading memoirs. There are just too many of them out 
there. Well, kiddies, if an autobiography and a memoir are the same or similar, then once 
again I was the first, or among the first way back in 1992, to be a real not-famous person to 
write one, and now many years later, this book/autobiography/memoir is passe. Take my word 
for it, being the first sucks. Don’t do it! Just how many of these freaking cycles do I have to go 
through? 

8/4/05- Age 62 

I sent out about ten notices that this ebook exists to book reviewers, some online and 
some newspaper reviewers. I don’t know if any will even read the short email, or just delete it 
unread. Time will tell. 

8/5/05- Age 62 

Wow! I made a breakthrough with the amount of 3D effect of my invention. I had 
thought that I’d only be able to make small incremental improvements, as I have been doing 
for the last year or so. But I managed to make really nice 3D images from files I’ve only been 
able to get so so 3D from in the past. Wow! 

8/8/05- Age 62 

I took pictures of “Stinkles” today. I noticed her as I walked past her at the Santa 
Monica outdoor mall. She looked to be about 20 and had a dagger or something like that 
stuck through her lower lip. And tattoos on her face. When I had walked about a half block 
past her, I told myself that I was out of practice shooting “grab shots”. In the past I would have 
either taken her picture without her knowing it, or I would have stuck my camera in her face 
and not minded if she cared or not. I decided to go back and take her picture, and this time try 
a new approach. I walked up to her and held out a one dollar bill, and said, “I’ll trade this for a 
picture of your face”. She said “sure”. 

I took her picture and she asked if I ever digitized my film. I told her I was using a 
digital camera. She got excited and asked if I could send her a picture of her face. I said sure. 
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She found a pen and wrote her email address. I chatted briefly with her and the two guys she 
was with, and then left. 

I got a very good 3D picture of this strange looking girl’s face. I thought “punk” 
was old, but apparently some punks still exist. Sorta like me being a hippy well after the 
hippies became whatever they became. Or maybe she’s Goth. Or whatever. 

I sent Stinkles an email asking how large she wanted the photos- small enough to 
email to friends, or large enough to make prints. I also asked her how old she was. More than 
just curious. I wanted to be able to put the picture of her in this book. I thought if I suggested 
she read this ebook to help her make up her mind, and she turned out to be 16, I’d end up in 
trouble for corrupting a minor since there are some nakked pictures in this version, in case 
you haven’t noticed. 



These are two of the pictures I took of “Stinkles with a sunburn” 

8/12/05-Age 62 

I hadn’t heard from Stinkles about the size of the photos. I decided to check myAOL 
spam filter, and there her response was, waiting since the 8th. She said that she was 20. I 
made the photos to size and sent them off, and asked her if I could use her picture in this 
book, and gave her the URL so she could check it out before answering. True, I could put a 
line through her eyes, but I don’t want to do that- that will sorta ruin the picture. If she doesn’t 
want me to, or if I don’t hear from her, I’ll leave the photo out. 

8/15/05-Age 62 

Now that I feel more confident that when I shoot a picture, it will come out in good 3D, I 
decided to shoot a picture of David, the computer technician who built my new computer. I 
figure that he has a lot of business people going through his shop, and if he puts up one of my 
pictures, I may begin to get some business. I remember when I first graduated from Pro Arts, I 
believed that no one would hire me to shoot something, because I had nothing special to 
offer. True, I was a good photographer, but so were all the others I graduated with, and then 
there were the established photographers. Why would anyone hire me? Also true, I was in my 
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terrorized period, but the belief that I had nothing special to offer was my reason for not trying 
hard to get assignments. 

Now I have something special to offer. I might be the only person on this planet who 
can do the type of pictures I do. The only fly in the ointment is that I don’t have a studio, or a 
few hundred thousand dollars worth of equipment, etc. But I don’t want that. So, if I do get 
some inquiries, I can pick and choose which I want and only do those that are easy and don’t 
present problems. I won’t have to have a studio and all the expenses that involves, to pay for 
every month. If I don’t think a particular assignment will make a very good 3D, or it’s too 
involved, I can pass. 

8/16/05-Age 62 

I got an email from Stinkles tonight. She gave me permission to use her picture. She 
didn’t say anything about this book, so I don’t know if she read it, or read a lot of it, or... At 
least she wasn’t freaked out by the sex if she did read it. Not that I was really worried that she 
would be. For her generation, my sex life was probably rather mild. 

That’s the impression I have about the younger generations. 

8/18/05-Age 62 

I dropped into David’s store unannounced with my camera and nothing else (well, I 
was dressed). I told David I was going to take a 3D picture of him, and if he promised to put it 
up on his wall and take people over to it, I would have it properly framed, and if not, then he 
could have the picture, but he’s have to pay to have it framed. 

He didn’t object, and about five minutes later I was out of there. 

8/19/05-Age 62 

I’ve been looking at the picture of David for a day, and I think it’s 3D. Emma assures 
me that it’s very 3D. I don’t see the images in as much 3D as she does. I don’t see the 
images in as much 3D as a lot of people do. It may have something to do with being just a 
teeny bit blind in my left eye, the one with the optic nerve damage. Duh! But the 
effect/invention is an optical illusion, and some people see less 3D than others, and some 
people see a tremendous amount of 3D. Well, I’ll take it in to David sometime this week and 
see what he thinks. 

8/22/05-Age 62 

I dropped by David’s and he flipped over the 3D. He just couldn’t stop talking about the 
illusion. After a minute or so I asked him if he liked the way he looked in the picture. He said, 
“Yes”, and then went back to talking about the illusion. I told him I’d have it framed, but only if 
he promised to hang it, since it was going to cost about $125 for the framing. I told him that 
he’d have to bring people over to it and he could say, “I made the computer that made that 
picture”. He seemed to like that. Okay, off to get the picture framed. 

8/24/05-Age 62 

We had an electrician come over and put in a new light bulb in our concrete pond. The 
old one burnt out a year ago. In order to put in a new one, a special circuit breaker had to be 
installed to meet new electrical codes. While he was over, he also upgraded and got working 
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two outdoor electrical plugs that haven’t worked since the 1994 Northridge earthquake. It cost 
Emma $500, but we both feel the money was well worth spending. It’ll be getting dark soon, 
to dark for Emma to see her fishies when she gets home from work. With the pond lighted, 
she can enjoy looking at them. 

After the electrician left, I found that our garage door was broken. At least it broke in 
the open position. I’ll deal with getting it fixed next week. I just don’t have the energy to deal 
with yet another fixit person right now. 

8/25/05-Age 62 

I delivered the framed 3D photo to David. Well, he was out, so I gave it to his partner, 
or whoever he is, and left. Time will tell if anything comes of it. When I picked up the photo at 
the frame shop, the Chinese American owner asked about the photo. I assume because 
David is Chinese American. Anyway, on my way out I turned and told the woman that I could 
make a 3D portrait of her and she could hang it in her shop, and maybe I’d get some 
business. And she’d make money framing any portraits I shot. She shot me a huge smile. I 
told her I’d drop back and talk to her. I will, next week sometime. 

8/26/05-Age 62 

I’ve been working on the concrete pond a lot. It’s beginning to come along and look 
almost good. 

9/2/05- Age 62 

All the news for the last few days has been about hurricane Katrina, which devastated 
Louisiana. 

What I’ve learned from this is that if something nasty happens in Los Angeles, like a 
really big earthquake, or a nuke/bio terrorist attack, Emma and I shouldn’t depend on the 
government to come to our aid. They’re not doing squat for the people in New Orleans, 
although they do give speeches in which they tell how good a job they are doing. I told Emma 
we should try to accumulate a months worth of canned food which we’ll store in the garage or 
somewhere. 

I also told Emma we should get a gun. The news of the looters in New Orleans, who 
are going into homes looking for food and valuables, has me thinking about what could 
happen here if there is a major earthquake or terrorist attack. She said if we did get a gun, 
we’d have to take lessons first. She’s right, but it seems like too much work for me right now. 
Besides, after giving it some thought, what’s a handgun or rifle going to do against one or 
more gang members with AK 47s? 

I decided what I’d really like to have for protection was a flamethrower. That would be 
neat. I checked home-made one’s on the Internet, and found a bunch of sites with pictures 
and videos of home made flamethrowers, but no instructions on how to make them. Well, I 
didn’t look to hard to find instructions. The thought of barbequing some gang members 
seemed like fun, but the thought of having that stuff on my back... Barbequing me was 
something I’d like to avoid. 

This made Emma very happy. She had a strange look on her face as she watched me 
google flamethrowers. I think she thought I had finally/again gone nuts. Seeing her relief when 
I told her I’d skip the flamethrower fantasy, I immediately thought of crossbows. Emma gave 
me a “strange” look. But she decided that a crossbow was preferable to a gun or 
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flamethrower. 

I checked out crossbows, and, well, some of them are kinda cute, and inexpensive. 
Maybe one of the more expensive pistol types (which range from $10 to $100) will do. Time 
will tell. I’ll skip the $600 crossbows meant for hunting dinosaurs. 

Oh, for what it’s worth, today is Maude’s birthday. Whether she’s alive or not. I’m a little 
concerned about my health. I’ve been losing weight, a few pounds a day, for no reason. A 
“sudden” drop of weight isn’t a good sign, healthwise. I’ve been putting off having a checkup. 
Hopefully it’ll be nothing more than my chronic fatigue playing with me. 

9/6/05- Age 62 

Emma called a garage doorfixit place, and someone will be over tomorrow between 11 
and 2. No charge unless they do something. I remember the time I had a different problem 
with a garage door, and some guy came over and told me for a half an hour about what a 
devout Christian he was, and about how he was getting married in a few months, but hadn’t 
slept with her yet, ‘cause he was a devout Christian. Anyway, he told me the problem would 
cost $500 to fix. I said okay. Emma and I needed the door to work, and if we had to pay $500 
for it, okay. It wasn’t until a year past that I came across the $500 part on the Internet. Ummm, 
well, it sells for $6.50. I will be on my guard with the next garage door fixer person. 

9/7/05- Age 62 

When the clock said 2:30, I called Emma and asked her to call and find out what was 
happening. She called me back a half an hour later, and told me the girl at the office told her 
she’d check and get right back to her, but it’s been another half an hour. Emma wanted to 
know what I wanted her to do. I told her to call and cancel, and then call another place for 
tomorrow or the next day. 

9/9/05- Age 62 

The new garage door guy was two hours late. When he arrived he asked, “How are 
you?” I said, “getting angry”. He just looked at me, and then took a look at the garage door. 

He got it working, and told me he didn’t know how long it would work, and did I want him to 
replace the entire mechanism, because that’s where the problem lies. I said, “I don’t know if I 
want to spend $500 if it’s working. When it stops, I’ll call you. How much does it cost to 
replace?” He said $500. I waved goodbye to him as he drove off in his old, beat-up truck. 

I went onto the Internet and checked out the door opener. It cost new $185, not $500. 
And there were replacement parts available, most costing $10 and $20. I’m putting garage 
door fixers at the bottom of the scum list, below lawyers and car salesmen. 

9/20/05-Age 62 

I had mentioned to Emma that I thought it was time that I got health insurance. No 
particular reason, just that I’m getting older and I don’t want to end up in some charity place. 
She got in touch with the insurance broker who handles her health insurance. He arranged for 
me to get Blue Shield, which will cover hospital costs, with a monthly fee of about $1,000, and 
then a co-payment for whatever a hospital stay comes to. He also suggested Kaiser 
Permemente HMO, which costs a little less then $600 a month with a $2,500 start up fee. 
While I’ve never heard anything good about Kaiser or HMOs in general, going with them will 
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at least give me a place to go if I do get sick. I told Emma I thought she should send them the 
check. Of course, Saint Emma did. 

9/29/05-Age 62 

Another major breakthrough in the 3D effect. Complicated to explain, but it comes 
down to switching to a finer Lenticular lens. It’s made all the difference in the world. It’s a few 
orders of magnitude greater than the 3D effect I've been getting. I had good 3D before, but 
this is soooo much greater. 

9/30/05-Age 62 

I got email from my cousin Reva. I haven’t been in contact with her in many years. 
Probably forty. She tracked me down on the Internet- tested me with some questions to make 
sure I was the right person. I sent her a brief reply. 

10/1/05-Age 62 

Reva replied. Said our Aunt Daisy wanted to talk to me. She gave me Daisy's number. 
She said something about Daisy not taking care of Maude anymore, and turned her over to 
NY Adult Protective services to intercede between Maude and the apartment management, 
whatever that is about. Apparently Maude isn’t in the Condo anymore. I wonder if she was 
evicted but got some money from the (forced?) sale. I know she didn’t send me any if she did. 
Reva gave me Daisy’s phone number. 

I replied, asking her to intercede for me, and call Daisy and tell her I didn’t want to talk 
to family. I asked her to email me and let me know if she would, else I would call Daisy. 

10/2/05-Age 62 

I didn’t hear from Reva. My concern was that if I spoke to Daisy, she would want my 
phone number and address. No way. Maybe we’d end up arguing and I didn’t want to do that 
with an old woman. 

I called Daisy. She did ask for my number and address. I told her I didn’t want to give 
them because I never wanted to hear from Maude again. She said she understood. Whew. 
We had pleasant small talk. I told her I’d call her again. I don’t know if I will. 

10/3/05-Age 62 

I ordered by email a bunch of the finer 3D lenses today. A few hours later I got a return 
email saying that the company I deal with no longer carries those lenses. That asshole God! I 
returned the email and asked if they knew another company that sold them. 

10/4/05-Age 62 

The phone rang around 3:00 in the afternoon, waking me from a chronic fatigue nap. I 
thought it was Emma calling to wake me so I’d be on time picking her up. It wasn’t. It was a 
woman who asked for Emma. I told her she wasn’t in. The short of it is that Anna, the woman 
on the phone, said she was from Adult Protective Services, which was the second time I 
heard that phrase in a week, and the second time in my life. She said she got an anonymous 
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call saying that Emma’s mother was confused, suicidal, and that there was no food in the 
refrigerator. She said she needed to talk to Emma within ten minutes or she’d have to send 
someone to check on Frances. I told her I’d get in touch with Emma and have her call. 

I called Emma and told her to get back to Anna ASAP. Emma was shocked at what I 
told her. Ten minutes later Emma called me. She was very upset. I left to pick her up an hour 
and a half earlier than usual. When I got to her office she was in tears. We left and I took 
Emma to see her mother. 

Anna told Emma that she’d stop by tomorrow, so Emma explained to Frances that 
someone was going to stop by and she should let her in and not be afraid. 

10/10/05- Age 62 

I told Emma that I think I should “sacrifice” a few of the lenses that make super good 
3D and send some images, along with a well polished letter, to the presidents of some huge 
companies. The chances that they will actually get to the president is ultra small, and that 
chance the mid level assistant manager of a department will both be interested in them and 
have enough pull to get them much higher up the food chain, is slight, but if I don’t send them, 
the chance that the president of a big time company will see them is zero. I got the names 
and mailing address of Kodak, a company which has told me in the past they aren’t 
interested, but they haven’t seen the improved effect, and also Intel, Hewlett Packard, 
Advanced Micro Devices, General Electric and Walt Disney. In all, I’ll sacrifice six or so, which 
will leave me thirty two of the kinda impossible to get lenses. 

10/14/05- Age 62 

The 50 year old clerk at FedEx told me that he bought a $400 guitar, which pissed his 
wife off. He doesn’t know how to play a guitar, but always wanted to. He told me that a FedEx 
maintenance guy is going to come to his home and give him some pointers. The maintenance 
man used to be in a name rock band. I guess that’s what happens to rock band members 
when the ride is over- they get a maintenance job at FedEx. 

Frances had a heart attack. Emma called at 7:00 in the morning, as usual, but Frances 
didn’t pick up the phone. Emma called Ann, one of Frances’ neighbors, to check. Ann called 
back in about 10 minutes and said she spoke to Frances through the door. Frances said she 
couldn’t walk to the door. Emma told Ann to open the door with the key she had for it. Ann 
said she didn’t want to intrude on Frances’ privacy. The idiot. Well, Ann is in her 70s. 

Emma got dressed in record time and we were at Frances’ place in about half an hour. 
We tried to open both of her two doors, but couldn’t get either one open. Ann was in the hall 
with us, and Emma asked her to call 911. Ann went back to her condo. Emma knew that 
Frances was somewhere near one of the doors, because she could hear her making some 
sounds, kinda sorta like whimpering. At least that’s how Emma phrased it. Emma tried to 
reassure Frances that help was on the way. 

After about ten minutes, I told Emma we should call 911 on one of our cell phones. She 
called and explained that there was an earlier call, but no one had arrived yet. A minute or two 
later a troupe of firemen, paramedics and police arrived. It turns out that they were given the 
wrong address by Ann, so were on the block looking for Frances building. 

The police tried the doors but couldn’t get them open either. A fireman went outside to 
put a ladder up to Frances’ second floor balcony. One of the policemen decided to put his 
shoulder into one of the doors, and got it to open. It turned out that Frances put a chair up 
against the door. Remember, she’s gotten a little paranoid, thinking that some man was trying 
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to get into her place at night. 

Everyone poured into the condo. We found Frances lying on the floor, with her head on 
the bottom of two steps that led to one of her doors. The paramedics went to work, made their 
evaluations, and about twenty minutes later Frances was in an ambulance and on her way to 
the hospital. 

Emma and I arrived a few minutes after Frances was admitted. (We didn’t have a red 
light and siren.) I dropped Emma off at the emergency room entrance, and hunted for a 
parking spot, and then I went in. Frances was in a bed having blood tests, and I went back to 
the car and had a smoke and listened to the radio for a while. Then, back to Emma and 
Frances. Frances was a little more disoriented than usual, but she was able to tell Emma and 
the doctors that she didn’t feel well last night. Emma asked why she didn’t call us, and 
Frances told her she didn’t want to disturb us in the middle of the night. The doctors wanted to 
know her symptoms but Frances couldn’t tell them. She forgot. 

About an hour or so later a nurse materialized and told Frances she was going to put a 
catheter in her (for her urine). I decided to leave. Emma came out and spotted our car. She 
got in and told me that the doctors told her that Frances had a mild heart attack, and they 
were going to keep her for a day or two to run a bunch of tests and see what modifications 
they should make to her medications. 

It was now about noon, and we went home. When we arrived Emma started making 
phone calls to her children and brother. All were away so she left brief messages, and then 
she called Josephine, Frances’ maid, or as Emma says, housekeeper, to tell her about 
Frances and not to go in on Monday. Then Emma took a nap. 

At six we went back to the hospital. I dropped Emma off at the main entrance, which 
was the closest one to Frances' room. 

Frances didn’t understand why she was in the hospital. 

10/24/05- Age 62 

Today started off semi usual. Emma made calls to doctors to find out what was going 
on. She got a medical power of attorney faxed to her from one of Frances doctors, because 
she couldn’t find the ones she keeps at home, and brought it to the hospital, so she could get 
better info. Privacy laws, you know. 

We went to the hospital around six at night. We saw her son Ephrim as he was walking 
out. I let Ephrim and Emma be alone. Emma said it was a polite chat, which lasted all of 
maybe two minutes. I wouldn’t have recognized him. He was very thin. He looked like he lost 
about 50 pounds. He was a few pounds overweight the last time I saw him. Since I think he’s 
a closet homosexual, I immediately thought he had AIDS. I didn’t mention that thought to 
Emma. She commented on how thin Ephrim is, but said he looks just like her deceased uncle, 
her deceased father’s brother. She said he’s the spitting image of him. 

Frances said she had a lot of visitors, and that her son Edmond was coming over later. 
We went home after an hour and got a phone call to go back to the hospital and calm Frances 
down. We did. Emma told me the nurse told her to stay all night and sit with her mother. I 
went a bit ballistic. Emma is 64 and has had a long and emotional day, and it wasn’t our 
responsibility to sit with Frances. They are a friggin hospital, after all. I told a bunch of nurses 
behind a counter that we were in the USA. Well, maybe part of Mexico. Anyway, I said I heard 
that in the Soviet Union a whole family would go to the hospital, cook their relative’s food, 
change his bandages, etc. But this is the USA. It’s the hospital’s responsibility to take care of 
it’s patients. And I told them that Emma had her own health issues, and she wasn’t going to 
sit up all night. Then I told Emma, who was with her mother, that she wasn’t staying. Emma 
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said she’d stay a while longer to see if she could get her mother calmed down. Frances didn’t 
know where she was, and thought people were trying to kill her. All those people sticking 
needles and tubes into her, you know. When we left the hospital earlier, Frances was just fine. 

After about 20 minutes Frances started to fall asleep. Emma and I were well down the 
hallway on our way out when we ran into her brother, and his Mistress. They had been 
vacationing at Lake Tahoe and just flew back. Edmond asked what was happening with his 
mother. Emma tried to fill him in but he was in a hurry to see his mother, and started trotting 
down the hallway. Emma started to cry. She had just gotten her mother calmed down and 
asleep, and she saw it all being for nothing with Edmond running into Frances room. Marla 
the Mistress (to my surprise) stayed with us for a while. We took our leave and got home after 
midnight. I made Emma a bowl of ice cream with a cut up banana- to hell with her diet. Emma 
needed some comfort food. And we were both too tired to cook something nourishing. 

10/25/05- Age 62 

Emma called the hospital this morning and was told that her mother was going to have 
more tests, and that they had a “sitter” with her, even though the nurses told us that the 
hospital didn’t have “sitters”. Emma decided she wanted to go to work, and we had some of 
her “at home” work to drop off, and pick up a check for about $1,250. I picked her up at 4:00 
instead of the usual 5:30, and we got to the hospital about 5:00. Ephrim was there. He was 
very nice to Emma. A changed Ephrim? We chatted with Frances, who was very disoriented. 
Quite a while ago Frances’ psychiatrist recommended that she remain at her home, around 
familiar surroundings. That would help keep the Alzheimer’s at bay. Just two days away from 
her normal surroundings made her into a different woman. Not for the better. But the “sitter” 
helped to keep Frances calm. 

I remember that some time ago Emma and I brought Frances a different brand of facial 
tissues than she usually got. Frances didn’t know what they were. Emma told her, but 
Frances said it couldn’t be, because the box was different. Three or four times during our stay 
with her that day she asked what the tissues were. Now it isn’t just that one thing that is 
different, but everything is different. Her brain just can’t process the new information. She is 
so confused. As for people trying to kill her, wellllll... paranoia is something that does happen 
to people with Alzheimer’s. But what would you think if people you didn’t know in a strange 
place were jabbing you with needles and sticking you into boxes (CAT scan)? 

Ephrim, Emma and I left the hospital together. It was a long walk to the outside, since 
the hospital takes up about two square blocks. Ephrim noticed that his mother was limping, 
and seemed concerned. Emma told him she wasn’t used to walking as much as she had 
been recently. Her weight and the long walks was causing her legs to hurt. After Ephrim went 
to where he parked, Emma commented that Ephrim seemed to have come out of his own 
world and be interested in her. 

10/26/05- Age 62 

Frances is still confused. A doctor told Emma that Frances had a major heart attack, 
not the minor one they first thought she had, and they were readjusting her meds, and wanted 
to run more tests. 

When we got home I found that General Electric returned the samples I sent them, 
along with a letter which said, in different words, that if it wasn’t invented at General Electric, 
they weren’t interested. Okay. At least I got two really good samples back, which I can show 
to others. 
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10/28/05- Age 62 

Getting Frances out of the hospital took a tantrum on my part. Her main doctor, who I 
have been telling Emma we should get rid of for a long time now, told Emma he’d be by the 
hospital to sign the appropriate papers to have Frances released, but he didn’t show up when 
he said he would. Emma called him a few times and he kept putting her off. I went kinda 
ballistic, and Emma called again and stopped being her usual nice and polite self, and got the 
asshole to come to the hospital and allow Frances to leave. He had changed Frances’ heart 
meds a week before the heart attack, but the doctors at the hospital said that couldn’t have 
had anything to do with the heart attack. I wonder. All these doctors know and protect each 
other, don't they? 

We finally got Frances home. We arranged for her maid to start coming in four hours a 
day as she had been doing. She said she'd start doing that tomorrow. The doctors told Emma 
that her mother needed round the clock supervision because she was too confused to be left 
on her own, so Emma and I stayed with Frances at night. Staying with Frances was hell. 

Being trapped with a 95 year old Alzheimer’s woman! Being shown the same get well card 
fifteen times in an hour... Emma and I slept on a lumpy convertible couch. I slept the sleep of 
the dead. Emma told me she got up a few times, but also got some sleep. 

10/29/05- Age 62 

Frances’ maid Josephine came today, Saturday, at about seven A.M. Emma and I 
made a brief jail break, and drove home, fed our doggie Lucy and the fishies. Emma did girly 
stuff in the bathroom for a half an hour, and then we went back to see Frances. We were 
supposed to be there to meet with a nurse who was coming to check up on Frances. At one 
time, sitting at her kitchen table, while waiting for the nurse, Frances asked, “When am I going 
home?” 

The nurse was supposed to be there between 10 and 11. We waited until 11:15 and 
left, knowing that Josephine could handle things. Emma checked later and was told by 
Josephine that the nurse called around 1:00 and said she had an emergency and would come 
by on Sunday or Monday. Anyway, Emma’s son is supposed to stay the night with Frances, so 
maybe Emma can get some sleep and just mellow out a bit. 

I had a chat with Emma. She sent the following email to her son and daughter and 
brother this afternoon. 

Dear Edmond, Ephrim and Rhonda, 

I am writing to all of you in email rather than phoning each of you just to make 
things a little more efficient for myself. This way there is less of a chance for 
miscommunication. 

I have come to the opinion that it really is time to place Mother in a senior care 
facility/assisted living facility. She is much more forgetful and confused now than she 
was pre-hospital and, as you already know, must be cared for 24/7. But even with 
someone there with her, things happen. For example, last night while Eliot and I were 
there with her, we left her alone in the kitchen watching television and went into the 
den for less than 3 minutes just to open the couch and put sheets on it. When I went 
back into the kitchen, she had pulled off the bandage from her arm and was bleeding 
all over the table. 
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In addition, it is not an easy task to find appropriate help. Josephine is great with 
her when she can be there, but she can't be there round the clock. I am aware that 
Rhonda thinks that we overpay Josephine, but it would be near impossible to find 
someone who is so caring, who keeps the condo immaculate, does the laundry, 
prepares and serves Mom meals, fixes her hair, brings fruits and flowers from her 
garden and has the patience to listen to Mom ask the same questions repeatedly day 
after day. But Josephine is having gall bladder surgery next Wednesday (11/2) and will 
not be able to work at least for the rest of that week so that creates another problem of 
coverage. I cannot take three days off work to sit with her. I have responsibilities there 
too and I need the income. 

At this point, I am feeling exhausted and overwhelmed. For several years now I 
have been doing the shopping and cooking and putting out her pills every week and 
calling her twice a day when I'm not with her to remind her to take the pills and 
ordering more when she needs refills and taking her to doctors and paying her bills 
and arranging for repairs in the condo, etc. Just today, for example, I learned that there 
is a problem with the kitchen sink and the clothes dryer is not getting hot. So I will 
need to find someone to fix those things. 

In addition, I get irrational phone calls from Mom very frequently, both at home 
and at my office, when she is in a panic because she received a bank statement or a 
bill and is scared of not paying it on time (although I pay all her bills on a weekly 
basis). Just telling Mom that I'll take care of it and she shouldn't worry about it does no 
good. She will call me again in 10 minutes and we'll have to go through the whole 
conversation all over again...and again. 

All of this on top of working full-time and running my business on the side. To 
say that I'm worn out and overwhelmed is an understatement. My personal time or time 
to spend with friends is nonexistent. I haven't had a vacation in years. Eliot and I 
escape for a few hours in Santa Barbara about twice a year and that is the extent of any 
vacations I have. 

I am not writing this to complain. I have chosen to take responsibility for Mother 
out of love for her. But now I have to recognize that I can't handle this any more. I'm 
writing to all of you in hopes of getting a consensus that this is the best thing to do. If 
you do not agree with me, then I really need you to take over the things I have been 
doing for her. If you don't believe that the three of you together can take care of her, 
then you can't possibly think I am capable of doing so alone. You have all been very 
caring and responsive since she was hospitalized and that is much appreciated. No 
matter what I decide, it will necessitate more help from all of you. If we put her in a 
facility, it will probably take some time to find a place and make arrangements - there 
may be a waiting list, for instance. In the meantime, we will all have to be available to 
share the responsibilities. If you disagree with me, please plan among yourselves how 
you will take over the many chores I have been doing myself all this time. To put it 
succinctly, I am just totally worn out. I can't do this any more. 

No matter what, home care or care in a facility is going to cost more per month 
than Mom's monthly income. For a long time, she has been holding money for all of us 
in CD's. I have had to stop her from giving her money away on many occasions, 
knowing that the time may come when we would have to use some of it for her care. 
The time has come. I will need to transfer some money from each of the CD's to pay 
her bills and I want you to all be aware of this. I will do so on an equal basis so each of 
us has a share in her expenses as needed. At such time as she is moved into a facility, 

I will make arrangements to rent out the condo so whatever income there is from that 
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could help with the expenses. 

From what I learned last time I checked into senior facilities, the cost will 
probably be in the range of $6,000 per month. Based on the list of home caregiver 
agencies I was given by the hospital, the range of prices is from $9 per hour to $15+ 
per hour. I would assume that the cheapest ones would be people who do not speak 
English or have too heavy an accent or are less reliable. Based on an average of $12 
per hour, for two people to share 6:00 P.M. to 7:00 A.M. (Josephine usually can be there 
from 7:00 A.M. to 6:00 P.M.), it would be $156 per day x 7 days = $1,092 per week x 52 = 
$56,784 per year, assuming we could find two qualified people for as little as $12 per 
hour. But this doesn't include someone for weekend daytime and I have not computed 
Josephine's pay into the mix. Either way it is going to be very expensive obviously, but 
the senior facility would be less stressful for all of you as it would not entail being 
employers, supervising, making sure all times are always covered in case someone is 
unable to work, etc. 

Of course, if any of you want to move Mother into your home and take care of 
her 24/7, that would be fine too, and her expenses could be paid in the same manner as 
above. 

Obviously if there is money left over from the contributions from the CD's, it will 
ultimately be returned to you. 

I'll look forward to hearing your responses sooner than later. 


Love, 

Emma/Mom 

Besides the email, Emma made some phone calls to get the family to pitch in and take 
turns babysitting Frances. Her son said he would stay tonight, and her brother said he’d stay 
Sunday night, and her daughter said she’d stay Monday night. Frances’ maid took Saturday 
and stayed until Ephrim arrived. Emma and I will take Sunday during the day. 

10/30/05- Age 62 

We relieved Ephrim around 10:30 this morning, and spent the day with Frances. It 
could have been worse. We kept her occupied reading the Sunday Times. Emma put ice 
packs on Frances’ knees a few times, to cut down on the arthritis pain she’s been complaining 
about for a long time now. 

We were told by Ephrim that Rhonda was staying tonight, because Edmond switched 
with her. Emma said it would be nice to be kept informed as to what was going on. Emma is a 
bit frazzled. But she does have a point. Someone has to be in charge. She called her brother 
to make sure he was coming on Monday night. He is a flake. He was absent from the family 
when his father died, and didn’t help Emma or his mother at all over the years. Emma is 
concerned that he’s going to pull that again. If so, he’s terminally stupid. If he’s helpful, Emma 
might actually give him some of the money from the sale of the condo, but if he’s no help, he’s 
not going to get anything. And he knows this. Time will tell. 

Frances had a few moments of lucidity. She became aware that she, because of her 
illness, was causing people problems. She said that she had a lot of friends at her 
Synagogue, and that they would be happy to help her. She and her husband were among the 
founders of the now prosperous temple over 50 years ago. She is on the board of directors. 
She is very well liked. She does have many friends there. I suggested to Emma later, out of 
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Frances hearing, that contacting the Temple might be a good idea. Not to get people to help 
baby-sit, but to help find a home for Frances. Some members must be influential when it 
comes to such matters. 

I got an email from Advanced Microdivices, one of the companies I recently sent 
samples of my 3D to, asking me to email them the date I sent the samples to them. I think this 
has something to do with their verifying that I am who I say I am. I don’t really know. They did 
say that they wanted to make sure that there weren’t issues of confidentially involved. 

I started looking through the shopping bag I put invention-art-tax related receipts in. I 
found the FedEx receipts for all the other companies, but not AMD. I sent them an email 
explaining that I am a typical scattered-brained artist, and couldn’t find the receipt, but did 
have the letter I sent, and gave them that date, and hope that it’s the same date that I sent 
them the samples. I also assured them there aren’t any issues of confidentially, since the 
patent application has been “published” by the U.S. patent office. I hope this will be good 
enough for them. 

10/31/05- Age 62 

I got an email from AMD which said, “This is perfect. Thanks.” Well, at least someone 
or someones will look at my samples. 

11/3/05- Age 62 

It was our turn to baby-sit for Frances. The woman who spent the night, a friend of 
Rhonda’s, had to leave at 6:30 in the morning, so we got up at the ungodly hour of 5:30, and 
got there on time. 

Two days ago Emma made an appointment with a home that is highly recommended 
by some of the doctors she knows. Frances stayed there for a few months in 1994 after the 
Northridge earthquake, while her condo and the building were being fixed. She loved it then. 
Two women are supposed to come over and check Frances out to see if she is suitable for 
the home. 

They arrived when they said they would, and they loved Frances. Emma gave them a 
check from Frances’ checking account for $2500. The home will cost about $4500 a month. 
Thank Emma she didn’t let Frances give away her money. After the women left Frances saw 
the brochure they left. She suddenly remembered the place. She got excited about the 
“adventure” she was going to have. I drove the few blocks to the home and picked up medical 
forms they needed filled out, and then drove to the doctor and delivered them. The last time 
he had to fill out this form, it took him three weeks, with the prodding of the doctor Emma 
works for, to answer questions like, “Can she bathe herself?” Emma called him and spoke to 
his office manager, who is his sister, and begged her to see to it that the medical forms be 
filled out immediately. This is the same asshole doctor who changed Frances’ heart medicine 
a week before her heart attack, and who didn’t show up at the hospital for an entire day to 
release Frances. 

We were supposed to be relieved by an adult babysitter company at six tonight. The 
babysitter company fucked up and it took three phone calls to finally get someone over to 
relieve us around eight. It has been a long day. We got home and had some bagels and 
cream cheese, because that’s all we had the strength to make and eat. We went to sleep 
around nine. 

But I did take the time to open the letter in our mailbox from Kodak. It was from a 
woman I had briefly corresponded with in the past. It said Kodak had no commercial interest 
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in my invention. I got the thought that they may be working on their own 3D. 

11/4/05- Age 62 

The doctor hasn’t finished filling out the form. If we lose the room that is open then I 
think we’ll turn the matter over to one of Emma’s lawyer friends, and make the asshole’s life 
interesting. 

11/06/05- Age 62 

We moved Frances into the home. She was happy when we left for it, she started 
chatting with other “residents” as soon as she got there, but then was very unhappy with 
Emma and me when we left about 7 hours later. Before we left we had lunch with her in the 
very nice dining room. 

We met Hugo, no, not Eliot’s Hugo, but the head chef Hugo, when we were about to 
leave. He seemed very nice, as does everyone who works at this place. Emma mentioned 
that she had trouble cutting the chicken for Frances, because the knives were so dull. (Kinda 
like butter knives, so no one could hurt themselves. Or maybe take a sharp knife to their room 
and kill themselves?) Hugo told her that someone would cut Frances’ food for her if she 
needed that done. 

11/07/05- Age 62 

A man named Bill from Adult Protective Services called. He said someone had made a 
complaint about Frances care. He explained that he couldn’t tell me who complained, and 
said that he was aware of a previous case that was closed. Still, he asked questions about 
Frances’ health and well-being. I told him she has just moved to Pacific Vistas, and that it’s a 
lovely place. He said he’d have to go and check up on her. 

I called Emma and told her. She got upset. We put our heads together and decided 
that a schizophrenic woman who lived down the hall from where Frances used to live, and 
who doesn’t take her pills, probably called and said we drove Frances out to the desert and 
left her there, or something. 

11/08/05- Age 62 

Emma called the “home” and asked how Frances is doing. She was told Frances was 
in an exercise class, which consists mostly of sitting in a chair and waving her arms. Which I 
suppose is exercise if you’re 95. 

Emma asked if there was any more information about the person from Adult Protective 
Services. She was told by the Administer that the man said he couldn’t tell her who called, but 
that it was someone who lived in Frances’ building. This reinforced Emma’s belief that it might 
be a schizophrenic former neighbor. Maybe she was the one who called the first time, too. Or 
not. 

We picked up some medicine for Frances on the way to see her tonight, and also got 
her phone for the hard of hearing from her condo. When we got to the home, Frances 
recognized us, and wanted to know how our trip to Europe was. She decided we were in 
Europe because we hadn’t been to see her for so long. (Two days!) 


11/09/05- Age 62 
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Rhonda called Emma at work. She was crying. She said that Frances was abusive, 
yelling and saying hurtful things, and saying that she was going to kill herself. You see, 
Frances was supposed to go to the “sisterhood” monthly meeting today at her temple. 

Rhonda was supposed to take her. But it’s raining, and Frances’ doctor told Emma a long time 
ago not to let Frances go out in the rain. I suppose he’s worried about her getting wet and 
coming down with a cold. A cold in someone her age could be deadly, I suppose. 

Emma told me that while Rhonda was crying to her, she, Emma, had an evil thought. 
Emma said that now Rhonda knew what it was like to have a family member say nasty things 
to her. Emma said, it’s like “what goes around comes around”. This is the only time I can 
remember Emma telling me of having an “Evil” thought. After all, she is a Saint. I told Emma 
that she should keep in mind that tonight, when we visit Frances, it’ll be her turn. Emma 
groaned, but then said Frances would probably forget about not going to the temple, and 
about yelling at Rhonda. 

11/11/05- Age 62 

When we see Frances at night, after Emma gets off work, she usually seems fine. But 
during the day there are increasingly numerous phone calls from her asking when she is 
going to go home. She sounds desperate. Emma tells her mother when Frances says she 
wants to go home that she is in her new home, and she should go to the exercise class, and 
talk to the other people who live there, and look forward to getting her hair done, or her nails, 
or going to the movie they show at night on a large screen TV, or having a nice lunch... 

This morning Frances called at 7:00 in the morning, the time Emma called her for a few 
years. This is the first morning Frances has called, and said she wants to go home. She 
usually waits until after ten to call. This is beginning to take its toll on Emma. She knows 
Frances has to stay where she is, but Emma is frustrated that she can’t get Frances to 
understand that she can’t take care of herself anymore, and she doesn’t like hearing her 
mother unhappy. 

When Emma got to work she asked the doctor she works for about Frances. He 
suggested Frances see another psychiatrist. He has been her psychiatrist for a few years. He 
wants someone else to take over, because he doesn’t want to have to drive an hour to see 
her, and an hour back in Los Angeles traffic, and he doesn’t want Frances traveling two hours 
round trip to see him and then also spend time with him. A psychiatrist who has an office 
close to where Frances lives will be better for her. 

11/12/05- Age 62 

Last night the radio was on as we started to fall asleep. There was a very short news 
blurb saying that IBM has announced that they have a working flat screen 3D TV, and are 
looking for a company to mass produce it. Emma and I both wondered if IBM’s was based on 
my invention, or some different method. If it is based on mine, and if they filed for a patent 
before I did, then I guess I, technically speaking, didn’t invent it. 

I found it interesting that I didn’t panic or obsess, but was calm after hearing this news. 

I realized that there are just too many possibilities to give thought to. For instance, if IBM’s is 
based on a different system, then some company might get motivated to chat with me. Or if it 
is based on my method, and my patent application was made before theirs... or if theirs was 
filed before mine... 

I did wonder what, if anything, the people at IBM thought when they received the 
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samples and letter I sent them a few weeks ago. If nothing comes of my invention, my only 
“regret” will be that I might not be able to provide for Emma in her old age. That bothers me. 

11/14/06-Age 62 

I woke up an hour earlier than usual. But I didn’t understand what the time on the clock 
meant. I turned on the radio, thinking the alarm wasn’t working right. Emma asked why I 
turned the radio on, because it was still dark outside. It took me some time to realize that I 
must have had some Daffy Ducks on helium while I slept, and my sense of/understanding of 
time was nonexistent. I slowly remembered that this has happened before. 

Emma sends me an email every day she works, just to say she loves me and share 
any news that she thinks is important. She wrote me today that she called the “home” and 
asked how Frances was doing, and was told she was on her way to her room after lunch, and 
that a man from Adult Protective Services was there to check up on her. Emma asked if this 
was usual, and was told it was the first time that the woman she was talking to could 
remember. 

Emma got upset. Whoever was out to hurt her was at it again. When I picked Emma up 
at work I talked to her about this for a while, saying that when the dust settled with Frances, 
we’d see if there was something we could do to make the person, still unknown to us, pay for 
what she (probably a she) did. 

We went to Frances’ condo and gathered some clothes and things, and drove the five 
minutes to to the "home" to deliver them, and chat with Frances. Frances was in bed when we 
got there. She told Emma that she was waiting for her all day, and that she hadn’t seen her 
for a long time. I could see that Emma was upset. Both because of her mother’s deteriorating 
condition, and because her mother didn’t appreciate all that Emma was doing, but instead 
thought badly of her. At least that was my take on things. I told Frances that we had seen her 
almost every day since she moved in to her new home. Frances said, “No, no you haven’t.” I 
told her that we helped her move in, and that we spent the day with her, and that we had 
lunch with her last week. Frances put her head in her hands and said, “I must be going crazy.” 
I told her she wasn’t going crazy (even though she is, sort of), but was just very forgetful. 

I kinda sorta pulled Emma out of the room. Frances wasn’t going to remember we were 
there, so why should Emma be made to feel bad. We drove home in silence. When I pulled 
into the driveway, Emma looked like she was going to cry. I said, in a gentle voice, “Don’t cry.” 
She said she’s finished. I asked if she’d been crying. She said yes. I told her I hadn’t known, 
that it was so dark (Summer is just over and it’s getting dark earlier), and if I had known I 
would have tried to comfort her. 

We went inside, fed the dog, fed the fish in the concrete pond, fed ourselves, and went 
on with our usual routine. But I know that Emma isn’t happy. She keeps thinking about her 
mother when she was a normal, and intelligent and an interesting person. I think it will take a 
few more days for Emma’s usual happiness to return. We’ll see. 

11/15/06 

Emma asked some of Frances’ neighbors for suggestions for renting the condo. They 
all recommended Marilyn, a real estate agent with Coldwell Banker, who has rented many of 
the condos in the building in the past. Today we met with her at the condo, and she gave us 
an idea of how much she thought it would go for, based on a computer printout of similar units 
and what they rent for. Emma signed an agreement, and now it’s up to Marilyn. 
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11/19/05- Age 62 

I had a bad case of diarrhea this morning. I thought it must have been something I ate. 

I looked in the bowl, something I don’t usually do, and it was BRIGHT RED. I was shitting 
blood. This scared me. I told Emma and we went off to Kaiser’s emergency room. Lucky I got 
Kaiser Medical (HMO) a while back. It was good that I had a premonition that since I was 
getting older, something was bound to happen to me, and I’d better have some kind of 
medical insurance. 

Emma was scared. She tried not to show it, but I could tell. We arrived at the 
emergency room, waited about twenty minutes to be seen, and the doctors checked me out. 
They wanted me to stay the night and then have a camera shoved down my throat to my 
stomach, and then up my ass and check me out. They didn’t seem too concerned, like they 
didn’t act like I was about to die. I told them I wanted to go home and be with my wife, and 
that I’d come back for the tests. At least the diarrhea has ended, but there’s still some blood in 
the bowl when I go. 

11/22/05- Age 62 

I starting sending samples off to the CEO’s of gigantic multinational advertising 
agencies. I didn’t get much of a response from the CEO’s of the major corporations I sent 
samples a while ago, but not being good at self promotion, I don’t know what else to do. I’m 
sure many of my readers are laughing at my feeble attempts to get interest in my invention. 

11/23/05- Age 62 

I went to see my doctor at Kaiser. I was supposed to hear from Kaiser about an 
appointment for tests, but didn’t, so I called and made an appointment with Dougie 2. That’s 
what I call him... he’s kinda young looking. They fit me in right away when I told the woman 
on the phone that I was in their emergency room a few days ago and need to see my doctor. 
Emma insisted on taking off from work to go with me. Nothing much happened, but Dougie 2 
didn’t think it was anything serious. He wanted me to have the test, the one where they shove 
a camera down my throat and have a look at my stomach. I told him that another doctor said 
that if my bottom was bloody, then the problem was probably lower, so I wanted the lower end 
done too. He said okay, and he’d notify the appropriate folks, and I’d hear from them. 

11/24/05- Age 62 

Rhonda called at 8:00. She was checking on us. Frances called her and told her that 
someone who works at the home told her that Emma and I were dead. Emma assured 
Rhonda that we were alive. (I wonder if Rhonda thought, “Maybe, just maybe, HE’S dead. 
Maybe they are both dead and there is an inheritance.) 

Frances called soon thereafter. Today’s the worst she’s been. Completely out of it. 
Emma and I went over to see her a few hours later. Frances wasn’t sure who Emma was, and 
didn’t know who I was. She was about to leave her room with her handbag and a small 
shopping bag. Emma asked her where she thought she was going. Frances said, “Home”. 
Emma told her she was at home. Frances asked me to leave because she didn’t want to talk 
about personal things with a stranger. I did. Gladly. 

Rhonda is supposed to bring Frances over to her house for an after-Thanksgiving 
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turkey meal. I don’t think this is a great idea. What if Frances refuses to go back to the home? 
What if Rhonda takes Frances back to the condo “just for a minute”, and then can't get 
Frances to leave? God, things could get awful. 

I told Emma we should leave town tomorrow. Just get away. If things went wrong with 
Frances tomorrow, we wouldn’t be around to clean up the mess. Emma agreed that sounded 
like a plan. I told her we still had $89 left in the desk draw we leave cash in, from the hundred 
dollars we took to lose at an Indian casino a while back. I suggested we go again, or to a 
different one, lose the remaining money, have a meal, and keep the cell phone off. Emma 
liked that thought. Okay, tomorrow we’re going to have a mental health day. 

11/25/05- Age 62 

Well, it took 4.5 hours to get to a different Indian gambling casino, which was about 2.5 
hours longer than to the other one. Maybe it was because it was the day after Thanksgiving, 
and a lot of people were out and about. Anyway, we were a bit tired when we got there. 

We spent all of 1.5 hours gambling. We played some slot machines for a while, but 
when one cheated us out of $3, we switched to roulette. Keep in mind that these are 
computerized games, and money doesn’t drop into a tray, or chips aren’t exchanged. So, one 
minute the machine shows you have $3, or whatever, and then, before playing again, all of a 
sudden it shows you have nothing. We were doing okay at roulette, basically breaking even, 
and then switched from $1 bets to $5 bets, played two of them, lost $10, and decided to 
leave. The roulette game cheated us out of two dollars, so the casino made $5 on us which 
they shouldn’t have. We lost, all together, $15, plus the $30 for our supper and tip, and gas to 
the casino. 

When we got home there was only one telephone message. It was from Emma’s aunt, 
Frances’ sister, who is about 90. She said she talked to Frances, and the conversation was 
very confusing, and would Emma call her. Well, at least there wasn’t a message from Rhonda 
telling us about some horror. 

11/26/05- Age 62 

I heard from Kaiser about having my guts checked out. I was given detailed 
instructions for what I was to do in preparation, including not eating for 24 hours before the 
procedure, taking milk of magnesia four hours before the procedure, and giving myself two ! 
enemas two hours before. Since the appointment is for 8:30 in the morning, I’ll have to get up 
and get going at 4:30. They also told me I’d be a bit out of it afterwards because of the drugs 
they’d give me so I wouldn’t feel anything, so I would need someone to drive me home. 

Emma is going to be my driver, naturally. 

11/27/05- Age 62 

I sent off six boxes containing samples of my 3D invention to a bunch of super huge 
advertising agencies- JWT Worldwide, JWT Los Angeles, BBDO West, Leo Burnett Chicago, 
and two others which I’ve forgotten... getting old, memory going. I doubt I’ll hear back from 
them, since advertising agencies are as snotty, and impolite, as art galleries are. 

11/28/05- Age 62 

Marilyn, the rental lady, called and told us she had a man and his girlfriend interested in 
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leasing the condo. She wants us to meet with him, and with her, in a few days. Okay. 

11/29/05- Age 62 

The nice folks at Kaiser gave me some wrong information about the preparation. They 
told me how to prepare for one kind of test, but not the one they wanted to give me. They 
could check out my stomach, and some of my intestines, but not all of them. I’ll have to come 
back a second time for that. Shit! (Literally.) The doctor did find a “polyp” in my stomach, a 
really really small growth, which he removed, and they’ll let me know if I’m dying of Cancer 
when they get around to it. He didn’t think it was anything serious. He told this to me and 
Emma, who was sitting by my bed when I woke up, but I didn’t remember his saying this 
because I was still coming off the drugs they gave me. You see, I was on some drugs that put 
me out and it took a few hours to fully get back to normal. Part of the effects of the drugs is a 
bit of amnesia, so Emma had to tell me what I heard but didn’t remember hearing. This 
freaked Emma a bit, because she told me later that talking to me was like talking to her 
mother. 

Anyway, the hospital is supposed to contact me for a redo of my intestine test. I just 
can’t wait. 

11/30/06-Age 62 

We met with the prospective tenant. He’s an Iranian with an unpronounceable name, 
and he told us he’s a diamond merchant. He went on to tell how much money he lost this 
year. He said he had a few hundred thousand dollars worth of diamonds pick-pocketed at an 
airport, on his way to a diamond trade show or something like that. I thought it rather odd to 
tell someone how much less he’s worth, when most people try to impress others with how 
much they are worth. He said he wanted some of the furniture, but most of it had to go before 
he moved in. 

After he and his beautiful girlfriend left, Marilyn told us that he had very good credit, so 
Emma thought she should go ahead and lease it to him for the $2,000 a month Marilyn told 
him we wanted. Interestingly, he didn’t try to negotiate with us. He wanted a two year lease 
and the $2,000 was fine with him. Emma told Marilyn to go ahead and put the deal together. 

12/07/05- Age 62 

Emma’s mother called around three this morning. She wanted to know, now that she 
wasn’t living in her home, where she was going to go to school when school started. Emma 
told her she stopped going to school a very long time ago. Frances said she had to go to 
school, and wanted to know where it was located. 

Emma also told her mother to stop calling in the middle of the night. Frances asked 
how she was supposed to know it was the middle of the night. Emma suggested she look at 
the clock, and out the window. When it’s dark outside, Emma said, it’s night. “Oh,” Frances 
said, “You didn’t tell me”. (Except for the phone ringing at 3:00 in the morning, I have 
sympathy for Frances’ confusion about time, since my Daffy Ducks on helium sometimes wipe 
out my ability to understand time.) When Emma told me about this conversation, I told her 
that if I ever got like Frances, she is to shoot me. Emma said if she ever gets like her mother, 
I’m to shoot her. 

I told Emma that her recent gain in weight, even though she’s watching every mouthful 
of food, has to be caused by the stress of all this. It has to be. 
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12/5/05-Age 62 

Marilyn called and told Emma that the diamond merchant would drop by the condo 
tomorrow and meet with her and sign the lease and give her a cashier’s check for the first 
month’s rent and a security deposit. Then we’d have to sign the lease, but we wouldn’t have 
to do it at the same time he did. 

12/6/05-Age 62 

Marilyn called and said the guy didn’t show up, which pissed her off because she 
wasted a few hours waiting for him. She finally got him on the phone and he said he’d meet 
with her next week. 

12/08/05- Age 62 

We successfully moved some of Frances furniture to her new “home”. The move went 
well. The movers showed up on time, were efficient, and pleasant. When Frances saw her 
furniture, which she owned for about 40 years, she didn’t recognize it. She asked Emma 
where she bought them, and how much she spent. I had told Emma I didn’t think Frances 
would recognize her furniture, and unfortunately, I was right. The move cost $209 of Frances’ 
money, along with the $20 tip I gave the two drivers to split. They seemed appreciative. 

When we were about ready to leave the condo and lead the movers to Frances’ home, 
Rhonda showed up, with three men, none of whom looked like professional movers. Emma 
had told Rhonda that she had to take whatever she wanted from her grandmother’s condo by 
today, because a man was coming to sign the lease, and the place had to be cleaned out. 
Rhonda went ballistic and told Emma that she was given a “ridiculously short” period of time 
to take the things she wanted. Emma suggested that she rent a truck and get some friends 
and load the truck with what she wants. Rhonda took Emma’s advice and rented a truck and 
got some friends to help. She was preparing to take a lot of furniture when we left. Emma and 
I don’t know where she is going to put it all. Thinking the worst of her, I suppose she’ll keep 
some of it, and sell the rest, thus depriving, in her mind, Emma getting some money, since the 
furniture would be Emma’s, as stated in Frances’ Will. 

Regardless of her motivations, and what she is actually going to do with the furniture, 
Emma and I are very happy she’s taking furniture. That means there is less for us to dispose 
of. (Yeah, I know, “Never end a sentence with a preposition”.) And if Rhonda is going to sell 
some or all of it, Emma thinks that’s going to be on Rhonda’s conscience, if she has one, 
which she doesn't. 

12/13/05- Age 62 

Emma had called and told Rhonda that she had to leave her set of keys for the condo 
by the kitchen sink by today, since the condo was about to be rented and the new tenant 
wanted a few sets of keys, and he didn’t want any floating around with people he didn’t know. 
Perfectly reasonable. She also told Rhonda that if there was still furniture and things she 
wanted, they’d have to be gone by today, because the condo had to be empty, except for a 
few things the new tenant said he wanted. 

We got to the condo and the keys weren’t there, but much of the furniture and things 
Rhonda said she wanted were. Emma called Rhonda and told her she’d better get over now! I 
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haven’t seen this assertive side of Emma in all the years I’ve been with her, except for when 
she finally got Frances' doctor to come to the hospital and sign papers to release Frances. 
About forty-five minutes later Rhonda materialized. She brought up to the condo two large 
shopping carts which are left in the garage, so people can unload their groceries and put 
them in a cart and take the cart in the elevator to their unit. Rhonda started filling the carts up 
with everything and anything in reach. Flower pots with flowers, figurines, lamps, silverware, 
and on and on. Emma and I suspect that she’s going to sell most of this stuff on eBay. That’s 
okay. At least the unit will be cleaned out, or pretty much so, and so there will be less for 
Emma and me to do. Rhonda made two trips with the shopping carts to her SUV. I don’t know 
how she is getting all that stuff in it. Emma and I had already taken the things Emma wanted, 
and so there wasn’t all that much for us to do. 

I wasn’t paying attention until, well, ummm, I looked up and saw Emma and Rhonda 
standing about a foot apart, and they were screaming at each other. I mean, Emma was 
screaming! In the twelve plus years I’ve been with her, I’ve never heard her raise her voice. 
Honest. I don’t know what they were screaming about. I was in shock. My Saint Emma 
screaming?! Then Rhonda took both her hands and put them on Emma’s shoulders and 
shoved her mother hard. Emma took about two steps back. Emma shouted, “Rhonda, get 
control of yourself”! Then Emma said, “Now you know why I disinherited you”. Rhonda walked 
around Emma and up to me. She ordered me out of her way. I calmly (surprisingly for me) 
told her to walk around me. There was plenty of room to do that. Rhonda, who’s about my 
height and weighs a bit more than me, crouched a bit and put her shoulder into me, and 
shoved me out of the way. She threw more stuff into the two shopping carts, and took them 
down to her car. 

I went over to Emma and asked if she was alright. Emma was shaken. She was okay, 
but upset. I went down to the garage, to make sure she didn’t leave without giving us the 
keys. Mort, her wimp husband, was down there putting stuff into the car. He saw me and 
walked over, almost sheepishly, and handed me the keys. I didn’t say anything to him. I just 
turned and went back upstairs to Emma. I thought about how much Rhonda reminds me of 
Maude. 

10/5/06-Age 62 

Emma heard from Anna, the woman from Adult Protective Services, who told her that 
everything seemed just fine, and that she enjoyed talking to Frances, and that the condo was 
clean and that there was plenty of food in the fridge, so she was going to mark the file 
“closed”. That was good to hear. 

I didn’t hear back about another company that sold the 3D lenses I needed. Maybe the 
company I buy from doesn’t want to send me to the competition. So I went through my AOL 
favorite places and found a company that did sell them. Well, used to, as it turns out. They let 
me know that they only made them to order, with a minimum order of 5,000 pounds. I didn’t 
ask how much that would cost, ‘cause it would be more than I could use in the next eleven 
lifetimes, and I’d have to find a temperature controlled storage place/warehouse... I did some 
looking on Google and came up with a company in China that made even finer lenses. I think 
I’ll email them and see what their minimum order is. This should be a giggle. That asshole 
God. 

12/14/06- Age 62 

Marilyn the real estate lady called and said the diamond merchant showed up, but 
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brought cash instead of a cashier’s check as he was told to do. She told him she wasn’t going 
to take the cash, only a check. I think she’s afraid of being robbed or something. She said he 
said he’d call and make an appointment to come back in a few days with a check. 

12/17/06- Age 62 

Marilyn called and said she didn’t know what to do with the diamond merchant. He kept 
her waiting but didn’t show up to give her a check and sign the lease. Emma told her to get rid 
of him. He has already wasted enough of her time and of ours. We don’t trust him to pay his 
rent on time. He’s a major flake. Marilyn said she agreed, and would start looking for another 
tenant. 

1/6/06-Age 62 

Marilyn called and said she had a woman, who was a friend of a friend, who was 
interested in the condo. She wanted us to remove all the wallpaper and she didn’t want the 
washer and dryer and she wanted us to give her $1,500 for improvements... Emma said we 
weren’t going to redecorate for this woman, and to find someone who wasn’t a princess. Well, 
Emma was more diplomatic than that, but that’s what it amounted to. 

1/9/06-Age 62 

Marilyn called and said she had a newly divorced man who was in the real estate 
business, who wanted to lease the condo for two years and would give us three months rent 
in advance along with a security deposit. The condo is only a few blocks from his office, so he 
can walk to work. He wants to paint the condo and have the drapes cleaned. He’ll pay for 
both. Emma said to go for it, and that it wasn’t necessary for us to meet with the guy. Or we 
could at the lease signing. Marilyn said she’d contact him and tell him it’s a deal. 

1/12/06-Age 62 

I don't know whether to laugh or cry. Honest. Yesterday I heard on a local talk radio 
program a controversy about some guy with a best selling "memoir", thanks to Oprah Winfrey, 
with faked parts. This revelation about his “cheating” will probably increase the books’ sales 
even more. I remember the idiot literary agent years ago who wrote me about this tome, 
saying that it appeared to be an autobiography and that no one would be interested in an 
autobiography unless it was written by someone who was famous. And then, some years 
later, "memoirs" became big, although I didn't know that until recently. 

Anyway, I then remembered that when I first started at Pro Arts, my entering class was 
asked to introduce ourselves and tell something about our goals. I said that I wanted to be the 
first person to do something. The class giggled. Today, I realized my mistake. I should have 
added, "and become rich and famous". 

So, let's see. I'm a failure as an artist, that is, no one, including you, dear reader, gives 
a damn about my art. The art gallery people say, "No one works like you, so I don't know if 
this stuff will sell". But I remember my friend Jim calling in 1995 and telling me he had a heavy 
duty art collector over at his studio looking at his paintings who spotted one of my "boxes" 
which I did in the 1970s when I was mostly homeless. The collector stopped looking at Jim’s 
paintings and just wanted to talk about my box, and told Jim that it was the finest example of 
that type of art he had ever seen. (I found out years later that that type of art were being 
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called minimalist plywood boxes.) I didn't know that there was "that type” of art. I'm sure that 
there are some artists who have been proclaimed as geniuses doing things like my boxes, 
who got cushy teaching jobs and whatever. If I only had added "rich and famous...” (See my 
entry of 6/6/74-Age 31, on page 170.) 

And then there was my involvement in digital photography in 1988, before people knew 
what that was. I wrote the first “How To” book on the subject that got published. I made a few 
hundred dollars off of it, but no fame, and then fifteen years later digital photography took off 
and I was once again left behind... 

And that memoir thingie still irks me... 

And then, of course, I was the first to write certain things about sadomasochism in 
scientific journals, which were well received, but which yielded no fame and no money at all. 

And now there is the "patent" which isn't going anywhere at present, since it is still 
collecting dust at the patent office, and I assume won't go anywhere when the patent is 
issued, if it is issued. Like I don't have a history, huh? And I suppose there are other things 
that don't come to mind right now. 

1/13/06 

I did send out about 80 or so book blurbs via the Internet, and then it occurred to me 
that this book is, wellllll, politically incorrect. I mean, I say things about fags and Moslems, and 
I suppose others, which will turn off most of the “literary agents” who get the blurb. And then 
there is that kinky sex stuff. Ummmm... Well, I included the web address for this book in the 
blurb, and at the end of this month I’ll check to see if more people than usual visited the site. If 
not, then the literary agents weren’t interested enough to even look at the site, let alone 
download this ebook. 

1/14/06-Age 62 

We met with Marilyn, and Nick, the soon to be tenant, and Nick and Emma signed the 
lease for the condo. Nick gave Emma a check for about $7,200, which was for a few months 
rent paid in advance and a security deposit. The check would have been for more except 
Marilyn took her fee off the top. Emma and I went over to the bank and she deposited it to 
Frances’ and Emma’s joint checking account. There is plenty of money in it to take care 
Frances, along with her social security check and her deceased husbands government 
pension check which are directly deposited each month. Emma feels good that her mother 
and father arranged things in such a way that she doesn’t have to worry about money for her 
mother. 

1/22/06-Age 62 

Emma and I have had no luck selling Frances’ furniture that Rhonda didn’t take. Avery 
large couch, a king sized mattress, some floor standing lamps, and the like. We tried to give 
the remaining furniture to Good Will type places, but couldn’t find one that would pick the stuff 
up. They wanted us to deliver it. Finally, we did find a thrift store that said they’d pick the 
furniture up. We were donating it to them. We were giving it away. The furniture was nice, but 
not to modern tastes. 

The people came today to pick up the 10 foot couch and the sofa-sleeper and the 
refrigerator and the king size bed frame, but they only took the headboard for the bed. The 
couch was too big for them to get downstairs, the fridge was hooked up to the water for the 
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icemaker and they didn’t want to disconnect it, and the sofa-sleeper was too heavy for the 
three men to take, and, well, we have to get rid of all the stuff they left, somehow. Rhonda 
should have taken more! And Nick wants the condo without furniture, and he’s due to move 
in soon. What to do, what to do. 

I got a summons for jury duty two weeks ago, and I showed up for jury duty at 9:00 this 
morning. Boring. Around 2:00 I, and 78 other people, were sent off to a courtroom where the 
judge told us it was a gang related murder trial, although he phrased it in more neutral terms. 
At 4:00 no one had been selected for the jury, and only 20 people had given answers to 
questions written on a blackboard, telling the lawyers what area of the city they lived in, their 
marital status, etc., but the lawyers didn’t have a chance to ask anyone questions. I’ll be back 
tomorrow and maybe there will be some progress in selecting the jury. 

The judge told us that the case should take two weeks, and I’m not looking forward to 
being on such a long jury. 

1/24/06-Age 62 

There is a God! The lawyers got 12 people and 3 extras they liked before they got 
around to asking me questions, and I, along with about thirty others, were sent home. Yea! 

1/25/06-Age 62 

I made one heck of an art piece today. Like most of my art, it’s difficult to describe, 
since you’ve not seen anything like it before. Regardless, it’s one of my three dimensional 
abstract computer paintings, but I’ve figured out how to make the 3D image constantly 
change, so different parts appear to move across the picture area, while other areas remain 
still, as you, the viewer, stand still. Amoving 3D abstract painting. Golly Gee Whiz. It’s really 
neat. 

1/31/06-Age 62 

I got an email from a gallery that specializes in digital art. They must have found me 
from one of my numerous mailings over the past few years. They said they’d be happy to see 
samples of my 3D art. 

2/2/06- Age 62 

I sent the gallery three samples, all of which are my best. The only problem is that the 
gallery is only open Wed-Sat between 12 and 5, and I wonder if Fed Ex can deliver to them 
within that window. 

4/28/06-Age 62 

Today we received a large envelope from my patent attorneys in the mail. It seems that 
someone beat me to the patent office. By a few years. Denis sent me the information sent to 
him from the patent office, which included the reasons for rejection and two patents which the 
patent office examiner thought were the same as mine. Denis wanted me to read the patents 
and tell him if I found reasons for appeal. He was also looking for reasons for appeal, but he 
figured that since it was my patent, maybe I knew some things that should be brought to his 
attention. 
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I read the material, decided that one wasn’t the same as mine, but the other was. I told 
Emma that I guess I wasn’t gonna have a patent. Emma was very sad. She was sadder than 
me. She said she wanted me to have a piece of paper saying that I invented something. I told 
her that apparently I didn’t, since my patent application was sorta identical to someone else’s. 
Emma said that since I didn’t know of the other patent, I still invented something. She’s such 
a dear. Really. 

I emailed Denis and told him that unless he could come up with something, I was 
willing to concede that I wasn’t the first with this idea. I also told him that Emma and I were 
worried that our very expensive lawyers would put us into bankruptcy if they spent too much 
time looking for something to base an objection on. I told him that I thought Emma and I 
should cut our losses. I asked him to let me know what he thought. 

What I think is that my expensive law firm should have checked to see if there 
was a patent for my process before taking our money. What do you think? 

Like Emma and I don’t have enough shit happening with Frances and her family and... 
Well, I find it interesting that I’m not all that upset by this. I’m not happy, but I’m not 
devastated. 

4/30/06-Age 62 

I told Emma that I wasn’t devastated by the news about the patent rejection. But after a 
few days I realize that being “patent pending” and someday having a patent made me feel like 
I had accomplished something, and now I feel a personal loss. 

5/1/06-Age 62 

The big “illegal aliens have more rights than U.S. citizens march” boycott took place 
today, May 1st. Today, by the way is the major Commie holiday, May Day, you know, “Workers 
of the world unite” and all like that. 

So the Commie backed (along with big business and the Catholic church backed) 
illegal alien protest happened, and the non Mexicans hope there will be another one 
tomorrow. The “march” was supposed to show Americans that we couldn’t function without 
the illegals. What we found out is that life is sooooo much better without them. For example, 
the usual 45 minute drive to take Emma to work took only 22 minutes, and the 60 minute 
drive back home at night took only 35 minutes. The billions of dollars being spent to widen the 
freeways to lessen the god-awful traffic isn’t necessary. Just get rid of the illegals (who are 
driving without licenses and insurance,) is all that’s necessary. And callers to talk-radio shows 
gave other slices of life without the illegals. One said that he understood what the person with 
an American accent said when he went to a fast food place, instead of the really hard to 
understand Mexican accents he usually has to decipher. Regardless of the facts, the folks on 
the TV news told about how the city was shut down. Yeah, right. 

5/7/06- Age 62 

I got a phone call from a New York Lawyer today. Odd, because today is Sunday. He 
wanted to talk to me about Maude. He told me he wasn’t an investigator, but managed to 
track me down on the Internet. Keep in mind that I’m hiding from my New York family, and no 
one knows where I live, or my phone number, which is in Emma’s name. Well, my cousin did 
get my email address, but I haven’t heard from her since I contacted my aunt some time ago. 

The lawyer, whose name is Ken, told me that Maude now had a conservator. She was 
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adjudged mentally incompetent, and some organization was named to take care of her. That 
organization hired him to help protect Maude’s legal rights. He looked through the legal 
papers that the son-of-a-bitch lawyer Polanski filed when he “took care” of my father’s estate. 
Ken said that a lot of things that should have been done weren’t done, and the co-op was still 
in my mother’s name. It was never transferred to my father when she died, and from him to 
Maude, and me, when he died. 

I told Ken that I didn’t know if I wanted to get involved in this matter. I wasn’t going to 
send him any money. I briefly told him that I had a history of giving lawyers money and getting 
nothing in return. I mentioned the problem with the patent, and with a bunch of thieving 
asshole idiot lawyers we got involved with over time. 

Ken told me that the organization taking care of Maude was paying him, and he 
wouldn’t charge me anything. I said, okay fine. As long as I wasn’t going to have to pay for 
anything. Ken also said that he wanted me to be the administrator of the estate, since the 
son-of-a-bitch lawyer Polanski had left a lot of unfinished business that had to be taken care 
of. I told Ken that I lived three thousand miles from New York, and couldn’t handle things. He 
said he’d find me a “mench” for a lawyer who would handle things. (For those of you who 
don’t speak Jewish, a “mench” is a good person/nice guy.) 

5/11/06-Age 62 

When I got home from dropping Emma off at work she called and told me her mother 
was taken to the hospital. I turned around and picked Emma up and drove back across the 
city to the hospital. Frances had been having a bad cough for a few days, and her doctor was 
called by the people at Pacific Vistas, and they were told to give her cough medicine. They 
did. Today they thought she should be hospitalized. The emergency room people say she has 
congestive heart failure (again) and she’ll probably be okay, but they’ll keep her for a few 
days. 

Emma and I spent about four hours with her, and then went home, and Emma called 
her brother and wonderful children and left messages. Emma is holding up okay, but with 
everything that’s been happening lately, she’s under a lot of stress. 

If this wasn’t enough to keep us occupied, our new car with 11,600 miles got sick and 
needed to have major surgery, under warrantee. The dealership has had it for two days and 
now say we can pick it up tonight. More aggravation. 

I don’t know what Emma wants to do tomorrow. Go to work and then see her mother, 
or go see her mother and not go to work, or... 

5/13/06-Age 62 

Frances is still in the hospital. Emma was told that Frances would probably be released 
and sent home today, but now they say it will probably be Monday. 

5/14/06-Age 62 

We got a phone call from the hospital. Frances is being discharged today. We left a few 
minutes later and picked Frances up. I mentioned to the aid who brought Frances to our car in 
a wheelchair that we’d have to get Frances’ walker from her room at Pacific Vistas to get her 
from the car to her room. The aid said Frances has been walking around the hospital without 
a walker. She was once found by the elevators, probably trying to escape. So, I said, 

“Frances has been faking needing a walker all these years”. We all laughed, except for 
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Frances who wasn’t sure what was going on. Emma and I were concerned that Frances 
would be very disoriented when we got her back to her “home”, but she was only confused on 
the short ride back. Once inside, she recognized that she lived there. We told a staff member 
that Frances has been walking without a walker, and she said that she’d get Frances walking 
without one after lunch, which was being served. 

Today is Mother’s Day, and of course neither of Emma’s children called or even sent an 
email. They didn’t call Emma to find out how their grandmother was doing, nor did they call or 
visit the hospital. Nice kids. 

5/15/06-Age 62 

Oh shit, I’m going to be a witness. When I pulled into the parking garage to pick up 
Emma tonight, the parking garage attendant was in a shouting match with some guy a head 
taller than him. They were standing in the middle of the driving lane and I thought it best to 
just sit and wait. The attendant’s back was toward me, so I couldn’t see his hands, but I got 
the impression that he shoved or poked with his fingers the other guy, About a second later, 
the other guy slapped the attendant. The attendant pulled his cell phone out and called, I 
presume, 911. The two shouted at each other for a while, and then the other guy got into his 
car and drove off, leaving a very angry parking attendant. I assume I’ll end up a witness since 
everyone saw me watching them. 

5/16/06-Age 62 

As for being a witness, Emma told me that the police came by her office wanting to talk 
to the doctor she works for. He managed to get involved after-the-fact. He was leaving for the 
day and saw the two men arguing outside the building. He knew the taller man, so he stopped 
driving and tried to calm the two men down. The police wanted to chat with him about what he 
knew, since the parking attendant filed a complaint. The doctor was with a patient so the 
police had a brief chat with Emma and asked her to have the doctor contact them. She 
neglected to mention that her husband was also a witness. Let’s hope that I’ll be left out of 
this minor drama. 

5/23/06-Age 63 

I realize that my attitude about lawyers started to change with the way Denis worked 
with me on the patent. He always responded to my questions immediately, he took the time to 
explain things, and most of all, he could have charged a lot more than he did, but he didn’t. 
Silly me, I started mellowing. Now, with the patent problem, and my thought that Denis should 
have checked to see if there was already a patent, or more than one which I would be 
infringing on, I’m back to sanity- all lawyers are shitheads. As we were falling asleep last 
night, I told Emma that ethics for lawyers is what is or is not legal. If they want to do 
something that is not legal, they try to find a way to make it legal. If it’s legal, it’s good. 

All little kids, when playing, say to each other from time to time, “No Fair!” Those of us 
who are lucky enough not to grow up to be lawyers, base our ethics on what is fair, or not fair. 
What is right and what is wrong. Well, at least most of us. Lawyers lose these concepts. If it’s 
legal, it’s fair, and right. 


5/29/06-Age 63 
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Emma got a phone call from her mother today. Frances didn’t know who Emma was, 
and she said she was unhappy and wished she was dead. Emma gets calls like this regularly. 
She spoke with her mother for a while, and then called the front desk at Pacific Vistas, and 
told the woman womaning the desk to check on Frances, and maybe get her involved in one 
of the activities that seem always to be going on. 

A short time later I noticed Emma was crying. She told me that sometimes she just 
can’t deal with her mother’s illness. Frances often doesn’t know who Emma is, but for 
whatever reason, today this really upset Emma. We chatted for a while, and Emma 
understands that there is nothing she can do about her mother’s illness, but still it hurts. 

6/1/06-Age 63 

Emma’s mom called. Frances said she hates Emma because Emma won’t let her live 
with her. Emma tried to explain that she couldn’t take care of her, she needs to work, she 
can’t spend all her time watching Frances, etc. Frances hung up on Emma. Emma cried. I 
tried to comfort Emma, telling her that her mother isn’t in her right mind. Of course, that didn’t 
make Emma feel any better. Really, no kidding, Emma should have let her mother die when 
she had her first heart attack and Emma got the paramedics to rescue Frances. Everyone, 
including Frances, would be better off. 

6/7/06- Age 63 

Emma and I were listening to the morning radio today, and heard that traitor Bush 2 
talking about the joys and virtues of having tens of millions of illegals coming into our country. 
Emma asked why our elected representatives are so out of touch with what the American 
people want. I said they are all bought and paid for by the Mexicans and others. Emma asked 
why they keep getting reelected. I mentioned to Emma what the now long dead and often 
quoted sociologist Michaels said, among other things: “The Russian people have the 
mentality of slaves. People get the government they deserve.” Emma said she guessed we’re 
not any better than the Russians. I said that the only thing that can help us is a good case of 
“Bird Flu”. Emma asked what good that would do, since the politicians wouldn’t be touched. I 
asked her why? She said that they’d be the first to get the vaccines and inoculations and 
such. Of course, she’s right. I didn’t think of that. 

Emma then casually mentioned that there would be a revolution/civil war sooner or 
later. Or as one of her favorite murder mystery writers, R.D.Robb, puts it, Urban Wars. These 
are supposed to take place around 2020 or so. Nowhere soon enough for me. Maybe a slow 
acting poison could be substituted for the bird flu vaccines the politicians and their families 
get- one that took six months or so to kill 'em. So that all of 'em got their special shots. That 
would save a lot of innocent lives in the coming civil war or whatever it’ll/they’ll be called. Or, 
maybe when the Urban Wars take place, the politicians who got us into this horrible mess, 
along with their families, will be hunted down and strung up. Well, we all have our fantasies, 
don’t we? It won’t matter to me, I plan on being long dead by then. It’s you, my younger 
readers, who’ll have to deal with this mess. Emma and I have our own “mess” to deal with 
now. 

A repeating thought that enters my head from time to time is that I don’t think that the 
generation of American’s who fought WW II would allow this mess to happen. They’d have 
strung up the politicians by now. (For you young'un readers, WW II is World War 2.) Our 
present generations, through the combined efforts of the Commies and the man-hating- 
women, have successfully pussyfied (read that deballed) American men. So the Commie 
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politicians feel safe. If the peace loving Moslems take over, the man-hating-women will want 
the deballed men to protect them from having their clits cut off. Good luck. 

6/12/06-Age 63 

This morning while pulling out of our driveway on our way to Emma’s work, I noticed 
water gushing from what looked like a broken sprinkler pipe. No problem, ‘cause the gardener 
comes today, and he’ll fix it. 

Well, there is a problem. It’s not a sprinkler pipe, but the pipe from the city water main 
into our house. And it’s broken under the sidewalk. I called Emma and gave her the number of 
a plumber I found in the yellow pages. She called him and was told that the earliest he could 
be there was 4:00 this afternoon. 

I waited until 4:30, about the time I leave to pick Emma up, called her and asked her to 
check with the plumber. She called back in a few minutes and said he was on the freeway, so 
far away in Los Angeles traffic that she canceled. I picked her up and suggested she call the 
water department and ask them to shut off the water from the main. When we got home it was 
to a home with no running water. Kind of like camping. 

Emma Googled plumbers in our area and we decided on Mike Diamond, who runs ads 
on TV and radio, so maybe, just maybe, his people aren’t flakes. The earliest appointment 
they can make is in two days. Okay, we’ll camp for a few days. I think with the moving of the 
concrete slab part of the sidewalk which will have to be done, fixing the problem, and then 
moving the slab back and turning the water back on, it’s gonna be expensive. 

6/13/06-Age 63 

And today the breaks on our twelve year old Nissan made a grinding sound, so Emma 
is going to call the mechanic and make an appointment for a break job. And then the garage 
door at our house broke (again). At least it broke in the open position. We’ll put off seeing to 
that for a while. And this afternoon I take Emma to the doctor to check on a not normal looking 
“age spot” on her hand. Since everything seems to be falling apart around us, I am a bit 
worried about the trip to the doctor. 

6/14/06-Age 63 

The doctor told Emma the not normal looking age spot was nothing to worry about, but 
he did remove a small mole on Emma’s upper lip. We won’t know if it’s a cancer until next 
week. I asked him if it were, what would be done about it. He said not to loose sleep about it. 

I spent about eight hours today watching one and sometimes two plumbers work on 
our broken pipe. I’m embarrassed to tell you that I agreed to the $4,300 fee for fixing it. True, 
it was a lot of work, but not $4,300 worth. Last year when the same pipe broke at about the 
same place, a different plumber said that to fix it right, instead of just patch it, would cost 
$3,000. So at most, we were probably ripped off for $1,300. Or, both plumbers are thieves. 
Anyway, Emma and I thought it would be nice to have running water in the house. We had a 
problem, and if we kept calling plumbers who couldn’t come for a day or two, we might spend 
a week without water until we found a plumber who would charge what we considered a fair 
price. So, we threw money at the problem. Anyway, the job isn’t finished, so we still don’t have 
water, but we should tomorrow morning. Keep your fingers crossed. We will. 


6/15/06-Age 63 
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The plumbers just finished. We have water! It’s so neat. If you don’t have water, get it. 
Really! No kidding! 

6/24/06- age 63 

Emma and I went to Emma’s and Norman’s wedding tonight. The newly minted doctor 
finally got around to officially proposing. He took her to a Persian wholesale jeweler known to 
his family, and bought her a $6,000 engagement ring. It’s a rock. I’m afraid that someone is 
going to chop her finger off to get it. 

The wedding was for 750 people, and cost $150 a head. You do the math. Maybe 
that’s why there aren’t any divorces in the Persian Jewish community in Los Angeles. Of 
course, the bride looked beautiful, and the groom handsome. 

6/25/06- age 63 

When I woke up this morning a big fireman was standing over me. He said, “Mister, 
you’re really strong.” He then gave me a smile and walked out of what I gradually began to 
understand was a hospital emergency room. I gradually remembered a dream I was having in 
which I was at the RKO Kenmore, a movie theater located near the corner of Flatbush and 
Church avenue in Brooklyn N.Y., near where I had the chat with Big Buddy about Nadine. I 
remember in the dream calling for help, and asking why no one was helping me. In the dream 
I heard muffled voices saying something like they were helping me, but I didn’t feel any help, 
so I kept asking for help. 

A few minutes later Emma came into the hospital emergency room. She stood by the 
stretcher/gurney/whatever. I wasn’t worried about anything, like why I seemed to be in an 
emergency room of a hospital, because I wasn’t fully awake. I recognized Emma and of 
course was happy to see her. I was a bit confused. I didn’t know if I was in New York or Los 
Angeles. I thought for a while and remembered our address. But didn’t know where it was, 
didn’t know how to get to it. I asked Emma questions and she patiently answered them. With 
her help I gradually oriented myself. 

Finally, I got around to asking what happened. She told me that I started shaking in bed 
around 5:30 in the morning, and that she thought there was an earthquake taking place under 
the bed. She tried to wake me but couldn’t. Emma called 911 and the ambulance and fire 
truck arrived. Emma told me that she had to lock up our dog Lucy to keep her out of their way. 
The paramedics and firemen asked Emma the standard question that are asked in these 
situations, like whether the sick person was drinking or taking drugs. Emma told them I 
wasn’t. They tried with great effort to get me on the stretcher. Emma told me that during my 
convulsions, it took the five firemen and paramedics combined to get me onto the stretcher 
and keep me there. I suppose that’s why the fireman told me I was strong. Apparently I was 
fighting them. Successfully. 

The folks at the hospital ran tests, including a CAT scan of my brain, and told me they 
found an abnormality. (Not news to many of my readers, I’m sure.) They gave me some 
drugs, and when they thought I was stable they had me transferred to the nearby Kaiser 
Permanente hospital, which is the HMO I signed up for a number of months ago because I 
figured I was getting older and something was bound to go wrong with me and I didn’t want to 
end up in County Hospital or some other place where the beds are filled with the bullet ridden 
and knifed up bodies of gang members. I wouldn’t want Emma going into such an area to visit 
me. When the ambulance crew started to move me to their stretcher, I noticed that my wrists 
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were loosely tied to the sides of the hospital’s stretcher. I said to the nurse facing me, “Oh, I 
guess I missed the kinky stuff. She tried, unsuccessfully, to stifle a giggle. 

More tests at Kaiser, including an MRI and another CAT scan, this one of my chest and 
tummy. The MRI does show a brain tumor. Just what kind the neurosurgeon, Dr. Grainey, 
doesn’t know. For the record, he’s a black man, and since black don’t crack, I can’t tell how 
old he is. He looks kinda youngish. Some people are of the belief that a black doctor must be 
really good, since he had numerous hurdles to jump over that most white doctors don’t. I don’t 
know if there is truth to this, but I choose to believe it, cause it is reassuring. 

The doc and I had a chat, in which I asked what would happen if we just left the tumor 
alone. He said that they had already started giving me drugs to control the seizures and lower 
the swelling in my brain caused by the tumor which apparently has to make room for itself, 
which means it pushes against other brain cells, which is probably what caused the 
convulsions/seizures. But eventually these meds would stop working, and of course there are 
side effects I might get from them. 

He also told me that my “Daffy Duck on helium” episodes were probably associated 
with the tumor, but maybe not entirely do to it. Dr, Grainey told me the tumor is located in the 
right Temporal lobe of the brain, which is (roughly) above your right ear, about half way up the 
side of your head. Naturally, he wants to operate and remove the tumor, or as much of it as 
he can. He says it’s close to the surface, which is good, but seems to be made up of two 
different tumors, which isn’t all that unusual. He went through a very long list of possible 
problems that can be caused by the surgery- like bleeding after the surgery is completed that 
may result in death or paralysis, or the loss of short term memory, which would make me into 
Emma’s “Alzheimer’s” like husband. I told the doctor that I’d rather be dead than have a bad 
outcome. He seemed to understand that to me the quality of life is more important than the 
length of life. And the quality includes what I can do for my Saint Emma, and how to minimize 
her pain and burden caused by my illness. 

Because I told him and other doctors that I had a heart attack around 1992, he wants 
my heart checked out before actually doing an operation. So he made an appointment with 
my primary doctor at Kaiser in two days, and he’ll arrange a heart exam. I wonder what I’ll do 
if they tell me I need a quintuple bypass, before I can have the tumor removed. Oh me. 

Listen kiddies, I want Part 6 up on the net before I die, or become a vegetable, or am 
laid up in hospitals for a few months, or lose my long term memory, or my short term memory¬ 
something Dr. Grainey said was a remote possibility. 

Saint Emma can use some friendly words. If you care, write to her at 
abouteliot@aol.com and maybe put “For Emma” in the subject line. Bye for now, or always. 
Eliot 

6/27/06-Age 63 

This morning Emma left about 20 minutes earlier than we usually do because I can't 
take her in and then drive back home by myself. Because I had a seizure, I've been told by 
my doctors that I'm not allowed to drive, and I'll be getting official word from the Motor Vehicle 
folks soon. When we go in together, we get to take the carpool lane, which sometimes is 
standing still, but does save driving time. It usually takes about 40 minutes when we go 
together, but today it took Emma about 100 minutes driving alone. And then there is the ride 
home. Poor Emma. I feel so powerless to help her. 

I asked Emma to call our health insurance guy, the one who got the Kaiser insurance 
for me. I wondered if there was a maximum amount they would lay out a year, and then bill us 
for the excess. I suppose a brain operation could cost big money, and if they want to muck 
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around with my heart because of my heart attack many years ago that nothing was ever done 
about, well... I could have looked this up in the massive amount of documents Kaiser sent 
me, but I thought it best to have the insurance guy tell us. Emma called this afternoon and 
said she spoke to Mr. Hogsworth or something like that, who said that the maximum amount 
we would be asked to pay is $2,500 a year. Not bad. I feel better about that. I was most 
concerned that I'd end up dead in a short time and Emma would be stuck with massive health 
bills for me, and end up eating dog food and living in a cardboard box somewhere. Really. 

When she got home Emma told me that she had talked to the doctor she works for, 
who told her that from what she said, and the test results she got a printout of and showed 
him, the tumor is still small and seems to have been "caught early". Another psychiatrist who 
works down the hall and who is now Frances' shrink because he also has an office near 
where Frances lives, also gave Emma some advice. 

This doctor has a son who has been fighting cancer for about ten years. He keeps up 
on various cancer treatments. He told Emma that at UCLA they have a "gamma gun" which 
could be beamed at my tumor and irradiate it. He doesn't know if this gamma gun is suitable 
for me, but he thinks it's worth looking into. Tomorrow we have an appointment with my 
primary doctor at Kaiser, and we'll pass this thought by him, and see what the procedure is to 
get a "second opinion" from UCLA. We assume that Kaiser doesn't have this "gamma gun" or 
the neurosurgeon would have mentioned it, I'm sure, even if it was only to tell me it wasn't 
right for me. 

As luck would have it, Emma speaks to the doctors who work with the Gamma Gun at 
UCLA from time to time, because the doctor she works for recommends patients to them. 

Stay tuned. 

6/28/06-Age 63 

Emma took me to Kaiser and I had a chat with the neurosurgeon before seeing Dougie 
2, and asked him about the Gamma gun, which he said was called a Gamma knife. He said 
they'd still have to open my head to find out what kind of a tumor I have, to be able to adjust 
the right amount of radiation, etc. He said he was trained in its use, but basically blew me off 
of that track. He said I had to have a heart workup, and I should arrange that through Dougie 
2 . 

Unfortunately, I did kinda get a bit unsocialized when I had my appointment with 
Dougie 2. You see, I'm not used to being a cog in a machine. I'm either used to seeing a 
private doctor who knows who I am, or seeing no doctor, like I did most of the time I was 
homeless. When I got to see Dougie 2, some nurse asked me to give her a list of my 
medications. This pissed me off. If it doesn't piss you off, then you're used to being asked that 
question, and probably don't fathom why it should upset me. 

Anyway, I growled at the nurse, or whatever she is, and she stomped out of the room. 
Dougie 2 materialized, and told me about the necessary heart workup. I saw myself spending 
a lot of time getting my heart up to their high standards, and I want my head attended to much 
more. Dougie 2 said that they needed to make sure that my heart could stand the stress of 
the operation. I told him that I had "successfully" fought off five big men and my heart was just 
fine, and that I wanted a second opinion about the Gamma knife. 

Well, kiddies, I guess I was out of line in saying these things. Just be passive and let 
them do whatever they decide to do to me. Or that's the way I see it. No appointment was 
made for the heart workup. I think Dougie 2 just wanted me to leave. I'll call tomorrow and see 
about setting it up. I've got to get used to being a cog in a machine. It's not like this is charity 
or something. It costs Emma around $600 a month in payments to Kaiser whether I use their 
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services or not, and I have only been getting high blood pressure and prostate medicine from 
them, without seeing the doctor. I do try to avoid doctors, so I'm not costing them a lot of 
money, well, not up until now I suppose. 

6/29/06-Age 63 

I tried to get the appointment for the heart checkup so I can have my brain operated 
on. No luck. Spoke to three different folks at Kaiser over the past two days, and nothing. I 
don't know if I'm being punished for not being a passive well socialized man and pissing off 
the folks in Dougie 2's department, or if this is what happens when some cog falls out of the 
machine, as I apparently have. I'll try again tomorrow. 

Emma told me once again that people who saw us at Emma's wedding tell her that it's 
obvious how in love we are with each other. She asked how they knew. I told her that maybe 
it's that we stand and sit next to each other, and hold hands a lot, and smile, and that we don't 
go to opposite ends of a room and not look at each other. Emma smiled when I said that. I 
really do love her. I'm most concerned about what will happen to her if I die, or if I become a 
vegetable, or just more of a burden to her than I have been over the years. There is always 
the off off off chance that my art will start to sell some year, and she'll get some money that 
way. 

As part of Emma's work, she talks to pharmaceutical representatives, or as she says, 
drug pushers. One is a woman married to a fireman. She told Emma that they always 
appreciate a thank-you note, or a box of cookies. I wrote the following and hand delivered it to 
the fire station the paramedics were dispatched from. I rang the only bell I could find, next to a 
message "Safe House", which I assume is for women who just gave birth and want to give up 
their newborn. Almost immediately six smartly dressed and scrubbed young firemen 
materialized. They seemed a bit baffled by my lack of a baby in my arms. I handed one an 
envelope and said it was a thank-you note, and that I was sure they'd get it to the proper 
people. It took them a few seconds to understand "Thank-you note", and then they relaxed 
and thanked me for bringing it. I waved and left. The note read: 

Hello, 


This is a brief message of thanks and appreciation to the paramedics and 

firemen who took a call on Sunday, June 25 at about 5:30 AM, to.., North Hills. 

Thanks for coming to my rescue. My wife told me I kinda sorta fought with you guys. I 
don't remember, but I apologize for giving you a hard time. 

I do remember having a dream in which I kept calling for someone to rescue me, 
and I heard muffled voices telling me that they were helping me. 

When I woke up in the emergency room at Northridge hospital, a fireman was 
there, and said to me something like, "You're a strong man". Well, it turns out that my 
strength came from a small brain tumor which I'm having attended to soon. 

Again, sorry for any difficulty I caused you. Thanks for being there. 

Sincerely, 

Eliot Roth 


6/30/06-Age 63 
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I got a call from a man on my brain surgeon's staff, about the heart checkup. He said 
he'd get in touch with cardiology and they would contact me. I told the man that I'd need a 
days notice since I needed to arrange for transportation. He said that wouldn't be a problem. 
My concern is for Emma. Tomorrow, Saturday, is her one day to treat herself- she gets a 
manicure every two weeks, and that makes her feel good. I don't want the heart checkup to 
interfere with that. Really, it's about the only pleasure she gets. I'm getting teary-eyed thinking 
about her. She really is a Saint. (I hope you have someone in your life you care as much 
about. If not, keep looking.) 

7/1/06-Age 63 

Emma had her manicure. She told Cary, her manicurist, about my brain tumor. Cary 
started to laugh. Emma told her "This isn't funny". Cary said, "Yes it is". It turns out that the 
same thing happened to her stepmother two days ago. She's already had surgery, and seems 
to be on the mend. Small world. 

I've been feeling a little "off psychologically. I've explained it to Emma this way: I used 
to have the self image of a patent pending inventor. No more. I am an artist, and doing my art 
is psychologically therapeutic, but I have enough art that needs to be framed (finished) that 
making more doesn't make sense- so I'm an artist who voluntarily isn't doing art for a while, 
which kind of takes away that self image. Because I have been told not to drive because it 
could endanger others (if I went into spasms/convulsions), I can't take care of my Emma the 
way I have been. She has to drive an hour or longer both to and from work, and I can't run 
errands, like doing the marketing, getting her food for supper, picking up from and taking back 
to her client the heavy boxes containing the piles of medical records she works on for our 
home business, etc. I don't know who or what I am, and I feel I'm letting Emma down. She 
doesn't feel that way, but I do. Basically, right now I feel that I am just existing, just breathing, 
with no purpose or abilities. Emma says this is just temporary. I hope so. 

I've been thinking about the tumor. The neurosurgeon thinks it is a fast growing tumor, 
and maybe he's right. But by golly, it's in the "auditory" part of the brain. I've been hearing 
"white noise" in my ears since the mid 1980's, and then there is "Daffy Duck on helium" that's 
been around for five or more years. I think the tumor has been with me for a very long time, 
and having gotten bigger and pushing around and putting pressure on surrounding brain cells, 
it's now causing new problems. I suppose if Kaiser ever gets me back on track and they 
check out my heart and do the operation, I'll find out if there is a change in the "white noise" 
and "Daffy Duck on helium". Okay, okay, I'm going to write it- time will tell. There, that felt 
good! 

7/3/06- Age 63 

I called Kaiser and spoke to the fourth or fifth person about getting the heart check-up 
so I can have my head opened up. I apologized to the woman for being a cog that has lost its 
way. She did tell me that she does have a request for the procedure, but that the cardiologist 
would have to decide when to do it. She didn't know when that would be. She said she'd get 
back to me. 

Frances has called Emma about six times today. If she had something to say, it 
wouldn't be so bad. But she usually doesn't know that Emma is her daughter when they talk. 
The joys of having an Alzheimer's sufferer for a relative. 


7/4/06- Age 63 
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I still haven't been able to make the appointment for a heart check-up to get my head 
cracked open. I've spoken to six people at Kaiser, each one said she'd/he'd look into it. None 
has gotten back to me. 

7/6/06- Age 63 

I spoke to yet another person at Kaiser, who is in the neurosurgery department. She 
called me. I told her my problem with the heart check-up, and she also said she'd look into it. 
The reason she called was to tell me I was scheduled for surgery on 7/12/07. News to me, I 
told her. 

A few hours later, around 2:00 in the afternoon, I got a call from someone in the cardiac 
department, telling me I could come in tomorrow at 9:20. I said sure, fine. I was asked if I had 
had any caffeine today. I told the woman I just finished drinking coffee. She whispered 
something to someone, and then said Okay, but no more caffeine until the test was over. 

7/7/06- Age 63 

Emma drove me to the hospital and waited the three hours the test took. She had the 
presence of mind to bring along one of her murder mystery books, so at least she wasn't 
bored. 

When checking in, I was asked if I had had any caffeine in the last 24 hours, so I 
explained that I had. Then they asked if I had had any chocolate. I admitted that I had. I told 
them they really should have told me in detail what I shouldn't eat. Like maybe also broccoli. 
Anyway, they decided to do the test, but I don't think they liked my attitude- the broccoli 
remark annoyed them. 

The test involved walking on a treadmill for four minutes, being given some drug or 
other, then being given another drug and waiting 25 minutes, then having a series of pictures 
of my heart taken, which took another 20 minutes. I thought of asking the technician, "What, 
no before and after pictures?" No pictures taken before the drugs and exercise? Just the 
'after' pictures?” I didn't ask. 

After the test, I was told that there was an abnormality detected (Duh), and that they 
wanted to take different pictures of my heart, ones not done after exercise. I kinda got a bit 
upset. I told them that I didn't understand why the before the exercise pictures weren't done 
first. I was told that sometimes that is the way it's done, but only when the doctor requests 
that. The (idiot) doctor didn't. Now they want me to come back on Monday for the "before" 
pictures. I told them this check-up is for pre-op brain surgery, and I don't care if I have a 
perfectly working heart (by the time they get finished with me) if I'm paralyzed and a brain 
dead vegetable. I don't know if they understood that. I also told them that I was scheduled for 
an anesthesiology work-up on Monday at 11:15. The heart people "squeezed me in" for an 
appointment at 9:30 for the "before" test, and sort of assured me that I'd be finished in plenty 
of time for the anesthesiology people. 

So, I wasn't given good information regarding caffeine, and the "before" pictures now 
have to be taken "after". Add to this the fact that the technician, when I was doing the 
treadmill test, turned the test off half-way through the test. He turned to another techie in the 
room and said, "Why did I do that? Not thinking." I did have to wait quite a while for part of the 
test. A techie did apologize, telling me that someone was taken before me who should have 
been taken after me. 

And maybe some day, I'm going to have my head opened up by this hospital. 
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Ummmmm. To be honest, I don't know if Kaiser is an average hospital, worse than most, or 
better than most. All I know is that I don't have full confidence in them. 

Today Emma got a call from Pacific Vistas telling her that Frances' legs are very 
swollen, and they called her doctor, who is away on vacation, and that she seems to be 
having slight difficulty breathing again, and that they will keep a close eye on her. I think she's 
going to end up in the hospital again with yet another congestive heart failure attack. So 
maybe Emma is going to have her mother and me in different hospitals at the same time. 

7/9/06- Age 63 

I got an email from Denis today, a Sunday. It said that it is their opinion that a minor 
change to the patent application should fix things and show the patent office the error of their 
ways. I asked how much this would cost and he said about $3,500. I'll have to give this some 
thought, but I think I have enough on my plate for now. What money we have not only goes 
for our bills, but extra is needed for Frances, and then there's the coming brain surgery and 
any expenses involved with that... 

7/10/06-Age 63 

We got up earlier than usual to make sure we weren't late for my appointment to have 
the before picture taken at 9:30. I just wanted to make sure we weren't late, is all. It has taken 
a while to get this far, and I didn't want to blow it. 

We arrived on time, and they didn't keep us waiting too long. The test took about an 
hour, including some "wait" time built into it. At 10:30 we were out of there, and went to the 
anesthesiology department, with plenty of time to make my 11:15 appointment to chat with, or 
whatever, an anesthesiologist. 

It was good that I was early, because I was handed a form to fill out, including writing 
the names of the medications I was taking. I wrote the names of the medications I have been 
prescribed by Kaiser for my various ailments. This really does irk me. This is a big hospital 
complex with loads and loads of computers all over the place. But I've been asked to tell what 
meds I take every time I go to see Dougie 2 or have a test. Why can't they just access them 
on the computer? I've asked, and get no answer. So, I made a list at home and copied it out 
on their form. Then Emma and I sat and waited for my meeting. 

Just at the appointed time, a woman materialized and told me that I needed to go to 
neurosurgery. Something about signing a paper. I said that we had an appointment right now 
with the anesthesiologist whose office was down the hall. I was told - ordered- to go to 
neurosurgery. Emma and I trudged to the neurosurgery department, which was in the same 
building, but quite a walk away. When we got there we told the clerk we were told to see 
someone named Terry, and she told us to have a seat. We did. Ten minutes later I told the 
clerk that I had an appointment with anesthesiologist. A woman materialized and told us that 
the brain doctor wanted to see me to have me sign some kind of a release. She said it would 
be just ten minutes. 

After 40 minutes, I told the clerk that we were very late for the anesthesiologist. She 
recognized that we were leaving. We took the long walk back to anesthesiology, and waited 
for the appointment we were just about to have when we were told to leave. Nothing 
accomplished, except for frustration and sapping Emma and me of energy. 

At about 1:00 Emma and I had a chat with the anesthesiologist. He had a plaque on his 
desk with his name, Kong Ho. Strange name, but easy to remember. Like King Kong and 
Ho/whore. Nothing special, just questions about any meds I'm allergic to, and allergies in 


Page 535 of 637 


general. About a fifteen minute chat. He told us to go back to the anesthesiology main room. 
We did. We were told to wait for a nurse-educator who would tell me what I had to do to 
prepare for the surgery. About 20 minutes later the nurse-educator appeared, and told us that 
the anesthesiologist wanted me to have yet another heart test, this time an EKG. Emma and I 
trudged to that department. 

We didn't have to wait long. Good timing. I was given piece of paper by a clerk in that 
department and told which slot in a wall I should shove it in. Almost as soon as I did, a nurse 
opened a door and ushered me, and the two people ahead of me, in. When we were inside, 
she motioned to a corner of a room and told us to stand there. Really. I mentioned to the other 
two that I was waiting to be stood in a corner by Kaiser, sooner or later. A women who entered 
with me said she, too, was also waiting for that treatment. A few minutes later we were told to 
go into separate small changing rooms, and given instructions. 

About ten minutes later I was told to go into another room, and the test began. A few 
minutes later it was over. I mentioned to the nurse that she seemed to have experience giving 
these tests. She said, "too much experience". I think she's in line for a job change. Her reply 
told me she's a bit burnt out. 

Back to anesthesiology after 2:00. We waited for the nurse to tell me how to prepare 
for the surgery. Again. It's not that we haven't seen her before, it's just that every time we do 
she doesn't take care of business with us, just sends us off somewhere else. When the clerk 
told us we'd have to wait a while, because we were late for my appointment, and I told her 
that I was going nuts, and started slapping the top of my head, rapidly and hard, and I told her 
I had a brain tumor and could go berserk at any moment. That did get her attention. She tried 
to smile and said, "don't do that". (Go berserk I think she meant, not slap my head. Or maybe 
both.) 

We waited a while and saw the nurse-educator, or whatever she is. We had a chat this 
time, but a fast one. She gave me a packet of information to read, and started going through it 
with me and Emma. She then told me I needed to go for a blood test. I had three tricking 
blood tests already today. For the "before" heart pictures. I asked why, and didn't get a 
meaningful answer. She told us where the nearest blood lab was. Another long walk for us. 

We arrived at the lab and stood in a short line for a while. Then the world started to 
come to an end, sort of. The clerks demanded that I give them "my papers". What frigging 
papers? Well, the nurse-educator maybe should have given me something in writing to give to 
them. Don't know. I didn't have to have "papers" for the EKG, at least I don't remember 
bringing any, or for the before test which was done after. By this time, I wasn't thinking all that 
clearly. It was about 3:00, and Emma and I had been shuffling around Kaiser since 9:30, non¬ 
stop except for all the waiting time. Emma and I hadn't had anything to eat or drink. Not even 
water. We spent about five and a half hours being told to wait, go here, go there, and once to 
stand in a corner... 

Now, I didn't have the right "papers". I told them, well, shouted at them, that I wasn't 
given any damn papers, just told to show up and have yet another blood test. This didn't 
satisfy them. Eventually one of the brilliant people put my name or Kaiser ID number into their 
computer, and generated enough information that way to proceed. But I was out of control. I 
told each and every one of them what I thought of them personally, and their intelligence or 
lack thereof, and of Kaiser in general. People told me to calm down. I let 'em know that I have 
had this personality for 63 years, and I wasn't gonna "calm down" because they told me to. 
Shortly later a rather large dyke-ish security officer arrived. Kaiser made a mistake hiring her, 
because she had just the right personality to sort of calm me down. A completely non¬ 
threatening personality. Calm. The opposite of me. I explained that I didn't have any damn 
"papers", that I was told to show up and I did, and that I was eventually handed some 
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computer bar code strips I was holding in my hand, and why the hell wasn't the blood test 
being taken. 

A man appeared who I was told was the supervisor of the department, and he would 
take my blood. Okay, fine. I suppose the others in the department were afraid of me. I did give 
the following a second's thought- I've managed to live 63 years, without ever having "security" 
called on me anywhere, any time, until my wonderful day at Kaiser. 

After my blood was drawn for the fourth time today, we went back to the 
anesthesiology department to finish the chat with the nurse-educator person. While waiting in 
line for the blood test, I glanced at some of the written material she had given me before 
sending me off without papers. Something caught my eye. A statement that no aspirin should 
be taken for two weeks before surgery, and my surgery was scheduled in two days. Aspirin is 
a blood thinner, and I suppose it could cause internal bleeding. And internal bleeding inside a 
head is called (by laymen, not doctors) a stroke, which could paralyze, blind, etc. Well, I've 
been taking aspirin every day by Dougie 2's instructions. And I've taken aspirin every day for 
years and years for headaches. Thinner blood is good for people who have heart attacks, or 
so I am told, which is probably why Dougie 2 told me to take 'em. I thought I should bring this 
fact to the nurse-educator's attention. 

I told her. The world did come to an end again. She pointed her finger at me and said, 
"It's all your fault!". She's lucky I didn't rip her finger off and eat it in front of her. What the fuck 
did she mean by that? She continued by saying I didn't put aspirin down on the form I filled 
out a few hours earlier. The form asked what medications I was taking. I listed the prescription 
medicines Kaiser tells me to take. I didn't list aspirin or vitamins or broccoli because I don't 
think of those things as medications. A medicine is something you need a prescription for and 
get at a pharmacy. 

Beside, what the hell difference would it have made if I did put down aspirin a few 
hours before, if I wasn't supposed to take aspirin for the past two weeks? Maybe someone 
should have told me two weeks ago, when the surgery was being scheduled? No? So, how 
the hell is it "all my fault". Arrrrgh! I admit it. I started screaming and the nurse-educator left 
the room. After telling (ordering) me to calm down, and after I told her that I have had this 
personality for 63 years, and I wasn't gonna "calm down" because she told me to. Maybe that 
bit of logic caused her to kinda sorta run out of the room. 

Emma and I sat there in semi silence. I did apologize to Emma for having her involved 
in my mental breakdown. Saint Emma said she understood. Another nurse-educator or 
whatever came into the room. I explained, in little itty bitty words, in a nasty tone of voice I'm 
sure, that my concern was that I just found out that I wasn't supposed to have taken aspirin 
for two weeks before the surgery, which is scheduled in two days, and I wanted my doctor to 
know about this. She said she'd notify the doctor. Emma and I got permission to leave. 

Emma and I finally were at our car, at about 4:30, about 8 hours after arriving to get the 
before picture and chat with the anesthesiologist. My cell phone rang and it was Dr. G himself. 
He asked if we could see him right away. I told him we were at our car in the parking garage, 
and would be at his office in eight minutes. By this time I had an excellent map of Kaiser living 
in my head, along with the time it would take to go from any point to any point. We had waited 
for him for 40 minutes earlier, so I saw us sprinting to see him, and then waiting an hour to 
see him, if we ever did. But I didn't want to be late, and hurried Emma along, at a normal 
walking pace for most people, but kind of a trot for her. 

We arrived at neurosurgery when I said we would. At about 5:00 we saw Dr. G. 
Apparently he didn't want to see me about the aspirin, because he didn't know about the 
aspirin problem. He wanted to have a chat so I could sign the paper (the one I was sent to 
sign many hours before) so I could have the operation as an informed person. He discussed 
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possible problems associated with surgery, like getting HIV-AIDS from a blood transfusion, 
and other pleasantries. I did bring him up to speed about the aspirin problem. He decided that 
for various reasons, we should reschedule the surgery for Saturday, which was four or five 
days away, depending on how one counts. He weighed the possible problems of not doing 
the surgery right away vs. doing the surgery with the aspirin in my cute little body. He thought 
that either way the ramifications were minor, or that's the impression I got. So a compromise 
was made. The surgery is not in two days, but in five. 

Dr. G made an offhand comment that things would have gone smoother if I had done 
what I was told to do about setting up surgery when I was brought into intensive care, or when 
I saw Dougie 2. I didn't know what he was talking about. I said, "I'm not being snotty. I didn't 
realize that I was just a cog in a machine, and now this cog is somehow off track, and may 
never get back onto track". He made a slight nod of his head. 

Dr. G asked if I wanted to see an MRI of my brain. I did. Just a bit unsettling. Of course, 
Dr. G saw a lot more in the pictures than I did, but it was vaguely unpleasant seeing things 
that "just didn't look right". A picture of a brain should be completely symmetrical- what's on 
one side should look just like what is on the other side. That's not the case with my brain. The 
only semi positive thing Dr. G said was that he didn't think I have brain cancer, 'cause he 
didn't see a bunch of things in places where they shouldn't be, just the tumor, which he says 
looks like two different tumors attached to each other end to end, and that's not all that 
unusual. 

Emma and I escaped around 5:30, after eight hours being mistreated at Kaiser. Yea! 

On the way home, Emma asked for my take on Dr. G. I told her that he had a lot of self 
confidence, which is good for someone who cuts open other people's heads and wants to 
keep them alive. Besides that, there is one thing that kind of bothers me. I like him. I'm always 
suspicious of people with a bit more charm than most, and especially if they have charisma, 
since it's a sign of personality disorder. And personality disordered people should be avoided. 
But I just think that Dr. G has a little more charm than is usual, and that's all. A man with self 
confidence and charm. 

At night, Emma woke up with pain in her legs above both knees and she started to cry- 
all that walking, and sometimes fast walking (for her), you know. 

7/11/06-Age 63 

Tonight at dinner at a local restaurant we eat at once a week, Emma told me that she 
told Dr. C, the shrink she works for, about our fun day at Kaiser yesterday. She told him I went 
berserk about the aspirin thingie, and he said, "Of course". That made me feel a bit better. 

7/13/06-Age 63 


Happy Second Anniversary, Emma! 
You deserve better than this. 


7/14/06-Age 63 

I read the package of papers the nurse-educator(s) gave me. I am supposed to call to 
confirm the surgery date and time, the day before, which is today. I called and, surprise 
surprise, I am scheduled for brain surgery tomorrow at 6;30 in the morning. Or at least that's 
when I'm supposed to show up. With my past experience at Kaiser, I may be operated on 
within a day or two of showing up. (I'm still a little bitter, I guess.) 
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I just shaved my beard and mustache which I've had longer than I can remember. Golly 
gee, I look like a friggin turtle. I did this because Dr. G. made a comment that during the 
operation they'd have to put tape and things on my face to keep the tubes and things in place, 
and my facial hair might make it unpleasant for me and difficult for them. He didn't tell me I 
had to shave, just kinda hinted at it. 

If the next you read from me is in Jabber Wakkie, (remember your Alice in 
Wonderland?), there won't be much I can do about that. I've been told, through Emma's many 
doctor friends, that I may-should-will have trouble finding the correct word I'm looking for, and 
be a bit unsteady on my feet, until the swelling inside my brain from the surgery goes down. 
This because of where the tumor is located. TIME WILL TELL. 

7/15/06-Age 63 

Emma wrote the following: 

7/15/06 

Got up at 4:30. Arrived at Kaiser and went to PACU (Post Anesthesiology Care 
Unit) at 6:20. Knocked on door as instructed but nobody answered. By 6:30, still no 
answer. We asked an employee who was walking by what to do and he said to open the 
door and yell, which he then did for us. No answer. Finally after we all yelled some 
more, someone came to the door and didn't know what we were talking about. We 
explained and she called someone and said the nurse would be there shortly. The 
nurse, Carol, arrived, and was actually very nice and pleasant. Eliot got undressed and 
onto a bed. Noticed that the date on a calendar said July 14 instead of July 15 and 
there were 3 clocks that had different times. One was 2:20 off. Anesthesiologist came 
to talk and asked which anesthesiologist we had seen. Told her Dr. Kong Ho and she 
said there is no such person there by that name. She said the records had a different 
name which did not sound familiar. The anesthesiologist showed Eliot the signature of 
the anesthesiologist in question. It was illegible which the anesthesiologist 
acknowledged with a shrug of her shoulders. Anyway, a name like KONG HO is really 
hard to forget. 

We overheard a nurse arguing on the phone about them sending a patient to the 
wrong ER. Eliot went for an MRI, for a last minute check to see if the tumor had moved 
or gotten larger or whatever before surgery. A fire alarm went off - there was a fire in a 
trash container on the Lower Level. Surgery delayed because Dr. G had an emergency 
surgery at 4:00 A.M. and was still in there. He finally came to talk with us - said Eliot’s 
right eye may be swollen after surgery and Eliot probably won't be able to open his jaw 
wide for a few days because he has to cut through a muscle needed to do that. Kaiser 
had to do another EKG because the one done earlier in week was not in the new 
computer system (or they couldn't find it). And Eliot’s blood type was not in the 
computer system either. After a zillion blood tests! A nurse put some thingies on Eliot’s 
head that made Eliot look like C3PO. Another patient told nurse that she was 5'12" tall. 
Eliot and I giggled at that. Eliot was taken to surgery at 10:30. 

I went to a cafeteria to get something to eat but it was closed. The only thing that 
looked edible in the vending machines was a muffin so I bought that to eat with water - 
too nervous to have coffee. About 2:00 Leslee (a kind of sort of coworker) called to find 
out what was going on and a nurse came to tell me that Dr. G wanted me to know that 
things were going fine in surgery and it would be about 2 more hours. At about 4:20 Dr. 
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G came to talk to me. Eliot was back in the recovery room. Awake. Able to talk, move 
legs, etc. Agitated. He said the nurse thought he was agitated from surgery, but "we 
know better" - it is Eliot’s personality. He said he removed a meningioma which is a 
benign tumor and that was good news. That isn't cancerous. The other part of the thing 
in there is a mystery still. The lab said at first it looked like reactive tissue from the 
tumor but he removed a lot of fluid which appeared to be from a cyst and that took a lot 
of pressure off the brain. He removed enough tissue to do a biopsy. He won't know 
what it was until the complete biopsy is completed (Wednesday). There is still a lot of 
swelling. Depending on what the biopsy says, we will make a decision about what to 
do about the "mystery thing". Possibly more surgery, possibly a gamma knife, possibly 
radiation, possibly nothing. We will possibly go home Tuesday depending on how well 
Eliot is doing in his recovery. I called Dr. C to tell him what was happening. Leslee 
called again for update. 5:30 - still waiting for Eliot to be moved from recovery to ICU. 
They did let me talk to him on the phone and let me in to see him briefly. He was very 
upset because he was trying to talk to the nurses and they were not responsive. He 
had demanded the catheter be removed and they did so although they said it was not a 
good idea. He said he was in pain from it. 5:45 - Eliot moved to ICU. 6:00 - a very 
pregnant nurse came to get me and said I could visit briefly but to stay calm and quiet 
as brain surgery patients couldn't tolerate noise. He is not happy with the way he is 
being treated. 4:50 in the morning. -1 called ICU and Eliot was sleeping. Nurse said he 
is doing fine. Some pain. CATScan was done but no results yet. Waiting for Dr. G to 
come. Eliot may move to the neurosurgery ward today. 

7/16/06-age 63 

10:20 - Eliot called. He didn't get much sleep because they kept waking him to 
give him meds, take his blood pressure, prick his finger to see if he had become a 
diabetic over night, etc. They scold him for getting out of bed. He said not to come see 
him because it's too hard on me. But I want to see him. I'll go see my mother after 
lunchtime and then go to see him - bring radio and see if they let him have it. 11:00 - 
Eliot called. Dr. G was just there. Said he might be able to go home tomorrow. Won't 
know whether there is cancer in the cyst or whatever it is until the lab results come 
back. Keep in mind that Eliot is an artist and does things in his own, creative way. His 
brain tumor thing isn't standard-normal. He will probably be moved to the nonsurgical 
ward today. I'll go see him this afternoon after I go to my mother's. 4:00 - Just got back 
from hospital. When I got there, Eliot was very upset. He wanted his things. He is fed 
up with people not listening to him. He did report a good conversation with Dr. G 
though. Dr. G now thinks it may be that the tumor was growing for many, many years 
very slowly. He still doesn't know what the other thing is but agrees Eliot is very 
creative. He has informed us that 90% of the population has a brain tumor but most 
don't know it because it doesn't give them a problem. Eliot is determined to use this 
hospitalization to quit smoking, but he's going through withdrawals which is not 
pleasant at all. 

7/17/06-Age 63 

Eliot was discharged from the hospital. I had gone to work in the AM, thinking 
that he would not be discharged until tomorrow. I got a call at about 10:00 to come pick 
him up. I did minimal necessary things at the office and went to get him. Arrived at 
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hospital at 12:00 and left there about 1:45. Eliot is exhausted. When we got home, he 
went to bed to get some much needed sleep. Really, they did wake him every hour or 
so, or at least that's what Eliot thinks. He's exhausted. 

7/18/06-Age 63 

No Jabba Wakkie. Just having a hell of a hard time reading my computer monitor. 
Everything is blurry. Didn't used to be. Emma says it's because of the swelling in my brain 
from the surgery, and things will go back to normal when the swelling goes down. 

Israel and the Arab countries are at it again. I heard some Moslem idiot say on the 
radio that those Moslems fighting are protecting God, and so will go to heaven. Pardon Me? 
What kind of weak, sissy God do you have? God, you know, the one who created everything, 
needs YOU to protect Him? No, this is just the babbling of your standard ordinary psycho- 
arab-moslem, you know, the type of people who in the United States are gathered up with a 
net and put in a mental hospital. So God needs to be protected by people, or what- he'll go to 
his room and have a good cry if he's "insulted". If so, why not find a powerful God who can 
take care of business on his own? Like, maybe become a Jew? No, being a Moslem means 
you can kill people at whim and say it's for the glory of God. 

Why have I been cursed to live in a world made up of such idiots. I must have been 
very naughty in a past existence, or whatever. Islam is a nifty religion if you are a homicidal 
maniac looking for an excuse.... 

Oh, I got a letter from the Department of Motor Vehicles revoking my drivers' license. 
Not being able to drive in Los Angeles is really like not having legs. This is truly awful. Dr. G 
took out the tumor(s) which was causing pressure in my brain, so problem alleviated. Kaiser 
is a machine and I am sure Kaiser won't tell DMV that the tumor is gone and so I should be 
allowed to drive. I truly hate Kaiser. I do. Really. This not only makes my life unpleasant, but 
adds to my Emma's problems. My Emma is on overload, and now I can't help her. But the 
God Damn tumor is gone. It's not like Emma did anything wrong to deserve all the shit she's 
getting- me being sick, her mother being sick, her wonderful children. Well, she shouldn't 
have had children, and she shouldn't have saved her mother's life when Frances had various 
heart attacks, and Emma should have kissed me off for not being a normal money making 
guy. Emma, you see, it's all your fault <LOL>. 

7/19/06-Age 63 

I want to add to some of the points Emma made about the day of my surgery on 
7/15/06, and the days shortly thereafter. 

After I was undressed and in one of those silly hospital gowns, I was wheeled on the 
bed I was on to have an MRI. A woman techie welcomed me and put some earmuffs on me to 
cut down on the noise the MRI makes, and I was slid into the machine. About ten minutes 
later she told me the brain scan was over, and I was taken back to the recovery room. 

While I was there I was told that I needed to have an EKG. I told them I had one on 
Monday, and asked why I needed another one. The nurse said something about not being 
able to find the one done on Monday in the computer system, so I needed another one. A few 
minutes later a techie showed up to do the EKG then and there. The nurse told him I had one 
on Monday, but it was "lost". The techie decided that this EKG was just a formality, since I had 
one a few days ago and I was still scheduled for surgery, so nothing too wrong was found 
from the first one. He plugged me into his machine and ran it for about ten seconds, he 
stopped the machine and unplugged me, and disappeared. 
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I was then told that I needed to have the MRI done again. I was wheeled back and this 
time a male techie greeted me, and told me his name which I forgot immediately, and told me 
that he was very good at what he did and very fast. I was fed into the machine, but this time 
without the earmuffs. About five minutes into the about ten minute process the techie stopped 
the machine, and told me that he needed to make an adjustment to his settings or whatever, 
and shortly thereafter I was back inside the machine, again without the earmuffs. (That 
machine makes one heck of a LOUD noise.) When it was over I was taken back to the 
recovery room. 

While there I heard the nurses discussing the fact that they didn't know, or couldn't find, 
my blood type. I took this opportunity to ask them what my blood type is. (It wasn't a trick 
question, I don't know what my blood type is and I thought maybe I should.) No one knew 
what my blood type is and they told me they couldn't find it in the computer. Golly gee, after a 
zillion blood tests, my blood type couldn't be found in their computer system. Made me feel a 
little insecure, going in for surgery and all. 

Eventually I was wheeled off for surgery. I vaguely remember going down a hallway, 
and the next thing I remember I was being "shouted" at to move my feet and legs and hands, 
and push my hands against someone else's hands, etc. The operation was over, and they 
wanted to know if I have both the mobility and strength I should have. And if I could follow 
directions. 

I thought I was trying to tell people that the catheter was hurting me. They thought I 
was saying I needed to pee. (If that was what I was saying, isn't a catheter used to drain off 
pee????) Anyway, it took a lot of shouting on my part to get them to pull the catheter out of 
me, and stop the pain it was causing. 

When I was taken to the ICU (Intensive Care Unit), I tried to pee into a plastic bottle 
they gave me for that purpose. The pain was horrific. Read what I wrote about my back ache 
pain, and it was far worse than that. Then use the find function in your browser and look for 
pain, and see how often I've complained about pain. Not much, kiddies. I'm not a cry baby. On 
a pain scale of 1-10, the pain was easily a 12. I rang for the nurse. I told the lesbian who 
appeared my penis was causing me serious pain. She said it was my fault, and turned, 
without examining me, and starting walking from the room. (Talk about blaming the victim. 
Well, I think she thinks I took the catheter out myself. I didn't.) I called/shouted after her, "I 
want a male nurse I want a male nurse I want a male nurse". I figured a man might care. 

About 20 minutes later a female nurse walked in. She introduced herself (don't 
remember her name - some sort of supervisor) and told me that because I was an "angry 
personality type", she would be attending to me, and turned without examining me, and 
started to leave the room. I called after her, "I want a male nurse". She replied, kind of over 
her shoulder, that they were rescheduling the male nurses and I would get one. 

About a half an hour later Harold, my first of four male nurses, arrived. I explained to 
him that I was in horrific pain located in my penis, and no one seemed to care enough to 
examine me. He put on gloves and took a look and said, "You're irritated, and oozing puss". 

I conceptualize the catheter put in me as being made out of broken glass with fish 
hooks embedded, and the person who inserted/removed it as someone without any 
experience doing that. It was obvious to me that the catheter, called a Foley, was either too 
big for my urethra or it was inserted wrong, or... I asked Harold to find out if anything could be 
done for me. He told me that the doctors used in ICU were the emergency room doctors, and 
he'd contact them. Awhile later he rematerialized and said they said nothing could be done. I 
asked that he find me a Urologist, a doctor who I presumed specialized in my problem. He 
didn't say anything about finding one for me, and none ever saw me. I tried to pee into the 
plastic bottle again, and again I felt excruciating pain. The acid in my urine and the "cuts?" 
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inside my penis didn't mix well, I thought. 

I asked Harold if there was maybe some way to deaden the feeling in my penis, like 
Novocain or something like that. He said there was something they used for numbing the 
surface of skin, but not for my problem that he knew of. I told him that maybe if I used enough 
of the stuff to numb skin, it'd soak in and numb me enough to lessen or even deaden the pain. 
Harold left and returned with what looked like a very small two or three inch "oil can", of the 
type railroad engineers used to use to put oil on squeaky wheels a few hundred years ago. It 
was kinda cute. Harold showed me how to squirt the stuff inside it onto my penis. I tried it and 
it didn't help, but I thought if I used a lot of it, it might. So I started "soaking" my penis in this 
stuff, and after a day or two the pain lessened, to the point that it just hurt when I peed. It took 
three days for me to get back to normal, peeing wise. I hope my cock doesn't fall off or 
whatever because of how I self medicated myself in the hospital ICU ward. 

A FEW DAYS LATER, JUST AFTER I WAS RELEASED FROM THE HOSPITAL, I HEARD 
A BRIEF RADIO BLURB THAT THE HOSPITAL I WAS IN LOST A CLASS ACTION 
LAWSUIT BROUGHT BY A NUMBER OF MEN WHO ACCUSED THE HOSPITAL OF 
TORTURING THEM WHEN THEY WERE IN INTENSIVE CARE AFTER BEING OPERATED 
ON. NO ONE TOLD ME THAT THERE WAS A “TORTURE” LAWSUIT GOING ON. I 
NEVER FOLLOWED UP ON THIS, SINCE I WASN'T INVOLVED IN THE LAWSUIT, AND 
BECAUSE I KNEW HOW AWFUL THE MEN HATING LESBIAN NURSES (AND MAYBE 
THE MALE NURSES) WERE. HUMANS. YOU KNOW. 

I wonder about the anesthesiologist named Kong Ho, who doesn't exist-As mentioned 
earlier, the man sitting behind a desk who Emma and I spoke to about anesthesiology matters 
had a name plate which said Kong Ho. Hard to forget, as in "King Kong" and as in "Ho = 
Whore" But maybe this guy had a sense of humor, and his real name is Jerome Tittlebaum or 
something like that. Funny, but he did look more like a Kong Ho than Jerome Tittlebaum. 
That's because he had very Asian eyes. Maybe he was someone who just walked into the 
building off the street and sat down behind a desk, and ... 

7/20/06-Age 63 

Emma called and told me she had a thirty minute chat with Dr. G. They still don't know 
what part of my "tumor" thingie is. It ain't normal. They don't think it's cancerous, but are 
concerned about my brain being swollen, and they don't know why that is. Emma again told 
Dr G that I'm an artist and very creative, and do things my own way. 

Dr. G thinks that my tumor and mystery whatever next to it may have been growing 
very very slowly over many years. Like from my childhood. I have pasted the following from 
Part One of this tome to save you from having to find it. The short of it is I don't (seem to) 
have cancer, but I do have a swollen brain, which isn't good in itself. 


9/10/47-Age 4 

Mommy took me to the doctor today. He said that I should have x-rays made of 
my head. I had been telling Mommy that I got a headache every time Maude hit me. I 
didn't want to go to a doctor. I just wanted someone to tell Maude to stop hitting me. 
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9/15/47-Age 4 

We went to the hospital for the x-rays today. Mommy explained that I was going 
to have pictures made of the inside of my head. She told me that it wouldn't hurt. I was 
brought into a large room, which had an enormous hard table at its center. A man 
helped me up onto the table, and told me to lie down. He moved some equipment, and 
put x-ray film inside a box my head was resting on. He wore a heavy lead apron. I 
didn't. He told me not to move, went into a small room, and turned the machine on. A 
few seconds later he came out. He moved my head, replaced the film, and again told 
me not to move. Then he went back into the small room and took another picture. He 
did this six times. 

For the last picture I was placed face down, and watched as the film was slid into 
the box beneath my eyes. I remember screaming inside my head, "Don't do this! You 
don't know what you're doing. It's not good for me!" But I said nothing out loud. Why 
would the man listen to me? I was just a kid. He was a grown-up. I felt helpless. 

After the pictures were made, Mommy and I went home. 

That's what I wrote in Part 1. This doesn't prove anything, but hearing what the doctor 
now says that the tumor may have been a very slow growing tumor since my childhood 
makes me think that the four year old Eliot had it right. 

7/21/06-Age 63 

I've had a slight bleeding problem with my gums since the operation. I have also 
stopped smoking. I don't know whether after 50 years of smoking, my gums want smoke, and 
are rebelling. Or maybe I'm just falling apart and I need to see a dentist. Or... The bleeding 
only occurs when I brush my teeth, so I'll brush my teeth a few times a day and hope that 
clears up whatever the problem is. 

I tried to reorder my pain pills via telephone. Sometimes in the past I'd have trouble 
doing this with Kaiser, and other times I don't. This time I am. It's just seven in the morning, 
and already I want to cry. The system doesn't like the numbers I enter. Is it me, or is it their 
damn system? Like they couldn't find my EKG or my blood type in their computer system, so I 
don't know. Maybe I can't enter the numbers correctly because of the operation, or maybe it's 
the computer system, or maybe it's just a big conspiracy to make me feel awful. I'll try to get a 
human to help on the phone, but the recording says they don't have humans until 9:00 in the 
morning. 

I called at 9:15 or so and hoped to speak to a real person. The menu system took me 
back to entering prescription numbers, etc. This time it took my numbers. At the end of a long 
process it asked if I wanted the medicine mailed to me, or if I wanted to pick it up. I chose 
mailed to me, which would cut down on Emma having to drive there, or wherever. After the 
credit card stuff, without letting me know how much I was being charged, the recording said 
that most mail prescriptions were received within 7-10 days. That made my day. Why the fuck 
didn't they say that at the top? Like I have six pain pills to cut down on my headache from 
having my head cracked open, to last me up to ten days, when the instructions are to take 

one every six hours. Ummmmm.Repeating myself ad nauseum, I truly do hate Kaiser. 

Really. No kidding. I think they are unredeemable. Oh, sorry for being so negative. I have 
been told that I am an "angry personality type", you know. Hell yes, I'm an angry person. But 
as the saying goes, even paranoids have enemies. And people who are angry sometimes 
have good reason for being angry. My dealings with Kaiser make me angry. 
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7/28/06-Age 63 

Emma told me I should get my file from the patent attorneys. After all, we paid for it 
(through the nose), so we should have it. God, about 3 14 years and sixteen thousand dollars, 
and all could have been avoided if the law firm told me that there were other patents that were 
similar to my invention. I think they should have, but what do I know about patent 
applications? 

I started looking around for the correspondence we have received from Denis, and I 
find some here and some there. Our house is kinda disorganized. Golly gee. Emma's office is 
neat as a whatever, and there is a place for everything and everything is in it's place. Our 
home is kinda like a pig sty. I don't understand it. 

Ohhhh, so you're gonna blame me, are you? You're gonna say I'm the one who's home 
all day. Go ahead, beat up on the guy with the brain tumor. 

7/31/06-Age 63 

For the past week I've been very tired. I'd sleep an hour or two, and get up, and a half 
hour later I'd be tired again. I thought it had something to do with the operation, but now I 
think it's just my chronic fatigue, with a vengeance. Just what my Emma needs. Tomorrow is 
her birthday, and I did want to go out to a "nicer" restaurant with her... but being chronic 
fatigued out doesn't sound like fun for either of us. 

I wonder what she did to piss god off so much. I mean, there is her mother, and her 
wonderful children, and me, and her weight problem, for starters. She didn't do anything to 
deserve any of the problems she has. Really. At least, not during this lifetime. 

8/2/06- Age 63 

Yesterday Emma took most of the day off and took me to Kaiser to have a chat with Dr. 
G. at noon. He spent a lot of time trying to explain that no one knew what the "second" tumor, 
or whatever, is. The pathology lab at Kaiser called it disorganized brain material, or something 
like that. This "material" may have been with me all or my life, or for a very long time. 

He is worried that there is cancerous material mixed in with the "disorganized material", 
but he doesn't have any evidence for that, and doesn't know if he can convince the doctors 
who do the chemotherapy and "gamma knife" and other treatments for a cancer to do their 
thing, since the pathology lab doesn't think it's cancer. So, Dr. G wants to operate on me 
again, to take that material out. 

I asked him some time ago why he didn't take it out when he was inside my brain, and 
he said that I had told him that the quality of my life was more important to me than the length. 
He said since he didn't know what would happen to me if he did remove it, he left it there. 

Now, he wants to remove it, and said that maybe I'd have less strength on one side of 
my body than the other or something like that... I really don't understand where he's coming 
from. Other doctors don't think whatever it is is going to kill me, but Dr. G thinks that it needs 
to be taken care of. 

I think he'd have a chance if he reacted to the way I was treated (you remember, that 
thing with my penis feeling like it was scraped inside with broken glass and fishhooks) with at 
least some sympathy. When I told him about it, his attitude seemed to be that I was just 
complaining and should stop. Anyway, I'm not happy with Dr. G right now. I am feeling 
pressured by him to let him open my head up again and let the chips fall where they may. 
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He has mentioned that we should get a second opinion, but he hasn't sent out any 
slides of the "stuff" for a second opinion, to the best of my knowledge. I think we'd better 
press him on this point. He has said that he does want some other tests run, so we'll gather 
information over time and see what it tells us, if anything. 

After our meeting with Dr. G, and my being a little upset because I really did feel that 
he was pressuring me to have another operation and then seeing what I turn out like, Emma 
and I ended up at her office so she could clear up some of her backlog, and then, around five 
o'clock, we went out to an expensive restaurant for her birthday, which was yesterday. True, 
we were eating on her money, but... 

We stuffed ourselves, and had a lot of good laughs, and got home and went to sleep 
early. Except for feeling pressured by Dr. G, it was a good day. 

One of the things that really has me pissed off is that NO ONE AT KAISER HAS EVEN 
APPOLOGIZED FOR WHAT HAPPENED TO ME AND FOR HOW I WAS TREATED. I get the 
idea that they think I'm a complainer, and should just shut up. I really think that Kaiser sucks. 
I'm not happy feeling pressured to have an operation that may not be needed. Surgeons, you 
know, are surgeons because they like to operate on people. And while G. probably has a 
bunch of people he can operate on, he doesn't have all that many with a mystery something 
in their head, I'll bet. Really, I think he's missing the "compassion" gene- "Eliot, I know you're 
not happy with that Foley (the tube I had in my penis) and the problem it caused, and the way 
the nurses treated you, but I want you to be assured that that won't happen again." The fact 
that he, and no one else, has/can say that to me shows me that Kaiser sucks big time. 

Honest, I've started thinking of Kaiser as "The big house of horrors". (A play on the play/move, 
Little House of Horrors.) If I did have the operation, they'd stick another Foley into me... 

8/3/06- Age 63 

I haven't been feeling well since the operation. It's like my chronic fatigue has come 
back to bother me, with a weakness above my knees. I remember Beth telling me many years 
ago that I should avoid stress, since when I got stressed my chronic fatigue went into high 
gear. Maybe ending up in a hospital and having my head opened and all like that is stressful. 
Maybe a while without stress will make me feel better. 

8/4/06- Age 63 

We got a bill in the mail today for $1,045 from the emergency room I was taken to by 
the paramedics. The written material from Kaiser and their voice messages say that if a 
member thinks he is having an emergency, he should go to the nearest emergency hospital. 
Well, I was unconscious, and the paramedics took me to the closest emergency hospital, and 
they contacted Kaiser and arranged to have me transferred right away, soooo, why are we 
being billed? Emma wrote an email to Kaiser and sent if off, and sometime we will get this 
taken care of. 

8/14/06-Age 63 

A few days ago there was a big Moslem bust of 21 or so people in London who wanted 
to use "new kinds" of explosives to blow up about 10 different planes as they flew over U.S. 
cities on their way to land. Why does the saying, "the only good Moslem is a dead Moslem" 
come to mind? 
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8/17/06-Age 63 

I mentioned to Emma that I feel like some people in the early 1930s in Germany must 
have felt. I see the Jew hating Moslems taking over the country, if not the world. People on 
the news always talk about the "holy" city of whatever where Moslems live, but never the 
"holy" city of Jerusalem where Jews (and Christians and Moslems) live. Anyway, some time in 
the future the Moslems will start killing Jews in the good old USA, and the news media won't 
report on it, but if a bunch of Moslems show up, with their cutting off a head knives at the 
ready, at the doorstep of some Jews who shoot the Moslems, the Jews will be arrested for 
murder. 

Okay, call me paranoid. That's what you probably would have called the Jew in 
Germany in the 1930s who saw the handwriting on the wall. 

On another subject, I called the folks at Kaiser about a PET scan Dr. G. really really 
want's me to have. I'm scheduled to have it on the 30th. I wanted to find out if they were going 
to put a Foley into me, you know, that broken glass with fish hook tube into my penis for my 
pee to drain out. If they said they were, I was going to cancel the scan. I was told that they 
wouldn't, but that the time I told them I was to show up was wrong, and I should be there a 
half hour sooner. Oh me, once again I got the wrong info from someone at Kaiser. 

8/18/06-Age 63 

I got a form from Kaiser today about the PET scan. It had printed on it that I should 
show up at 12:45. First I was told 12:30, then someone told me it was 12:00, and now in 
writing it's 12:45. Should I call and ask what time I should show up? What if I'm told a different 
time. Which time should I believe is the correct one? 

8/24/06-Age 63 

I picked up a bunch of refills of my meds yesterday. Well, Emma and I did, since she 
had to drive me to Kaiser to get them. I noticed the information sheet that came with the pills 
lying on my computer table, and took a glance at the "side effects" sheets. One said that 
bleeding of the gums was possible, and if that occurred, I should call my doctor immediately. 
Since my gums are still bleeding when I brush them, I decided to call Dr. G. I got one of the 
nurses or whatever they are who work in his section, and told her about my gums and the 
side effects warning, and she said she'd tell Dr. G. I suppose I'll hear from him when he has 
time. 

8/25/06-Age 63 

Dr. G. called me this morning. He asked me about my bleeding gums, and told me that 
he wanted to change my medication, and also notify my primary doctor because my bleeding 
gums may be caused by things other than the side effects of the medication I'm taking. He 
didn't say, but implied things like Leukemia and Liver failure, etc. 

I think Dr. G. is a pessimist. For him, it's not that the glass is half empty, but that what 
remains is poison. If it was up to him, I'd live at Kaiser, or if that wasn't possible, Emma would 
quit her job, or be fired, so she could drive me there five or more days a week. (For any of you 
who wonder about my taking public transportation- public transportation in Los Angeles is 
something that exists only on paper. I suppose it would take about an hour and a half to take 
buses to Kaiser, and an hour and a half back, which would involve waiting for various buses in 
90+ degree heat. I think that would do more harm than letting my gums bleed. The drive there 
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in a car is about 25 minutes. 

8/29/06-Age 63 

I've been taking the new medicine Dr. G prescribed for me for a few days, and my 
bleeding gums are almost back to normal. Just a tiny spot of blood when I spit, not a basin full 
of blood. I suppose that when the old medicine is completely out of my system, the bleeding 
will completely stop. 

8/30/06-Age 63 

I went for the PET scan today. It was a lot easier than the MRIs I've had. No noise, 
nothing special. First I was told to sit quietly for a half an hour and try not to think, so my brain 
would be relaxed. At least, that's what I interpreted what the woman told me. She gave me an 
injection of something, and I sat quietly. Then into a silent PET scan machine. A little while 
later it was over. I had been told that this was a two part procedure, and that I'd have to come 
back in a few hours for a repeat. I did. They did. As I said, nothing special to write about. 

8/31/06-Age 63 

There was a message from Dr. G on our answering machine, who told me that the PET 
scan showed that my brain was "unremarkable" but we could do another slightly different PET 
scan, which might show that some problem existed. He won't give up on me dying. I don't 
think he'll be happy until he finds something amiss. 

9/2/06- Age 63 

Today is Maude's birthday. Like I care. 

9/3/06- Age 63 

At 8:45 this morning, a Sunday, Emma and I were at Kaiser for yet another MRI of my 
strange brain. Emma did point out that the PET scan didn't show that my brain was 
unremarkable, something that I feel diminishes me because I am a great artist and I have a 
very remarkable brain, but that the PET scan of my brain was unremarkable. Then she 
laughed. She's happy the doctor couldn't find anything to remark about. 

9/6/06- Age 63 

Emma sent me an email telling me she had to pick up some medicine for her mother 
and get it to Pacific Vistas tonight. It seems Frances wasn't feeling well and she was taken to 
the doctor, and he wanted her to take some new medicine. 

Emma left work at 5:15, fifteen minutes earlier than usual, picked up the medicine at a 
pharmacy down the block from her office, and started driving home. At 6:30 she called me 
and told me she was about half way home, where she would pick me up and we'd drive to her 
mother's together. In the distant past, the entire drive was anywhere from 30-45 minutes, or 
there-abouts, but now it's about an hour and 45 minutes. 

I told her when we were driving to her mom's that she couldn't drive three hours a day, 
and try to get to work around 9:00, and leave around 5:30. It is too much. I told her to tell the 
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doctor she works for that she's going to have to leave at 4:00, not 5:30, and that she'd get in 
when she got in, probably between 9:30 and 10:00. Really, if I could drive her in it still would 
be a long time sitting in traffic. Something has to be done about all the illegals. Oh, that 
proves I'm a racist, I'm sure. 

9/10/07-Age 63 

I was thinking of the state of our country. It appears that the LIBERALS are all in favor 
of turning the USA into a third world country. I doubt that you, dear reader, are a LIBERAL, 
since you would have been too offended many pages back to have continued to read this far. 
Anyway, to the one or two LIBERALS who have read this far, I have the following question: 

Are you in favor of, say, 100,000,000 illiterate Chinese peasants who have never heard of 
"germ theory", coming into the USA every year? I mean, all it would take is for the Chinese 
government to pay the nice corrupt Mexican government officials to let 100,000,000 Chinese 
people walk through their country, and up to the US border, and then they will cross over and 
into the US. Just like the Mexicans. Is that okay with you LIBERALS? It has to be, since you 
LIBERALS think the Mexicans should be here. Are you prejudiced against the Chinese? Do 
you discriminate against them? Just a question, is all. 

9/11/06-Age 63 

Dr. G called and spoke to me about the PET scan once again, and the latest MRI done 
shortly after the PET scan. He said everything looks good. Most of the swelling in my head, 
which he saw in the very first MRI taken when I was first admitted to the hospital, is gone, and 
he assumes that is because of the surgery that removed the tumor. He said he didn't do 
anything special to help lower the swelling, so it must be due to the surgery, the removal of 
the tumor. He wanted me to come in and see the "film" of my head, but I told him that Emma 
would have to take a day off from work, and that would cause a hardship. Dr. G. said he'd like 
me to have a follow-up MRI in 3 months, and I said I'd call in about a month and make an 
appointment to see him, and that way Emma could prepare things at her job and have a "day 
off". Dr. G said that would be fine. 

9/20/06-Age 63 

There has been much ado about a coming terrorist attack within the next few days that 
will involve the Mohammedans setting off some nuclear bombs around the U.S. This leads me 
to have some different thoughts. On the one hand, having part of the planet disinfected with 
the bombs isn't all that bad an idea. I'd prefer they went off in the United Nations building, and 
in the U.S. Senate and House of Representatives, which would get rid of a whole bunch of 
human maggots. If they do go off, I wonder if the U.S. would retaliate against our eternal 
friends, the Saudis, but I think we wouldn't retaliate against anyone. I think the 
Mohammedans know this. They know that they've bought and paid for a bunch of U.S. 
politicians, and that the rest of them have been pussified by the U.S. women. So they've 
already won, and we've already lost. 

Finally, I guess this tome of mine will probably be vaporized, lost and gone forever, as if 
it was never written, if the nukes do go off. 


10/2/06-Age 63 
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I've been listening to my favorite talk show host, Michael Savage, who is the only 
person on this planet that I've found so far who voices what I believe. True, he's a lot more 
articulate and knowledgeable about world history etc. than I, but often when he does go off on 
a rant, or whatever, it's what I've thought for years. He says that there is one political party in 
America pretending to be two. He's sees no difference between the two(?) political parties, 
and says they are the same party and both (or the one) is/are corrupt. I've been saying that 
for years, which is why I haven't voted since the early 1980s. I realized back then that I was 
being asked to choose between two personality disordered people, and I didn't give a damn 
which one won and got to get the bribes. 

Tonight a caller to his radio show said that the homosexuals are ruining the country, 
and that they only hire other homosexuals, and cry discrimination all the time. Savage agreed, 
and said that the ownership of the arts by the homosexuals is why there is no art to speak of. 
I've said that for years, too. And I've KNOWN that for years, too. 

I turned to Emma and asked if she heard that, since she was sitting near me but 
otherwise occupied. She said she did. I told her that now she could believe me, and not think 
I'm paranoid, when I tell her that the art world won't recognize me because I'm not a homo. I 
asked, kinda sarcastically kidding, whether she did think I was paranoid on this point up to 
now, when Savage backed me up. She replied, "Up to now". Thank you Savage for giving my 
politically incorrect thoughts some validity. Or for letting Emma know I'm not the only one who 
thinks that way. 

10/3/06-Age 63 

I remembered something Emma told me a few days ago, but saw it in a different light. 
Don, the man who I've given a few of my 3D art pieces to, stopped by Emma's office and saw 
a new piece I put up on her office wall. Don is about 50 years old, and a poorly educated 
unsophisticated black man. Emma told me he stood looking at the art for a long time, and 
then started repeating, "There's something wrong". I thought she meant that he meant that 
there was a technical flaw he thought he saw. Emma said he repeated that a few times, and 
then said, "There's something wrong, Eliot should be known as a great artist, and his art 
should be selling for a lot of money". Even this unsophisticated man got it. Seeing that he "got 
it" made me feel good today. 

10/8/06-Age 63 

Emma had one of those telephone conversations with her mother today. What I 
overheared Emma saying went something like: 

Emma: I saw you yesterday. 

Emma: I spent a long time with you yesterday 
Emma: We had a nice time together. 

Emma: I know you don't remember. 

Emma: I saw you yesterday. 

Emma: I spent a long time with you yesterday 
Emma: We had a nice time together. 

Emma: I know you don't remember. 

Emma: I saw you yesterday. 

Emma: I spent a long time with you yesterday 
Emma: We had a nice time together. 
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Emma: I know you don't remember. 

Emma: I saw you yesterday. 

Emma: I spent a long time with you yesterday 
Emma: We had a nice time together. 

Emma: I know you don't remember. 

10/12/06- Age 63 

The radio talk show guy, Michael Savage, who I've mentioned before as saying many 
of the things I've thought (and written about), explained a bit about why both major parties 
want all the illegal (and the few other legal) immigrants to come to our (used to be) country. 

He points out that the waves of European immigrants came from countries that went through 
the middle ages, and all those people were capable of blending into one society with shared 
values. The current onslaught are people, unlike the Europeans, have no interest in 
assimilating, and didn't go through the Middle Ages, know nothing of the roots of democracy, 
such as the Magna Charta. These are people not only from South America, but from Africa, 
and of course the Arab countries of the Middle East. All of these people want to remain the 
same as they were in the countries where they came from. Utmost, remaining illiterate. 
Remaining ignorant. The political parties want an electorate that is illiterate and ignorant. They 
are so easy to manipulate. Savage went further, saying that the politicians want to break up 
the good old USA into four parts. 

The major issue I take with Savage's position is that I think the politicians want to get 
rid of the entire USA, making one big largely illiterate country spreading from the Arctic to the 
Antarctic. 

10/19/06- Age 63 

I had an appointment with my brain doctor for a check up today. I'm convinced that he 
didn't get to where he's at through affirmative action. He's a smart cookie. It's unfortunate that 
because he's black, that was the first thought that went through my mind. I'll bet it's the first 
thought that goes through a lot of his patients' minds. Not the Liberals, I'll bet. 

Anyway, he showed me some MRIs of my brain, and seemed pleased with what he 
was showing. He told me that a neurologist would be the doctor to give me medical clearance 
for a return of my driving privileges, as he put it, and said he'd make an appointment with one 
for me. And an appointment for another MRI to make sure nothing is growing there that 
shouldn't be. (I don't think anything will be found.) He told me that by law I have to wait at 
least six months after having a seizure to be allowed to drive again. That means sometime in 
January. So Saint Emma has at least another two and a half months of driving me around to 
do. 

10/27/06- Age 63 

I caught the end of the Michael Medved radio show, (a man someone referred to as 
Ned Flanders (the holier-than-God self righteous cartoon character on The Simpsons TV 
show)). Medved mentioned a movie made from a book called Conversations with God. It was 
written by a homeless guy in Washington State who said God started talking to him, and now 
presumably the homeless guy isn't homeless. 

This shows how dumb I am. I should have told you that God told me to write this book, 
and if you don't read it you're gonna roast to Hell. Really. 
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On another subject, I heard on the news that a male immigrant (I assume legal) from 
Ethiopia is on trial in Georgia for cutting off his nine (?) year old daughter's clitoris with 
scissors. His defense seems to be that it's routinely done in Ethiopia, and without it being 
done a girl will have a hard time getting married. See what's coming for you, girls. When the 
Moslems take over... Okay, don't believe me. While on the subject of Moslems, they 
kill/execute homosexuals. Well, maybe the Moslems aren't all that bad. 

And I've been struggling with the concrete pond. A few weeks ago the temperature hit 
119 degrees Fahrenheit with temperatures well over 100 for the week before and after. The 
algae in the pond got so thick that I'm sure I could have walked on the water. I've been trying 
to get the pond to the point where we can maybe once again see the fishies. 

11/8/06-Age 63 

Yesterday was election day in what used to be the good old USA. The Commies 
(democrats) have taken control of the government, so it should be interesting to see what 
awful things happen in the next few years, if not in the next few months. The good news, 
apparently, is that the illegal Mexicans voted in large numbers- you know, turn out the vote. At 
least Emma speaks passable Mexican. 

11/15/06-Age 63 

Today Emma gave Don the picture he looked at for a long time a few weeks ago, when 

he kept saying, "There's something wrong". I wrote, "Given to Don-" on the back of the 

picture frame yesterday, when I went in with Emma just to spend more time with her. I told 
Emma to tell Don, "Except for me, you have the largest collection of Eliot’s art in the world". I 
think that will make him happy. 

Emma told me Don thanked her about twenty times in the ten minutes he spent with 
her. He was soooo happy. And that made me happy. Part of his happiness came from his 
getting art that he really liked, and looking at it made him happy. Another part, I'm sure, came 
from someone caring enough about him to give him a present. No strings attached. Just a 
present for no reason. There are a lot of wounded people out there. 

11 /18/06- Age 63 

Emma had her manicure today, and then stopped off to see her mother. Frances was 
crying when she got there. There was a woman sitting with Frances, and Emma asked if 
Frances had been crying a lot recently. The woman say she cried a few days ago. When 
asked, Frances said she didn't know why she was crying. This is the reason we took Frances 
to Dr. C a few years ago. The meds she's on to correct her faulty brain chemistry which 
causes her to cry for no reason probably need to be adjusted. Emma told me she'd tell her 
mother's psychiatrist on Monday. 

After her visit, we went grocery shopping, buying stuff for Thanksgiving this coming 
Thursday. When we got back to the car, I asked Emma how her knees were, since she had 
done a lot of walking. Emma said they were fine. Good. At least her painful knees seem to 
have been a temporary problem. 


11/24/06-Age 63 
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Frances called around 10:00 this morning, and told Emma that she didn't feel well and 
was in pain. Emma called Pacific Vistas and told them to send the nurse to Frances' room. 
About 10:30 Frances called again, and told Emma that she didn't feel well and was in pain. 
Emma asked if the nurse had come to see her, and Frances said she didn't know. Emma 
called Pacific Vistas and they said they'd send the nurse to check on Frances again. 

I mentioned to Emma that there isn't much information in the "popular culture" on 
getting old. Someone should write a "this is the way it's gonna be" book, or movie, on what 
young 'uns should expect. For example, people in their thirties might begin thinking of saving 
money for retirement, and start putting money away in various retirement funds or make 
investments to take care of them in their old age. Fine. But the fantasies of their retirement 
years need to be realistic. For example, a man might daydream of playing golf every day in 
retirement when he hits 65, and a woman might daydream of traveling and seeing all the 
sights she's heard about, when she's 65. The problem is that no one has told them things like 
the man may have a painful elbow, for no particular reason other than he's lived to be 65. 
Playing golf might not be all that much fun, and his game might be lousy. The woman might 
have painful knees, like Emma, and not want to walk around Rome. Just too painful. And this 
is at the still relatively young age of 65. What about when they hit 70? True, you may know 
people who are just fine at 65 or 70. That's called the luck of the draw. Some people will be, 
and some people won't be. 

Then, there are a host of little things that are truly annoying. Emma has a hell of time 
opening the caps on bottled water. She struggles to get the damn things open. I open them 
for her, but if I drop dead tomorrow it's back to tap water for her. And she's only 65. And I find 
it more and more difficult getting jars of applesauce and pickles open. These aren't lifestyle 
problems, just annoying reminders, every day, that we are getting older. Be prepared for that, 
too. 

Probably because of my recent health problem, and just years of chronic fatigue, and 
now having problems doing simple things like opening a jar of applesauce, and having new 
aches and pains almost on a daily basis, and worrying about my Saint Emma and what will 
happen to her when she's older, and seeing that all of our politicians, both democrats and 
republicans, have been bought and paid for by seemingly everyone from business interests to 
the Arabs, and thinking that we've come to be a rather sick society (corrupt) via the Commie 
infiltration of all the school boards throughout the country, and the help they got from the 
feminist movement which, together, brainwashed the younger generations to really and 
honestly believe that no society is better than any other, and that an American boy should be 
deballed, well I guess I'm a bit unhappy. 

The point of the above is that I heard a blurb on the radio about the television series, 
Lost, one which I've never seen. Apparently the current plot involves the characters having to 
push a button every 108 minutes or the world will come to an end. Well, kiddies, if I had that 
chore, I'd just go to sleep and the world would come to an end. There are two things most 
people should be happy about. The first is that my job isn't to push the button every 108 
minutes, and the second is that I'm not King, since if I were I'd have every lawyer, which 
includes just about every politician, and everyone who graduated from a law school, 
regardless of his occupation, thrown into a wood chipper. 

I just read the last two paragraphs to Emma, and asked her if she thinks I made my 
point. She said "loud and clear". I asked her, with a smile on my face, if "they" would come 
and get me for expressing unpopular thoughts/views. She said only if they read it, and since 
not many people read this tome, I have nothing to worry about. What she said was kind of 
liberating. Golly, I guess I can say anything I want to say. Some day I'll tell you what I really 
think. 
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Because I'm on a roll, I want to share a thought/ask a question you might want to 
answer for me. The warring Moslem's in Iraq are at it again, with one side blowing up the 
other side's mosques. The question I have is why is it okay for them to blow up each others 
mosques, but if an American soldier sneezes within a block of one of their "holy" mosques, it's 
another example of the horrible Americans who are anti the peace loving Moslems? Just a 
question. 

11/29/06-Age 63 

I heard a blurb on the radio about a lawsuit filed by a heterosexual woman against her 
homosexual supervisor, saying that he only promoted male and female homosexuals. Another 
example of the homosexuals slitting their own throats, and hastening the coming homosexual 
backlash. 

Then, on another station, I heard a blurb about "the first lesbian fire chief of a large 
city" who was forced to resign because (1) she kept hitting on the girl firemen, and a male 
fireman filed a lawsuit saying that she only promoted lesbians and friends of lesbians. 

Keep it up, homosexuals. I'm beginning to think that they are dumb. Well, it really 
doesn't matter whether they keep it up or not. When sufficient numbers of our politicians have 
been bought and paid for by the Moslems, the Moslems will just kill all the homosexuals. And 
the Jews and the Christ followers, and Hindus, and Buddhists, and atheists, for that matter. 
Why did the song, Don't worry, be happy, just pop into my head? 

12/1/06-Age 63 

Anyway, for some stories: My father would take me and my mother and Maude to Dinty 
Moore’s a few times a year. It was a POSH restaurant in the New York theater district. Not 
one of those posh French restaurants, but more of a posh “meat and potatoes” restaurant. 

The clientele of the restaurant consisted of New York theater and Hollywood movie stars, and 
producers and directors, and a few tourists, and the Mafia. 

My father told me that at one time Dinty Moore ran a regular type of restaurant. Not 
POSH. For some reason the Mafia folks liked to eat there. Maybe it was just the change from 
the Italian restaurants they usually ate at. This is way back in the 1930’s, during prohibition. 
For those of you who are too young to know what that was, that was when selling and 
drinking alcohol was illegal. So the Mafia and similar types smuggled booze in from 
Canada or from Cuba. Some of these “rum runners” made so much money they became 
prominent public figures and politicians. Others got killed. And that was a problem that 
needed to be solved. You see, a truck load of illegal booze would cross the Canadian U.S. 
border and would park in some wilderness area, where a different gang of thieves would 
arrive to buy the booze and then distribute it to hidden taverns and bars called 
“speak easys”. The name comes from the patrons knocking softly on a nondescript door, and 
when asked who sent them, they’d speak softly and saying something like “Joe sent me”. 
Anyway, the speak easy was the old time version of today’s crack house. 

Well, it wasn’t uncommon for some type of rip-off to take place when the two different 
gangs got together. Either the people doing the buying would be shot and killed and their 
money taken, and then the booze delivered and sold to another gang, or the truck would be 
hijacked and the driver and guard killed. One of the Mafia guys noticed that in Dinty Moore’s 
office there was a large solid looking safe. He had an idea and made Dinty an offer he 
couldn’t refuse. He told Dinty that Dinty would act as an escrow company. He’d be given 
money to put in his safe, and when he got a phone call telling him it was all right to give the 
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money to a particular person, he would, but not until he got the call. Dinty was told that for this 
service he’d get a small percentage. Dinty knew better than to decline the offer. 

This did not completely end the rip-offs, since a truck was still hijacked now and then, 
but thieves showing up without a bunch of money did end that part of the rip-offs. There was 
nothing to steal from them. Once the deal was made, a couple of phone calls were made, and 
Dinty was given the name of the person to give the money to. After he did, that person made 
a phone call or two and said the deal was completed. Dinty did well over the years, and made 
a lot of money that was never reported to the tax man. And no one tried to rip Dinty off, 
because too many top Mafia people were protecting him. Well, almost no one did. 

The story goes that once a thug walked into Dinty’s office and pulled out a 
gun and told Dinty to open the safe. Dinty refused. He knew that if he did open it, the Mafia 
would think it was a set-up and he was stealing from them, and they’d kill him. So he refused, 
and got shot in the head. The funny/interesting thing is that the bullet bounced off his head, 
doing no real damage to him. The thug ran out of the office, probably thinking that Dinty 
was being protected by God. Anyway, Dinty told his Mafia friends, who hunted the thug down 
and made an unpleasant example of him. 

Dinty made enough money to open his posh restaurant, and along with the Mafia came 
the theater folks and tourists. And my father and all of us from time to time. Once I asked why 
Jack, a huge Irishman and one of Dinty’s waiters, was still working. This was back in the days 
when people routinely retired at age 65, and often died a few weeks later. Jack was easily 65, 
and although a huge man, he carried equally huge trays laden with food for four or six people 
at a time. To my twelve year old or so brain, he was too old to be doing hard work. I felt sorry 
for him. My father told me that Jack couldn’t retire, because he needed the tips. After a few 
seconds, my father explained- not that Jack was too poor and needed the money, but that 
Jack was too rich and wanted more money. Jack, I was told, had more money than most of 
the people he waited on. 

Jack was a favorite of the Mafia folks, so they’d routinely give him tips like, “Jackrabbit 
in the third at Belmont on Saturday”. And the horse he was given always won. And Jack 
always made a lot of money. And there were other tips. Like what stock was going to zoom up 
in value because it was going to split it’s shares in a week. This was back in the days when 
stock certificates were just that, pieces of paper, not electronic bits and bytes. So the Mafia 
knew which companies were having a few million stock certificates printed up (often at a 
Mafia owned printer), and when the company announced a two for one split, it made the stock 
less expensive to buy, so bunches of people would buy it, and that would force the price of 
the stock up. Supply and demand, you know. And Jack would make a killing, so to speak. 

So there were the fixed horse race tips, and the stock tips, and fixed boxing match tips, 
and so on. So Jack kept working because he was making too much money not to work. 

When Emma and I stiffed the waitress, I had guilt feeling for a few seconds because I 
assume, as mentioned above, that she needs the money, as all servers do. And then I 
remembered Jack. All servers except for him, I thought. 

12/3/06-Age 63 

The word is that the Democrats and the Republicans have decided that they will give 
amnesty to the illegals. The new estimate is about 20 million, and then they bring their 
relatives over, and like 50 or 60 million third worlders, with their third world diseases, and their 
voting for Commies who will promise them all SUVs and credit cards or whatever. 

The problem for me, and Emma, is that there isn't any place for us to run to. To us, the 
rest of the world seems as fucked up as the USA. Well, maybe, just maybe, Australia or New 
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Zealand. But I'm sure if I looked into those countries, I'd decide that they, too, are fucked up. 

Then Michael Savage came to the rescue. He talked about Holland, which is really 
pissed off about the Moslems, especially since the grandnephew (or whatever) of the painter 
Van Gogh was murdered by a Moslem, who pinned a message onto his dead chest saying 
that the Moslems were going to take over and kick the non Moslems out of their own country. 
To the rescue came students, who formed a political party which now has 20% of the seats in 
their government. The Dutch have started passing laws, outlawing Burkas (Bee Keepers 
outfits) being worn on the streets, and fining people who aren't speaking Dutch on the streets. 
Holland may be the only sane country left on this planet. Emma and I will have to start 
studying up on Holland. 

12/16/06- Age 63 

While sitting in the car waiting for Emma to finish depositing her paycheck and 
Christmas bonus check, I saw a nicely dressed good looking man in his late twenties or early 
thirties in a wheelchair. He had no legs, not even stumps, and no right arm. He was using his 
left arm to propel the chair. Walking beside him was a pleasant looking Asian woman. I 
couldn't tell if she was his nurse/helper, or someone closer to him. She looked happy, and 
reached out and stroked the man's hair as he moved the chair a little in front of her. I thought, 
"He got blown up in Iraq". I could be wrong of course. Regardless, the above reinforced the 
feeling I've had from time to time that everything is relative. With my family, and now Emma's 
family shit, and lawyers, and all, well, things could be a lot worse. 

12/25/06- Age 63 

Merry Christmas. 

12/30/06- Age 63 

The phone rang at 4:30 in the morning. It was Pacific Vistas, letting Emma know that 
Frances was having trouble breathing, and the paramedics took her to the nearest hospital. 
We got out of bed and to Frances in about a half an hour. I sat in the car, both because I 
really am getting a cold and don't want to give it to Frances, and because they are going to 
stick tubes and stuff into Frances, and I don't want to see it/her, and she won't want me to. 

Emma came out to the parking lot a few times to check on me, and let me know what 
was happening with Frances- she is having trouble breathing, has pain in her chest and her 
left arm, but they don't want to say she is having a heart attack until they complete their tests. 

At about 10:00 at night Emma came out and said we were going home. She said the 
doctors still weren't sure what was wrong with Frances, and were waiting for some test 
results. We got home about 10:30 at night and went right to bed. I was tired because of the 
cold which seemed to be getting worse, and Emma looked like death warmed over. 

About ten minutes after getting into bed the hospital called and wanted Emma to come 
in and sit with her mother. This is a repeat of the last time Frances was in the same hospital, 
the last time she had a heart attack. Emma told them she had been up since 4:30 in the 
morning and was tired and needs her sleep. Ten or fifteen minutes later the hospital called 
again, and wanted Emma to come and sit with Frances. Again, Emma politely told the nurse 
that she needed to get some sleep, and she couldn't come in. There were three more calls in 
a two hour period, and when Emma was once again being polite during what turned out to be 
the last time they called, I started screaming from across the room that it was the God Damn 
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Hospitals' responsibility to take care of Frances, and that she wasn't going to go and sit with 
her mother. The nurse heard me and got the message. 

12/31/06- Age 63 

Emma spent over an hour with her mother, with me sitting in the car, something I'm 
quite used to doing these days. When Emma was finished, she told me that her mother was 
very disoriented when she got there, but was much better when she left. I asked if Frances 
knew she was in a hospital. Emma said she did, but also thought she was in a prison, and 
didn't know what she did wrong, and that the people weren't very nice to her. I gave Emma a 
look when she told me that, and Emma smiled and said, "Well, she's in a hospital, after all". 
Kiddies, my advice to you is to avoid going into a hospital as long as you can. And then 
maybe a bit longer. Awful places. 

1/1/07- Age 63 

Happy New Year. 

We went to visit Frances. I again waited in the car. When Emma returned she told me 
that Frances no longer thinks she's in a prison, and that everyone is very nice to her. Frances 
said that the people where she lives will be worried because they don't know where she went. 
That's a good sign, since it means that for now, at least, she knows that the people at Pacific 
Vistas do care about her. 

Emma said a nurse said Frances will probably be released tomorrow. I suggest that we 
stop off at Pacific Vistas, and ask them what the best procedure is for getting Frances from 
the hospital to them. How is it usually done? So we went there, and Emma went in, and had a 
chat. They said they'd take care of everything, they'd send a van and a woman to help 
Frances, and they do this frequently so Emma shouldn't worry. Emma is so happy she's found 
a place with very caring people like Pacific Vistas for her mom to live in. All it takes, today, is 
about $60,000 a year. Start saving your pennies for yourself or for your parents. Or not. 

Oh, Emma told me that the hospital has a "sitter" with Frances. The assholes. I'm sure 
it's a problem about money. I think the hospital doesn't want to pay someone minimum wage, 
for which they don't get adequately recompensated, to sit with Alzheimer's patients. So they 
lie and say that they don't have a "sitter", and it's up to the family to keep an eye on the 
patient. Welcome to the turd world, folks. 

1/4/07- Age 63 

Frances was released from the hospital. Her doctor told Emma that if Frances was ten 
years younger, they'd try things that they just can't take the chance to try at her age. So they 
will only adjust her medications, and hope for the best. 

2/20/07-Age 63 

There were some messages on our machine. It turns out that Frances was taken to the 
hospital again, and so Emma called the hospital and got little information. She spoke to 
Frances and tried to explain to her that she was in a hospital because she wasn't feeling well. 
Emma repeated this about twelve times, each time very calmly. I was getting upset listening 
to Emma repeat herself. She really really is a Saint. 

Tomorrow morning Emma will try to contact Frances' doctor and find out what's what. 
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The people at the hospital weren't helpful, nor were the new people at Pacific Vistas. I 
neglected to mention that Pacific Vistas was sold a while ago. It is still a first class operation, 
but Emma is still just one more person for the new people to get to know. Emma is once again 
on overload. 

2/22/07-Age 63 

Frances was released from the hospital this afternoon. I think she's going to go in 
every two weeks or so. I don't see her living much longer. 

3/03/07-Age 63 

Yesterday Emma spoke to Frances on the phone. For the first time in Emma's life, 
Frances was nasty to her. Frances was very disoriented, and thought Emma was her sister, 
and told Emma that she never cared about Frances, and that Emma should go to Hell, etc. 
This made Emma cry a bit when she thought about it. I tried to explain that Frances wasn't 
really Frances, because an alien had taken over her brain. This didn't make Emma any 
happier. She did tell me that someone at Pacific Vistas who she spoke to about Frances told 
her that 90% of the Alzheimer's people there were like the way Frances was acting 90% of 
the time. Maybe as the disease gets worse, this is how people become. Angry and belligerent. 
Not something we are looking forward to. Frances has always been so polite and "nice", even 
when confused. 

Anyway, Emma went to visit her mother today, not looking forward to doing it. Frances 
was back to being nice and polite, which made Emma feel better. 

4/27/07-Age 63 

Emma got a phone call from her aunt Estelle. She's Frances' youngest sister. Estelle is 
in her mid 80's. She told Emma that her daughter, Judith, who is in her late 40's, has ovarian 
cancer. She's been operated on and now it's "hope for the best" time. On top of that, her 
younger daughter, Rachael, who is in mid 30's, just got diagnosed with it too. And her oldest 
daughter died of ovarian cancer a few years ago. Estelle is falling apart. No wonder. I'd like to 
say that everything is relative, and things could be a lot worse for Emma and me. But I think 
things are shitty for most in the world. Anyway, I've asked Emma to make an appointment and 
have herself checked out. She's probably just fine, but... 

5/23/07-Age 64 

I have been writing to the DMV for quite a while trying to get my license back. Today I 
got a Special Instruction Permit in today's mail. Maybe the last batch of letters/emails I sent 
off a few days ago to Sacramento and other public officials did the trick. They decided that I 
can drive as long as I have a grown-up with a drivers license with me. 

7/3/07- Age 64 

I finally figured it out. That chemistry student was in a special needs school for 
retarded kids with Attention Deficit Disorder. And the asshole principal let kids like that mix 
chemicals? He must be retarded with ADD himself. 
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7/18/07-Age 64 

Oh me... 

A few days ago Emma got a call from the residence Frances lives in. Emma was told 
by the new administrator, Olivia, that Frances has been flushing banana peels and orange 
peels down the toilet, and flooding her room. They've cleaned the carpet a few times, but now 
they need to replace it. And also need to replace the floor in Frances' bathroom. Olivia said 
she'd send Emma the bill once she got an estimate. 

If this wasn't bad enough, Olivia said that Frances needed an around the clock 
"companion", to see that these things didn't happen again. Olivia would arrange for this from 
an agency the residence uses for this purpose, and we would be billed separately for the 
companions by that agency. This, we realized, could cost a LOT of money each month. 

Two days ago Olivia called and told Emma that replacing the carpet and the bathroom 
floor would come to $2,950. Emma told her she'd bring a check over the next day. Olivia also 
told Emma that the companions would cost $130 a day, That's an additional $3,900 for a thirty 
day month. That brings Frances' care to about $10,000 a month. 

7/26/07-Age 64 

Got my grown-up license today! No Grown-up needed to be with me. Now I have 
to/can be a grown-up. 

9/1/07- Age 64 

Emma and I went to visit Frances today. We saw a new picture in Frances' room- it 
was a wedding picture of Emma's son, Ephraim and his new wife. Emma didn't know he had 
gotten married. She was only vaguely aware that he had a girlfriend. 

When we left I asked Emma how she felt about finding out that her son was married. 
She said she was happy, because now (at about the age of 40) he wasn't alone. I asked her 
how she felt not being told about the wedding, nor being invited. She said that when she 
spoke to her son after we got married, he said that since he wasn't invited to our wedding, he 
wouldn't have to invite her to his. So she wasn't surprised. 


END OF PART 6 


Part 7 

Eliot's Story by Hugo (An Autobiography) 

Part 7 


Copyrighted © Material by Hugo in 2008 
(You may want to refresh your memory as to what’s been happening to Emma 
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and me by skimming through Part 6 before reading about our new 
adventures/horrors.) 

3/3/08-Age 64 

Emma and I have been talking for a long time, in general terms, about escaping 
from Los Angeles. We didn’t know where we’d go, but both of us would rather live 
someplace else. We’ve started to seriously begin working on leaving the entire State 
of California. Emma has been doing Internet searches of property values in other 
states, profiles of various cities, etc. I think we’re really gonna do it, in the not too 
distant future. Emma decided that she could continue to take care of her mother long 
distance, and see her mother every 4-6 weeks, (not that Frances remembers that 
Emma has seen her as soon as Emma leaves Frances’ sight.) 

3/21/08-Age 64 

Frances’ full time “companion”, Peachy, called and told Emma that Frances was 
being taken to the hospital. Emma arrived at the hospital a little while later, and spent 
the day, from 9-6, in the emergency room with her mother and Peachy. Frances had a 
heart attack and also has pneumonia, and a fever of 102 degrees F. The doctors said 
she was in serious condition, but they thought she’d pull through. 

3/22/08-Age 64 

Emma called Rhonda, Efrem and Edmond, and told them about Frances. Later 
when she was visiting Frances, now out of the emergency room and in a standard 
room, she saw Efrem and his wife. Emma had never seen nor spoken to her. Emma 
and the wife, name unknown, greeted each other, and Emma said, “No matter what 
you’ve heard, I’m not a Witch.” Efrem interrupted and said something like, “We’re here 
to see Grammy, not talk about us”. He then told Emma that she should have called 
him yesterday, the day Frances was taken to the hospital. He then said to his wife that 
Emma was just trying to control things. I left and was waiting in the car and when 
Emma came down, she was mildly upset. I asked her what she thought of her 
daughter-in-law. Emma surprised me by saying that she thought the woman was 
“stupid”. Emma doesn’t say things like that about people. I asked why. Emma said 
that the woman only heard one side of a story, but gave Emma a dirty look when she 
told her she wasn’t a Witch. 

Emma and I discussed the “one side of a story”. I said she has been judged 
guilty of something, but she didn’t know what she was guilty of because no one would 
tell her. That must be difficult to deal with. Emma said the only way she could deal 
with it was to not think about her family. I told her I could empathize with that because I 
spent years not thinking about my family. Not a thought except for rare occasions 
when one of them would contact me for some reason, every few years, or I realized 
that it was my sister’s birthday, or whatever. I had done such a good job of forgetting 
about them that I was surprised when the N.Y. lawyer called and told me about Maude. 
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I hadn’t given my family any thought for years. It’s a strategy that worked for me, and I 
suppose it also works for Emma. I told Emma that the next time she hears her mother 
has been hospitalized (assuming there is a next time and Frances doesn’t die now, or 
in the future in bed at the old age home from a heart attack), she should immediately 
call her son. I assume that his attitude would be that since she had no information to 
give him, she should have waited. In short, I believe that no matter what Emma does, 
her family will find fault with it. 

3/24/08-Age 64 

Emma had been visiting Frances for an hour in the morning and an hour at night 
since Frances was hospitalized a few days ago. Emma kept in touch with her condition 
by phone between visits. Emma has been relieved because Frances was looking 
better each time she saw her. Today, before I took Emma to work, she called and 
spoke to one of Frances’ caretakers, and everything was fine. Emma said she had to 
go to work, but would leave early and see her mother in the late afternoon. 

I dropped Emma off at work, and got home, and around 11:00 her son Efrem 
called, and wanted to speak to Emma. I don’t know Emma’s work number, because 
it’s a pushbutton on my phone. I told him I’d call her and she’d call him back. He didn’t 
seem thrilled, but said okay. I called Emma and told her to call her son. 

About five minutes later Emma called me. She said, “Come and pick me up.” 
She was sobbing. I asked what the problem was. I assumed Efrem said something to 
upset her. Emma said that Frances died this morning, around 11:00 Later I found out 
that Efrem had been visiting, and Frances was awake, and then just died, peacefully, 
no pain, no convulsions, just like she went to sleep. 

Efrem was at the hospital when we got there. He briefly spoke to Emma, and 
then left. We stayed for an hour and a half, and then we left. The mortuary was 
notified and they were coming to pick Frances up and take her away. The funeral got 
scheduled for Wednesday, two days from today. 

3/25/08-Age 64 

I asked Emma to write an account of the next few days. I knew the goings-on 
would be clearer in her mind than in mind. And I just didn’t want to think about what 
follows: 

Thank goodness my parents had the good sense to make all the 
arrangements for their funerals years ago and everything was paid for in 
advance. I called the mortuary from the hospital and they said that they would 
pick up Mother and that I should call the rabbi and talk with him about 
scheduling the funeral. Eliot took me home and I called the rabbi’s office. He 
gave me some possible times on the 26 th and I called the mortuary again and 
scheduled the funeral. The funeral consultant confirmed the arrangements with 
me, really just confirming that I wanted to abide by the decisions made by 
Mother years before. They will take care of everything. I called Rhonda, Efrem 
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and Edmond to tell them the arrangements and asked them to help make calls to 
family and friends, which they agreed to do. Rhonda was actually especially 
helpful. But she likes to be in the middle of things and be “in charge”. I called 
the Sisterhood president of Mom’s Temple and arranged for a reception at the 
Temple following the funeral. I also contacted the facility where Mom has been 
living the past couple of years and told them what happened. They were nice 
and supportive but not as warm and caring as Sarah and her staff had been 
when they were in charge. When I called Sarah at her new facility she was now 
in charge of to tell her about Mom, she was very supportive and caring. 

On Tuesday, March 25, we met with the Rabbi. Eliot and I were there along 
with Edmond and his girlfriend/fiancee/kinky-Mistress, and Efrem. Rhonda 
couldn’t come because she had to take her son for an audition for a TV 
commercial, but joined us by speaker phone. The Rabbi had each of us tell him 
about Mom’s life and our memories of her. It was difficult but also cathartic. I 
brought Mom’s wedding ring with me and gave it to Efrem to give to his wife. 
Mom told me a long time ago when she was still clear thinking that she wanted 
him to have it. Since he wasn’t married at that time, Mom thought that maybe 
when he did get married, his wife would like to have it. At the end of the 
meeting, Edmond asked if we wanted to go out to lunch with them, but we 
declined and said we had to get home. The thought of sitting across a table 
from them made me sick to my stomach. The thought that he’d expect me to pay 
for them didn’t help me feel better. 

The funeral was on Wednesday the 26th. Much of that day is a blur to me, 
as it is for Eliot. Some things that do stand out in my mind are interactions with 
some of the people who attended. I was touched that both of Mom’s care-givers 
made the effort to come to the funeral, although it meant taking a series of 
buses and about two hours to get there. I was annoyed with the way Edmond 
and Marla, his kinky-Mistress, and Rhonda seemed to enjoy “being on stage” 
when they spoke about Mother at the funeral. Edmond talked about how Mom 
spanked him and taught him to roll her cigarettes, making her sound like a 
horrible mother. He said those were his fondest memories of Frances. Marla 
talked about how they forced Mom to go to lunch with them at a restaurant of 
their choice when they knew she really liked to go to her favorite deli. She did 
leave out that Mom always paid for their lunch. Rhonda talked about her 
feelings and memories rather than about Mom. Efrem was more subdued and 
appropriate and talked about how important Mom was in his life. Mom’s friend 
Suzie read an essay she had written about Mom some time before which Mom 
had asked her to read at her funeral some day. 

I couldn’t talk about memories of Mom, feeling like everyone there had 
their own memories, and it felt more appropriate to ask them to remember her as 
she was in their lives, rather than imposing my memories on them. I said that 
Mom always believed that friends were the family one chose for oneself and that 
everyone there was a part of her true family. I was touched by Efrem’s wife’s 
hugs and kind words, which was a turn-around from how she treated me two 
days ago. But I felt hurt when Efrem ignored me and just walked out when he 
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and his wife left the funeral. I was hurt by my young grandsons’ avoidance of 
me, but I am aware that Rhonda has been telling them to stay away from me, 
because I’m a “Witch”. Rhonda’s husband brought a baby girl in a stroller to the 
reception and I learned from others there that they adopted a little girl. They 
kept her away from me though. My “adopted” daughter Emma was at the 
reception and was very supportive and loving, the daughter of my heart. I was 
surprised and pleased to see that among the refreshments was a big bowl of 
strawberries and told the Sisterhood president that they were Mother’s favorite 
fruit. She hadn’t known this but just thought that strawberries would be nice to 
serve. 

At the grave side I talked with one of my cousins, Alice, who told me she 
was upset with Efrem because he avoided talking to her, and she didn’t 
understand why. She also said she was furious with Edmond because of the 
things he said about Mom in his remembrances, making her sound like a 
horrible mother. 

3/27/08-Age 64 

Naturally enough, Emma and I talked about the funeral. I told her I didn’t trust 
Efrem’s wife’s turn-around. I suggested that her abrupt change of attitude toward 
Emma had something to do with money-inheritance. I also told Emma I doubted 
Rhonda and her husband adopted the little girl, but she probably is a “foster mother” 
and so gets paid for taking care of the girl. Either way, I feel sorry for the poor baby. 

4/3/08-Age 64 

Emma inherited about $100,000 from her mothers bank accounts. I gotta tell 
you, I LOVE typing all those zeros. Really! 

5/6/08-Age 64 

Emma got a check made out to Frances for $17. It was money back from when 
we turned off Frances’ phone at the home. We took it to our bank and got into a large 
hassle trying to deposit it. The bank finally reluctantly accepted the deposit into 
Emmas’ checking account. It took about fifteen minutes and three different people to 
make the deposit. One of the people finally mumbled something about “Homeland 
Security” and money laundering laws or something like that. Over a fucking $17? The 
world, or at least America, has gone insane, says I. 

5/13/08-Age 64 

Emma and I have been talking and talking about moving from the Commie state 
of California. Now that Frances is gone, and that we have accumulated some money, 
it seems doable. We can sell Frances’ condo, which Emma now owns outright, and 
the house, which should keep us financially solvent. 
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We’ve decided to start fixing up our money-pit of a house, either to make it 
easier to sell, or just to have a nicer house if we don’t move. Today our new 
dishwasher arrived. The old one hasn’t worked for a number of years. Or, more 
accurately, it does go on, but the water gushes out all over the kitchen floor. We 
thought it just needed new rubber hoses which either rotted over time, or maybe the 
mice ate through them, but when we had a repair man come, he suggested a new 
one, ‘cause the parts were going to be difficult to find on such an old model. So I went 
out and bought a new one for about $225. 

The delivery-installer men showed up, pulled the old dishwasher out, and found 
a few shovelfuls of mouse shit under the old one. Really! That’s why the area near 
the sink stank. I got out our vacuum cleaner and along with a broom got the shit out 
and into a trash bag. The guys got the new one into the small space, and got it 
hooked up, and it seems to work. 

I told Emma about the mouse shit, and told her I’d have guilt feelings selling this 
house to anyone. She told me to get over it. 

5/18/09-Age 65 

I just read on the Internet that a partition to recall the Commie-Bastard governor 
of California, Arnold Schwarzenegger, has been filed. That’s how the Commie-Bastard 
first got into office, in a recall election to throw out the previous Commie-Bastard 
governor, Gray Davis. Arnold was supposed to be everything that Davis wasn’t, but 
turned out to be a clone of the guy he replaced. Yeah, like Michael Savage, the right 
wing radio talk show host says, there is only one party, pretending to be two different 
parties. If there is a recall election, what good would it do? The Commie-Bastard in 
power will just be replaced with another Commie-Bastard. 

5/21/08-Age 65 

I’ve been checking out real estate in Las Vegas on the ‘net. We hear that the real 
estate prices are down a lot there, so there might be some bargains. I don’t know if 
we want to live in Las Vegas, so we’ll take a ride some day and check out that part of 
the country. 

We don’t want to spend too much ‘cause we’re a bit worried about Emma’s one 
client in her home business not wanting to keep doing business with us. It may be too 
much of a hassle for him to ship boxes of papers to us and wait for us to ship them 
back to him. Since we make about $50,000 a year from him, that would be a lot of 
money to lose. On the other hand, if we do move, Emma won’t be working full time at 
her day job, and so we could take on more work from her one client, who seems to 
have enough work to keep us busy. Well, we’ll see what happens, but it would be best 
to assume the worst and not plan on money coming in from the work that Emma now 
gets. 


6/11/08-Age 65 
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We had a meeting with Don, a real estate guy, about selling Frances' condo. He 
worked with the woman who got the tenant for us, the real estate guy who was living in 
Frances’ condo, which was now Emma’s condo. The real estate woman has gotten 
very old in the last two years, kinda sorta like Frances. We had been in contact with 
Don earlier, because we needed to find out some technical things, like what the condo 
was worth when Frances put Emma’s name on the deed years ago, and what it was 
worth when Frances died, for tax reasons. We also asked him to give us an estimate 
for what it would be worth if we wanted to put it up for sale. 

As for selling the condo, he gave a range of prices, from a low of $375,000 to a 
high of $450,000. A year or so ago similar condos were selling for about $600,000. 

As the saying goes, timing is everything. 

I told Don that the condo might be easy to sell, since the tenant told Emma that 
if she wanted to sell it in the future, he might be interested in buying it. I also reminded 
Don that the tenant was in real estate, so he wouldn’t be a pushover. We gave Don 
the tenant’s phone number, and Don said he’d call him today and let us know what 
was said. I told Don to tell the tenant that if he didn’t want to buy the condo, he’d have 
to start preparing to move, since we’d need it vacant to show it. 

6/12/08-Age 65 

There was an angry message on our answering machine from the tenant. He 
almost screamed that he was a real estate agent, and he could handle everything, and 
why did Emma contact another real estate agent? Emma and I didn’t like his tone of 
voice, and we didn’t like the thought that he thought we were stupid and would let him 
represent himself and also represent our best interests. Emma called Don and told 
him about the message. She told him that she didn’t want to hear from the tenant, and 
that Don should tell the tenant that. Don said the tenant must have forgotten his “real 
estate 101" course, since it was unethical for him to contact Emma directly when she 
had an agent. Don said he’d call the tenant and remind him of this. 

6/16/08-Age 65 

Don called and told Emma that he had left numerous messages for the tenant 
but hasn’t gotten a reply. 

6/23/08-Age 65 

Got back from a quickie trip to Laughlin Nevada, a sleepy city-town on the 
Nevada-Arizona border about two hours from Las Vegas. I’ve been on the ‘net looking 
for condos for sale. I limited my search to condos because I’m tired having things like 
the garage door fixed, and the pipes for the lawn sprinklers fixed, etc. These things 
are done by the condo “home owners association”, as part of the monthly 
maintenance dues the condo owner pays. I looked around Laughlin for no particular 
reason, other than I’ve heard of it from time to time, and it was big enough to have 
about five casino-hotels. This meant there would be a variety of restaurants to choose 
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from, and entertainment (of sorts), and stuff like that. 

We saw a real estate agent who took us to some new condos that were almost 
built. Well, she said they were condos. To us, they were “duplexes”, that is, two 
houses attached to each other, separated by a short distance from two other houses 
attached to each other... 

We were told that the home owners association wasn’t responsible if the garage 
door broke, or if the lawn sprinklers broke, and that we would be responsible for the 
repairs. This was a deal breaker for me. And I asked myself why the builders put in 
small lawns when the temperature rose to 120 degrees F in the summer. Then we 
were told some of the “association” rules, which involved how long we could leave the 
garage door open and that we had to keep the lawn green, etc. This was more of a 
deal breaker for me. But the real real deal breaker was when the agent told us about 
the Tarantula and Scorpion spiders that tended to come inside and crawl under beds... 
NO WAY we were going to move to Laughlin, no matter how inexpensive the housing 
was. By Los Angeles standards, the prices were very low. And the general economic 
mess the country is in will be dropping prices even lower in the near future, I think. So 
Laughlin is out. Very far out. 

7/3/08-Age 65 

We got the rent check from the tenant today, but nothing about his either buying 
the condo or moving out. Don hasn’t done anything about selling the condo because it 
has to be vacant before he does. Emma and I decided that we’d have to evict him. 

We will write a letter to the tenant telling him he must move and send it by registered 
mail both to the condo and to where he works. 

7/15/08-Age 65 

We spoke to Don and told him we sent letters telling the tenant to leave. Don 
asked if we posted a notice to leave on the door to the condo. We said we didn’t know 
that we needed to. Don said what we needed was a lawyer who specialized in 
evictions. He gave us the name of Richard, who only does evictions. We called him 
today and he asked Emma a bunch of questions, and said he’d need her to sign an 
agreement with him, and then he’d start the eviction. Emma told him to fax it to her 
and she’d sign it and fax it back to him. Emma asked how much money this would 
cost and how much he wanted up-front. He said probably about $800 would do it, and 
he’d bill us as time went on. No money was needed up-front. Emma asked him how 
long this would take, and Richard said 60-90 days. 

Emma called Don and told him what Richard said, and so the sale wouldn’t 
begin for a few months. Don asked us to keep him advised. 

8/7/2008-Age 65 

I sent an email to a real estate guy in Las Vegas. The ‘net has a lot of condos 
for sale in Vegas, and some seem interesting. But I don’t know much about Vegas, 
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except that there has been a giant building boom and population boom over the last 
few years. He has a bunch of listings, so I thought I’d make contact with him and tell 
him what we were looking for, and maybe he can come up with something for us. (I 
think Vegas also has spiders.) 

He called today and told me that condos were selling so fast in Vegas that the 
way to buy one was to find one on the Internet, call him, and he’d go and look at it, 
and call us and tell us if it was in good condition, and then if we liked what he said, we 
should buy it long distance, without looking at it. 

I told him we’d think about it. Just to get rid of the asshole. 

8/8/08-Age 65 

I saw some Reno Nevada condos for sale on the ‘net, and they looked 
interesting. Emma called one real estate agent but she wasn’t in and didn’t call back 
soon enough to please me, so we called another who had condos in the same 
building. Her name is Liz. We told her we’d like to come to Reno and look at as many 
condos as were available of the same type/quality as the ones I’ve seen on the ‘net. 
She didn’t tell me to let her look and then she’d tell us if we should buy one... So she 
made some points with us. I don’t know if Reno has spiders, but we’ll find out when 
we go to Reno in about two weeks. 

8/9/08-Age 65 

The tenant didn’t pay his rent. This is the first time that happened. So we 
notified the eviction lawyer, and let Don know. We don’t know whether this makes it 
easier to evict the guy. Why the Hell doesn’t he just move? 


8/13/2008-Age 65 

The eviction lawyer called the lawyer representing the tenant and got the past 
due rent check delivered to him by the tenant. Our lawyer said he’ll mail the check to 
us. God, why are things always so difficult? 

8/18/08-Age 65 

Spoke to Liz in Reno and told her we’ll be arriving there in two days for her to 
show us a bunch of condos. Hopefully they aren’t dumps with spider webs. Neither 
Emma nor I have been in Reno. We wonder what it’s like. We know it has to be 
different from Los Angeles. Or so we hope. We really want to get out of this hell hole. 
The traffic is so bad that it now takes ten or fifteen minutes to drive ten or fifteen 
blocks. No kidding. And the taxes and “fees” keep coming. Now the city wants to 
charge every house owner $3,000 to fix the sidewalk in front of their property. Ya see, 
years ago the brilliant minds running the city government had trees planted whose 
roots didn’t go down, but sideways. So over time the roots have buckled just about all 
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the sidewalks in the city. So now it’s the property owners’ responsibility to fix what the 
city screwed up. Emma and I have to get out of this Commie third world Mexican city. 
Soon. 

8/22/08-Age 65 

Today we signed the papers for a Reno Condo, so it’s official, we’re leaving 
communist California. Yea! 

8/22/08-Age 65 

Guess what. The tenant is suing us for $14,000. It seems that we were 
supposed to file a form and pay the city $25. Something about renting the condo. The 
real estate company that took care of finding the tenant and did the paperwork didn’t 
file the fee and do the paperwork, nor tell us we had to. The tenant knew we needed 
to because he’s a real estate agent. The penalty for us because the real estate 
company did not do what it was supposed to do is that the tenant can sue to get back 
all the rent he paid back. He want’s $14,000! We are freaked out about the lawsuit, of 
course. Let’s see... the real estate company screwed up, and now we’re being sued 
for $14,000 by our tenant who we are trying to evict. 

8/24/08-Age 65 

We talked to Don about the lawsuit and the real estate company’s responsibility. 
So we’re trying to sell Emma’s house and evict the tenant and dealing with Frances’ 
estate and now we’re being sued for a bunch of money by the tenant we’re paying a 
lawyer to try to evict, and we wonder from time to time why Emma’s family hates her 
since they won’t tell her... 

8/28-Age 65 

The lawyer who was trying to evict the tenant won’t handle the lawsuit from the 
tenant, ‘cause he only evicts people, not that he seems to be particularly good at doing 
that... so he quit. 

8/28/2008-Age 65 

We sent a letter to Don re: finding a new lawyer to handle the lawsuit from the 
tenant and also handle the eviction. 

9/5/08-Age 65 

Don suggested a lawyer, and we signed an agreement with Mark, and gave him 
$5,000 as his down payment... 


9/15/2008-Age 65 
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Mark doesn’t seem particularly interested in handling the case... He hasn’t done 
much if anything... 

10/8/2008-Age 65 

Mark decided that this really wasn’t a case he wanted to deal with, so we found 
another lawyer, Harold, to handle the eviction and the $14,000 lawsuit against us... 

9/29/08-Age 65 

We’re still trying to get the tenant properly served for the eviction, which has to 
be done before he’s evicted. Our eviction lawyer had to be the dumbest of all the 
lawyers we’ve thrown money away on. He couldn’t get the tenant served. He sent 
someone to look at the tenant’s apartment from the street at night, to see if the light’s 
were on, and if they were he went up and knocked on the door but the tenant didn’t 
answer, so the guy would leave. Each time he did this we got charged. 

10/2/08-Age 65 

I tried to explain that the tenant is a real estate agent, and works out of a real 
estate office a few blocks from where he’s living, and so the process server should just 
go to the office and ask for the tenant. The tenant will think it’s a potential costumer, 
and come out of his room or whatever, and then he can be served. This didn’t do 
much good with the eviction specialist, so let’s see if Harold thinks it’s a good idea. 

Well kiddies, I just can't wait to find out what happens, how this entire story 
ends. I suppose you're on the edge of your seat too. Stay tuned. TIME WILL TELL. 

END OF PART 7 


Part 8 


Addendum 


A lot of mostly awful stuff has happened since my last entry of Part 7 in 2008 
and now it's 2016. Many are unbelievable. Too many for me to want to think about and 
write about, at least for now. But I do want to be on record about the following, so I'm 
writing this brief addendum. 
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Emma as she looked in 2014 Emma as she looked in 1995 

I've decided that this book is my second greatest work of art. My greatest work of art is 
the change my Emma has made in her life, with a little bit of help from me. Really, she did it 
all, and I just cheered her on. Honest. 

Rhonda stole $50,000 from her grandmother and mother, with help from her friend, the 
manager of the bank Frances and Emma had their joint checking account in. We hired a 
lawyer who helped Ronda's lawyer steal another $300,000 from us. All this is much too 
traumatic to write about. 

If that wasn't enough, Emma's brother and daughter and son sued us for Frances' 
condo, and for stealing Frances' money and and and... 

I can't write about this and the awfulness it involved, because it's much too painful. 
Seriously, being homeless and out on the streets and smelling like spit-up was MUCH better 
than what Emma and I have endured for the last few years. Just thinking about writing an 
account of this makes me start to shake. Really. No kidding. 

As I alluded to in my entry on 3/20/91-Age 47, it became crystal clear to me in 2014 
that my father was molesting Maude when mother sent me out of the house. I also realized 
that he hated me because he thought I was a fag, and he "had to drink" because he had to 
have sex with the homosexuals in the fashion world to be able to sell his stuff and stay in 
business. You see, at the age of five or so, I hated my family so much I wanted to run away, 
or be someone else in another family, so I started asking my father to bring me some make¬ 
up. I didn't know the word "disguise", so I used the word "make-up", but what I wanted was a 
false mustache and a wig, etc. I could disguise myself, and then I wouldn't be me. I wouldn't 
be part of my family. 

When I asked for "make-up", dad thought I was a faggot, and so treated me with hate. 
All of this came to me in a flash of understanding. An Epiphany. I wrote the following, and 
when I finished, I felt a lot better about myself and my life. I had a new understanding of my 
life, and I felt purged. I finally understood why my father HAD to drink. 

RS. When I sent this to Wikkipedia, the encyclopedia of sorts on the 'net, to add to 
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their page on Norman Norell, the fashion designer, they wrote back saying what I wrote 
couldn't be verified. I decided that the homosexuals at Wikkipedia didn't like what I had to say 
about Norell and about the fashion industry. I also realized that my father wasn't bisexual, but 
was a heterosexual who had homosexual sex for business reasons. When I had this 
Epiphany I wrote the following. Here goes: 

My childhood background 

My father was a “high end” male homosexual prostitute, being one of Norman 
Norell’s many boyfriends. Norell was Calvin Kline before Calvin Kline. Norell met my 
father when my father was a teenage delivery boy for Hattie Carnegie, a high class 
department store in NYC. Occasionally he would make deliveries or pickups at Norell’s 
studio. Apparently my father was Norell’s type. With Norell’s help and encouragement, 
my father eventually went into the fashion business, designing and making women's 
belts, which Norell used on his dresses, and which were sold by high end department 
stores throughout the country. My father used his contacts with Norell and Norell’s 
other boyfriends to keep his business running. It’s not what you know, it’s who you 
fuck, I’ve learned. 

Because my father wasn’t a homosexual, he drank, morning, noon and night, 
beginning when he was a teenager, to enable himself to suck and fuck with men. His 
choice. He’d rather be rich and rubbing elbows with the elites of the NYC fashion 
world, than be poor living in a ghetto in Hell’s Kitchen where he grew up in New York 
City, and having a menial job working in a factory, and worrying about money. You 
know, being a normal person. So he lived his life being rich and successful, as far as 
the world was concerned, while hating every minute of it. I almost never saw him 
sober. His choice. 

When he wasn’t sucking and fucking his homosexual “friends”, he was busy 
raping my sister, his daughter, who was two years older than me. I didn’t know what 
he was doing to her, all I knew was that she was kinda crazy. That happens to sexually 
molested children. 

2/20/15-Age 71 

I recently discovered that there are some webpages that are SELLING Eliot's Story 
and some other writings of mine, without my permission and without paying me royalties, etc. 
Between the thieving lawyers and these ripoff webpages, my being distrustful of adults and 
thinking that they were dangerous 'way back in my crazy days, wasn't out of line- wasn't a 
product of my crazed brain. The world is made up of awful people, and that's that. I feel like 
Diogenes. (You know, that ancient Greek guy who walked around carrying a lit lantern during 
the day, and when asked why, he'd say he was searching for an Honest Man.) 

That’s all folks. There’s lots more shit to write about, but Emma and I are too 
traumatized to write it. Our motto is, “Life sucks, and then you die”. As far as we’re 
concerned, truer words have never been written. Bye (for now?). 

Eliot Roth, 2016 


Abouteliot@aol.com 
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Part 9 


10/28/17-Age 74 Okay, okay, it's now near the end of 2017, and Emma and I have just 
enough strength to post the following. We wrote it as a "stand-alone" ebook to explain how 
awful your life can become if one or more sociopaths target you. While there may be some 
repetition from what l/we've written above, most of it should be new material and give you an 
good idea of the horrors we have recently lived through, and which we hope recover from 
given more time. 


Kill All The Lawyers? 

(How our schemata were broken) 

by 

Hugo and Emma 

Copyright © 1991 and 2011 and 2015 and 2017 by Hugo and Emma 


This entire ebook is copyrighted © by Hugo and Emma in 2017. You are welcome to share 
this ebook with your friends. This ebook may be reproduced, copied and distributed for non¬ 
commercial purposes, provided the ebook remains in its complete original form. Thank you. 

Preface to the Preface 

This book is a cautionary tale. After reading it, you should be very very scared. You will 
understand that in America today, the ruling class is made up of lawyers. And lawyers, being 
the greedy personality disordered subhumans that they are, happily suck the peasants 
(people) dry, and cause great amounts of mental anguish. Lawyers make the laws to benefit 
themselves, and will continue to do so until they, like the French monarchy, create their own 
undoing. True, there aren’t many guillotines in America, but there are plenty of wood chippers 

Preface 

Kill All The Lawyers? will explain why you are doomed. Admittedly, it is dull, not a spellbinder. 
(How’s that for honesty?) This ebook is a true horror story. If you read it, you should be very 
scared for a very long time, maybe forever, assuming that you have a functioning brain. No 
kidding. However, if you are a lawyer or a thief, you might die from laughter. Good. 

Compare our nightmare with the propaganda you’ve seen on lawyer TV shows and movies. 
Find out about all the unpleasant facts of life when you’re involved in a lawsuit. And learn 
about the Oral Contract Income Redistribution Scam , and how easy it is, with the help of 
the corrupt legal system, to take money from old people with Dementia or Alzheimer’s 
disease. 
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Much of this ebook attempts to give you information, and not keep you on the edge of your 
seat. What we write in this ebook is factual. It is about the dysfunctional legal system, as well 
as a dysfunctional family. With the exception of telephone conversations and face-to-face 
conversations, we can document what we tell you, assuming that materials supposedly living 
with the court system aren't missing. (We wouldn't be surprised if some or all can't be found.) 
Unfortunately, we cannot teach you how to protect yourself from judges and lawyers, since 
there is no way you can protect yourself from them. 

What would you do if one of your scuzzy relatives took $50,000 from your 95 year old mother 
who was suffering from Dementia or Alzheimer's disease? Read what we did, and maybe 
learn from our mistakes. And learn how the real legal system differs from how the legal 
system is portrayed in movies and TV shows. 

This book is a cautionary tale. It is not meant to solicit sympathy, but to warn you 
what is in store for you. If you are an honest person, one way or another, the legal system 
will get you. Read this book as if what has happened to us is happening to you. What would 
you do in the various situations we have found ourselves in, and with the various lawyers, 
including judges, we found ourselves involved with. For example, when a lawyer sends a bill 
for $8,500 for all the hard work he says he did on your behalf last month, think of how you are 
going to pay it. Look for the money between the cushions of your couch? If you are nowhere 
near rich, get scared. And how do you know if the lawyer did that much work for you? How 
do you know if you are being ripped-off? 

Introduction 

I am Hugo and I have degrees in both psychology and photography. I am a “failed artist”, that 
is, I do my art but I’m not commercially successful. I do have a documented track record of 
seeing future trends that are ten or fifteen years off, but I haven’t found a way to make money 
from that ability. The importance of the preceding sentence should become apparent to you 
by the time you finish this book. 

My wife Emma has degrees in psychology as well as certification as a paralegal. For the last 
14 years before she retired, she worked as a paralegal and office manager for a forensic 
psychiatrist, and also had a “home business” doing paralegal work for other doctors. A 
forensic psychiatrist is one who deals with legal issues involving his patients. Doctors who do 
work in the Workers’ Compensation field, or have patients who are involved in personal injury 
lawsuits, etc., have a need for paralegal assistance. After many years of just getting by 
financially, Emma started making good money when she began her home business. Good 
money, for Emma, was over $100,000 a year in the 1990s. 

Emma began spending more time helping her aging mother, Frances, with shopping and 
other daily tasks when Frances was in her 80’s. This wasn’t a chore for Emma, because she 
loved her mother and was happy to be helpful. When Frances was in her early 90’s, family 
members began noticing that Frances was becoming “forgetful”. This was the very early 
stages of Frances’ dementia. Dementia is a loss of brain function that affects memory, 
thinking, and behavior. It is not uncommon for a demented person to forget who relatives are, 
often mistaking a daughter for a sister, or not recognizing a son as a relative. Alzheimer’s 
disease is a form of dementia, as is senility. The early symptoms of Dementia and Alzheimer's 
disease are forgetfulness, first recognized when a person repeatedly tells you the same thing, 
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not remembering that they have already told you that story or incident numerous times. 
Dementia literally means, “without a mind”. 

Emma has a brother, Edmond. To say that they have never been close is an understatement. 
Edmond left his family when he was about 18 years old. He wouldn’t be heard from fora year 
or two, and then he’d appear at a holiday dinner and spend an hour or two with his family, and 
then disappear for another year or two. Frances usually did have his telephone number, and 
would call and ask him to come and visit her, or to accept her invitation for a Thanksgiving 
dinner. On these occasions, Frances would be speaking to Edmond’s answering machine. 
Edmond rarely returned her call. Just why Edmond abandoned his family is a mystery. Emma 
believes that there is a family gene that affects the males in her family. She can name 
numerous male relatives who have also abandoned their families, including Edmond’s son 
George who abandoned Edmond, all for no apparent reason. For whatever reason, Emma got 
no help from Edmond taking care of their mother in her declining years, or at any time for that 
matter. 

Emma has a daughter, Rhonda, who was 39 years old when the following story begins. Being 
polite, Rhonda is “strange”. Her father Jesse was Emma’s first husband. He was bi-polar, 
which used to be called manic-depressive. He was a handful for Emma to deal with. On one 
occasion, when Rhonda was two years old, Emma found Jesse trying to feed his pills for his 
bi-polar condition to Rhonda. Emma freaked out. Jesse said that since the pills made him feel 
good, he thought they would make Rhonda feel good too. Maybe Rhonda was mistreated or 
abused by Jesse, which caused her to be “strange”. And not nice. And a very angry and mean 
person. 

Both Emma and I, armed with our Master’s degrees in psychology, assume that someone at 
sometime sexually molested Rhonda, which is the cause of her extreme anger and 
spitefulness. Emma and Rhonda are estranged from each other. Emma also has a son, 
Ephrim. He is a few years younger than Rhonda, and he, like his uncle Edmond, has 
abandoned his mother. Apparently he and his sister Rhonda are close, or at least are on 
speaking terms. 

Emma finally divorced Jesse when their children were in their late teens. Jesse went to live in 
another State, where his brother and sister lived and they helped take care of him. He died 
from a “head injury” before the following story begins. Although I can’t confirm this, it was 
common knowledge that after he moved away, Jesse would go into convenience stores and 
pick a fight with someone, and the police would be called and they’d take him to the local 
hospital, where he would be given medicine for his bi-polar condition. Emma and I wonder if 
Jesse picked a fight with the wrong person, maybe with a police officer, which resulted in a 
head injury. Rhonda knows the circumstances of her father’s death, but she isn’t talking about 
it, at least not to Emma. We assume that there are official records somewhere which clarify 
this "mystery". 


Background information for understanding this ebook 

In 2000, when Frances was 90 years old, Edmond reappeared after a 10 year absence, 
without a word heard from him in all that time. When Emma asked her mother how she felt 
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about seeing her son after so many years, Frances said it was very nice to see him, but she 
didn’t trust him. Emma asked why, and Frances said, “The first thing he asked me was 
whether I had a Will. I told him I did.” 

A few weeks later, Edmond gave a small party for family members he hadn’t seen in many 
years. The party was held at his girlfriend Ruth’s home, so Edmond’s relatives got to meet 
her. The very first thing Edmond said to his sister Emma, who he hadn’t seen in 11 years, was 
“Does mother have a Will?” Emma said she did. Edmond replied, “That’s what she said but I 
wanted to be sure.” There was almost no further contact between Emma and her brother for 
about another four years after this party that he gave for relatives. 

Frances had set up her estate years earlier. She did a beautiful job. She created three 
certificates of deposit (CD’s), one for Emma, one for Edmond, and one for her grandchildren 
(Rhonda, Ephrim, and two others, Dennis and George who were Edmond’s children). The 
CD’s were in Frances’ name, but the children and grandchildren were beneficiaries, and so 
would inherit money when she died. No lawyers or probate involved. 

Frances also put Emma’s name on the deed for her fully paid for condo. She told Emma that 
her lawyer suggested she do this for a number of reasons. If at some time in the future, 

Emma needed to enter the condo to help her mother, she’d have the legal right to do that, 
since she’d be a part owner. Another reason was that it was to be part of Emma’s inheritance. 
If Emma wanted to live there, or sell it, that would be up to Emma. And again, no lawyers or 
probate would be involved. When Frances died, the condo would automatically be Emma’s. 
Frances said that she didn’t put Edmond on the deed because he wasn’t around and so 
wouldn’t be helpful to her if she needed help, and she didn’t want to reward him for his long 
absence from the family. 

Frances had a Will drawn up, leaving specific things to her children and grandchildren. For 
example, she left Rhonda the “good” china, and Ephrim his grandfather’s record collection 
and stereo. She left Emma all the furniture and anything else that wasn’t given in her Will to 
someone else. And as just mentioned, Frances also put Emma’s name on the deed for the 
condo Frances owned, and Frances also had a durable power of attorney (DPOA) created, 
with Emma being the person who could act on Frances' behalf if the need arose. 

A DPOA is one that doesn’t go into effect until someone, usually a doctor, decides that the 
person the DPOA is for can’t take care of himself or herself, and so needs someone to act for 
him or her. 

Edmond would visit his mother and take her out to dinner a few times a year. This was better 
than his being completely absent, but there were a few problems associated with his visits. 
First, he took Frances to The Cheesecake Factory, where Frances would eat cheesecake. 

The problem with that was that she had diabetes, and eating sweets was a big no no for her. 
Emma would occasionally find pastries in her mother’s refrigerator when putting away 
groceries she bought for her mother. Emma left a voice message and then sent an email to 
Edmond, telling him that he shouldn’t take Frances to the Cheesecake Factory to eat sweets, 
and he should stop bringing homemade pastries to Frances. When Emma mentioned the 
above to me, I casually commented that he was trying to kill his mother for his inheritance. 
Emma thought I might be right. Oh, and it turned out that when Edmond took his mother out 
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to dinner, Frances paid for the meal, which often included paying for his girlfriend/fiancee 
Ruth. 

Around 2003, Frances’ memory problems couldn’t be dismissed as just a “senior moment” 
every now and then. Emma started taking Frances to the psychiatrist she worked for. I drove 
her to these appointments and home again. About ten minutes after the appointment was 
finished, I would drive Frances to her condo. I would asked her how her appointment went. 
She always replied, “He asked me to remember three things. I remembered one.” I would say, 
“One is good, what about the other two?” Frances always replied, “I don’t remember if I 
remembered the other two.” This should give you a good idea that Frances was having 
severe memory problems. And dementia is a progressive disease. It gets worse over time, not 
better. 

Sometime in 2003, Frances called Emma and told her she wasn’t feeling well. Frances wasn’t 
a “complainer”, so Emma took her mother’s call seriously, and called 911 and requested 
someone check up on her 93 year old mother, who lived alone. When we arrived at the 
condo, the fire department was there, in the process of putting Frances into an ambulance to 
take her to a hospital. We got to the hospital shortly after the ambulance, and we spent five 
hours with Frances while the doctors tried to find out what was wrong with her. They knew 
that there was something wrong, but their tests didn’t show what. Eventually, the doctors told 
Emma to take her mother home and keep an eye on her. 

When we got Frances to her condo, Emma noticed that her mother hadn’t taken her morning 
pills. Every Sunday Emma would put Frances’ pills into containers for Frances to take each 
morning and night for the coming week. We decided that Frances’ medical problem was 
caused by the sudden withdrawal from one or more pills. While most people can skip a 
regularly taken pill now and then with no ill effects, Frances’ 93 year old body and brain 
couldn’t handle the sudden loss of certain chemicals. To make sure this didn’t happen again, 
Emma decided to call her mother every morning at seven and every night at seven, and make 
sure Frances had taken her pills and was feeling good. In August of 2004, after Frances had 
been seeing her psychiatrist for a few months, the doctor told Emma that he thought it was 
time for her to activate the durable power of attorney that had been prepared, because he 
believed that Frances was so confused that she shouldn’t be allowed to handle her own 
finances. He wrote a letter saying this, and Emma sent it to Frances’ attorney, Seymour, and 
asked for instructions for activating the DPOA which he had prepared. He told Emma what the 
procedures were. Around this time Frances would call Emma from time to time and tell her 
that “some lawyer” kept calling and wanted her to change her Will. She would say that the 
lawyer made an appointment to come to her condo and have her sign papers. Emma would 
ask Frances if that’s what she wanted to do. Frances would say no. Emma would tell Frances 
to call the lawyer and tell him not to come over, to cancel the appointment. Frances did this a 
number of times. Just who the lawyer was and why he wanted Frances to change her Will 
was a mystery. Maybe Frances was just confused, and there was no lawyer trying to get her 
to sign papers. 

On September 3, 2004, which was about four years after Edmond “returned”, Emma received 
a letter from Seymour the lawyer, who prepared Frances’ DPOA, requesting or maybe 
demanding that she send him a copy of the deed to the condo. Why he wanted a copy of the 
deed was a mystery. No explanation was given. Emma asked me what she should do, and I 
said that if this guy was a lawyer, he should know how to get his own copy of a deed. Emma 
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wrote him a letter asking why he wanted a copy of the deed. She discussed her mother’s 
confusion and forgetfulness and thanked him again for having advised her about activating 
the DPOA which he had previously prepared for Frances. She asked if he was talking with 
Mother about changing her Will and reminded him that Frances was too confused and 
forgetful and therefore not competent to make such changes. Emma included another copy of 
Frances’ psychiatrist’s letter stating that it was time to activate the DPOA which Emma had 
previously sent him. The lawyer did not reply to Emma’s letter. 

At that time, Frances started calling Emma several times a day, instead of once every week or 
two, upset because “some lawyer” called her and wanted her to change her Will. Sometimes 
Frances was crying when she would make these calls. Emma again told Frances to call the 
lawyer and tell him to stop bothering her. 

As Emma suspected, it turned out that the lawyer who wanted Frances to change her Will 
was Seymour, the one who also wanted the deed to the condo, and the one who made 
Frances’ Will. When Emma realized who the lawyer was, she sent him a letter reminding him 
that she had previously sent him letters from Frances’ psychiatrist saying that Frances was 
not mentally competent to make financial decisions, and that he had advised her how to 
activate the DPOA he had drawn up. Therefore, since the psychiatrist said that Frances was 
not mentally competent, she shouldn’t make any changes to her estate, which she set up 
when she was competent. Seymour ignored this letter and kept calling Frances to make 
changes in her Will, to the benefit of Edmond. 

Emma spoke to Bart, one of her “telephone friends” who was a lawyer she knew from work, 
and explained that her mother was not mentally competent and that a lawyer was trying to get 
her to change her Will. She asked Bart if he could contact the lawyer and get him to back off. 
Bart said he’d write a letter on her behalf. He did, but nothing came of it. 

Emma was so upset by lawyer Seymour’s trying to get Frances to change her Will, she sent 
an email to her brother and children telling them what was going on, and questioned why the 
lawyer was doing what he was doing. She said that she intended to keep Frances’ estate plan 
the way it was set up when Frances was thinking clearly. She also questioned whether the 
lawyer was planning on making money in a lawsuit defending any change he managed to 
have made, if he was successful in getting Frances’ Will changed, and if a lawsuit about those 
changes took place. Emma didn’t say, but she wondered if Seymour had made a deal with 
Edmond to get a percentage of whatever he could get Edmond. After sending this email, 
Emma got a letter from Seymour which upset her. Following is a letter Emma sent to Seymour 
in response: 

“Mr. C„ 

1. Regarding the condo being placed in joint tenancy: I was not consulted in advance, 
but told that was what she wanted to do. I do not appreciate the insinuation (“I will not 
involve myself with your role in bringing that about.”) which I read as a veiled threat to 
attempt to undo that transfer because you feel I took advantage of my mother, and 
twisted her arm to get her to make me a joint tenant, about fifteen years ago. If that was 
your point, then I am sure her attorney [at that time], (and his son who is also an 
attorney) will be interested in seeing your evidence. 
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2. Your point that I must agree with you that my mother is competent because I had a 
Power of Attorney drawn up, and an incompetent person can’t legally sign one, is 
ridiculous. Trying to keep a very long story short, one which involves a number of 
telephone calls, two letters and one meeting with a long-time friend of my parents (of 
probably 50 years standing), who is also an attorney: 

He told me that he was concerned about my mother’s confusion. I told him that she 
has good days and bad days, although the bad days were becoming more numerous. I 
asked him how I could protect her from herself. She has been talking about giving her 
money away because, as she said numerous times, she doesn’t need it. He suggested 
a Power of Attorney. I asked if her confusion would invalidate it. He advised that I wait 
for one of those days when she was “her old self”. That is just what I did. I call her 
every morning at 7:00 to remind her to take her pills. Many mornings she is confused. 
The first day she wasn’t confused, I left work early and took my mother to a notary. She 
thanked me for taking care of her. That day was like being with my mother of old. 

3. Your insinuation that I would take advantage of my mother or do something illegal is 
repugnant. Turn-about is fair play. I ran into difficulty getting that Power of Attorney 
accepted by the bank. Then, while going through some of my mother’s papers, I found 
the Durable Power of Attorney you had drafted, but I hadn’t known about. I contacted 
you and you gave me suggestions for getting the bank to accept the one you made. 

You offered to give me further advice on this matter in the future as needed. If you 
believe that my mother was competent at that time, you were assisting me in trying to 
get the bank to accept the DPOA for a competent person, which doesn’t sound legal to 
me. Or do you believe as I did that she was too confused at that time to handle her 
finances herself, except for rare days, but has had a miraculous cure or remission of 
her Alzheimer’s disease and is now thinking clearly? Or maybe you just took my word 
for my mother’s condition, which doesn’t sound to me like due diligence. You have 
mentioned her memory problems, but neglect to mention increasing confusion which 
everyone else has noted. 

4. As for the qualifying physician being J.L., M.D., an internist, and not her treating 
psychiatrist: 

I am informing you that Dr. L. deferred all aspects of my mother’s mental health 
assessment and treatment to Dr. C. It seems to me that you are now trying to see to it 
that the bank does not accept the Durable Power of Attorney which you drew, on 
some kind of a technicality. I wonder what you motives are. Do you wish to see her 
give her money away? Or do you want to take control of it yourself for “safe keeping”? 

5. You stress that your opinion of my mother is that she is competent, regardless of 
what her psychiatrist has written. Are you also a psychiatrist? (I do know one 
psychiatrist who is also a lawyer, so it’s possible.) If so, how many mental status 
exams have you given her? Over what period of time? What were the results? What 
psychological tests did you administer? What were the results? Did you repeat them 
over time? What is you diagnosis and prognosis? Maybe you would like to compare 
notes with those of Dr. C.? All you need do is get written permission from my mother to 
allow Dr. C. to discuss my mother’s medical condition with you. It seems to me that 
would be helpful. Don’t you? If not, why not? Is it because you are afraid that you won’t 
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like what you hear? Or that Dr. C. will not accept the written permission because she is 
incompetent? Why not give it a try and see what happens. Or be prepared to explain 
some day why you didn’t. 

6. As for my brother and changes to my mother’s Will and disposition of her property: 

My brother distanced himself from our family for a period of thirty years, with only an 
occasional holiday get-together every few years. He would not break a vacation short 
to visit my father when he was on his death bed in the hospital. After my father’s 
death, my brother was absent from the family, with no contact at all, for approximately 
ten years. During that time, my mother transferred part of her condo to me (see above) 
and repeatedly told me that the entire property would go to me, as an asset for my old 
age. I am SO HAPPY (NOT) to hear that you feel it is appropriate that my brother be 
rewarded for his lengthy absence from our family, and that I should be punished by my 
Alzheimer’s infected mother reneging on her promise. True, it was only a verbal 
promise, but my mother was always a person of her word. Even if it were in writing, it 
wouldn’t do me any good, since you would just try to have it set aside, now wouldn’t 
you? (I think you are a very evil person.) 

I assure you that any changes to my mother’s Will or disposition of her property, even 
ones benefiting me, will be challenged. It is my intent to see to it that the arrangements 
my mother made many years ago, with the advice of her attorney and accountant, be 
left as is. The Will you drew in 1998 will not be challenged. She was thinking clearly 
then. She is not thinking clearly now, regardless of what you think, “Dr.(!)Seymour”, I 
don’t understand why you have chosen to disregard the findings of her psychiatrist, 
who started treating her a number of years ago for depression, a problem which was 
cleared up in a matter of two or three days after she starting taking medication. 

Your last letter upset me so much that I started to cry. I have heard that Hell is any 
place that has no reason. There is increasingly no reason in the mind of an Alzheimer’s 
patient. Dealing with my mother now and watching her deteriorate mentally is also Hell. 
Believe me, it would be painful enough even if people we are dealing with would be 
totally supportive and caring. But people like you and those at the bank have driven me 
into a deeper Hell. 

I do not want to hear from you again. Do not send letters addressed to me to my 
mother or to me at my home or anywhere else. I will not read any further letters from 
you. When I learn that you have made changes regarding my mother’s Will or property, 

I will contact my husband’s attorney at O’Melveny and Myers for guidance in selection 
of an attorney for any challenges I will want to make, as well as any other actions 
suggested to me by the attorney. I assure you that if you do transfer my Alzheimer’s 
diseased mother’s share of the condo to my brother, or to yourself, or to anyone else 
for that matter, I will sue you for my economic loss, punitive damages, and anything 
else my attorney suggests. While I hope it doesn’t come to this, it will be interesting to 
hear you justify in court why your evaluation of my mother’s mental state is valid, but 
that of her psychiatrist and those of her friends of many years as well as family 
members, aren’t. Maybe you realize you will lose in court, but will make money drafting 
a new Will, etc., and then defending it?” 
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Frances’ forgetfulness was getting worse. At the end of August 2004, Emma got an email from 
her aunt Evelyn, Frances’ younger sister. In it Evelyn mentioned Frances’ forgetfulness and 
said that Frances didn’t know who her son Edmond was. 

At about this time, Frances started telling Emma that she wanted to give away all of her 
money. She’d ask, “Why should I wait to die to give people money?” Emma tried to explain to 
Frances that she might need her money for her care, and so giving away all her money wasn’t 
a good idea. Sometimes Frances seemed to understand this, and other times she’d just shrug 
her shoulders. 

Emma went to the bank and asked someone what she could do to protect Frances from 
herself. Since she had three different power’s of attorney by this time, Emma was told,that the 
bank would put a notice in their computer system saying that if Frances tried to,do anything 
with her money, Emma would be notified and have to give her permission. So Emma felt a bit 
better. But watching her mother deteriorate and “talk nonsense” was upsetting. 

Emma thought that someone was putting the idea of giving away money into Frances’ head. 
Emma thought it might be one of Frances’ friends, or a neighbor in the condo building, or 
maybe her daughter Rhonda. Emma thought that Rhonda was the type of person to steal 
money from an old person. Emma thought it best to send Edmond a “heads up” email, to alert 
him that their mother wanted to give her money away. On August 20, 2004, Emma included in 
an email she wrote to Edmond the following: 

“I am concerned because it seems that someone (Rhonda? One of mother’s friends?) 
has been trying to talk her into taking money out of the bank now to disperse to family. 

I spoke with her attorney [Not Seymour] yesterday and he said that would be a very 
bad idea as she may need that money in the future to support herself. She doesn’t 
understand this. Please help me to make sure she does not make any changes in her 
finances. So please help me tell Mom that she should keep her money as she may need 
it. He also mentioned that if someone does get her to do this, there could be legal 
repercussions in that she is not fully able to make decisions rationally now and 
whoever helps her to make such changes could be accused of taking advantage of a 
person [who] is not completely able to make her own decisions.” 

Seymour just wouldn’t quit! Not only did he continue to harass Frances about changing her 
estate plan, but he continued to harass Emma. Now he started accusing Emma of forcing her 
mother to put her name on the condo Deed. The reality was that Emma didn’t even know her 
mother was adding her to the Deed until after Frances did it, with the help of a different 
lawyer, not Seymour. Emma had always told her mother to do whatever she wanted with her 
assets when Frances was still thinking clearly and asked for Emma’s advice. We decided 
Seymour must have been desperate for work and for a client to send bills to. Why else would 
he continue to pursue Frances to get her to change her plans. 

We also wondered how Frances “hooked up” with Seymour. It turns out that his mother owns 
the condo next to Frances’. That is the only connection we have found between lawyer 
Seymour and Frances. 

Frances got a bill dated September 20, 2004 from Seymour for $1,100. Of course, Frances 
didn’t understand what the bill was, let along what it was for. She showed it to Emma, who 
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wrote a check from the joint checking account they had, to pay it. Most of the bill was for 
canceled appointments with Frances. Emma decided that it was simpler to pay the (thieving) 
lawyer off than to get into a lawsuit over his bill. 

A month after Emma sent the email to Edmond about someone putting an idea into their 
mother’s head about giving away all her money, Frances told Emma that Edmond was 
coming to see her on the next Sunday, and asked Emma to be there too and to be sure to 
bring me with her. Emma reminded her mother that she always came over on Sundays. 
Frances said she wanted Emma to be there when Edmond was because she felt 
uncomfortable. Seymour had been calling and telling her to change her Will, and she thought 
that maybe Edmond had something to do with that. She continued saying that maybe 
Edmond was going to make her sign things, and she didn’t want to, so she wanted Emma and 
me there. 

On September 19, 2004, Emma and I went over to see Frances. On every Sunday Emma 
spent an hour or more putting her mother’s pills into containers, taking note of which ones 
needed to be refilled, and putting away the home cooked food Emma made for her mom and 
the things we bought at the grocery store for her. Edmond and his friend/fiancee Ruth were 
already there. The three were sitting at the tiny kitchen table which left no room for us. That 
wasn’t a problem, since there was an even smaller table Emma sat at to put Frances’ pills into 
their boxes. I took a chair from the dining room and sat in the middle of the kitchen. 

At first the conversation was between Edmond and Frances, and was just chit chat. Nothing 
memorable. Emma wasn’t taking part. Then Edmond said to Emma, “When mother dies, I 
want you to give me half of the condo.” He was sitting right next to Frances when he said that. 
Frances was offended/upset. She stood up and turned to leave the kitchen. She was now 
facing Emma. She said, “Do what you want” and left the room. Edmond’s comment/demand 
was inexcusable. After Frances left, Emma said, “Maybe I’ll give you as much as 2%, but to 
get that, you’ll have to call off your lawyer, and help me with Mother, and if Mother ever needs 
money, you’ll have to chip in.” By this time Emma decided that lawyer Seymour was working 
for Edmond, but billing Frances. Edmond said, “Why only 2%?” Emma said, “Because I think 
you may have been around the family 2% of the time since you were 18”. 

For the first time, I spoke. I said, “Edmond, quite some time ago your mother set up a $50,000 
CD with you as the beneficiary, and it’s gained interest over the years. That’s not enough 
money for you? You need to take half of your sister’s inheritance?” Edmond just looked at me. 

I felt uncomfortable so I left the room. I felt a “presence” behind me, so I turned and there was 
Edmond. He said to me, very politely, “Hugo don’t talk about my finances in front of Ruth.” I 
realized I made a social error, and said, “Well, you introduce her as your fiancee, so I just 
thought you knew about each others money.” Edmond repeated that I shouldn’t talk about his 
finances in front of Ruth. I walked past him and went back into the kitchen. Emma was putting 
the bag of pills back into a cupboard, saw me, and said she thought it was time for us to 
leave. She’d leave paying her mother’s bills for another day. Frances no longer remembered 
how to write a check, and she no longer could understand what her bills were for. So Emma 
had been writing the checks and mailing them for quite some time. 

We went into the living room where Frances was sitting. Emma kissed her mother goodbye, 
and I waved goodbye, and we walked out the door. As soon as the door shut behind us, 
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Emma said to me, “Share could mean 1/4 of 1%. At least now maybe he’ll call off his lawyer 
and stop harassing me and mom.” 

Two days later Emma received a letter from Seymour the lawyer, saying that she’d have to 
put the “agreement” in writing, or it wouldn’t be enforceable. The letter was addressed to 
Frances, with a copy sent to Emma’s lawyer friend Bart. Bart sent a copy of the letter to 
Emma. We assume that Seymour also sent a copy of the letter to Edmond. In the letter 
Seymour wrote that Frances had a moral obligation to put the agreement in writing. If she 
didn’t, Seymour wrote that the “agreement” was unenforceable. Emma read the letter, gave it 
to me, and said, “What agreement?” Knowing that the agreement, whatever it was, was 
unenforceable made Emma feel a bit better about the strange situation regarding the condo 
and Frances’ Will. And if there 

was an agreement, Edmond just broke it by getting his lawyer involved, instead of calling 
Seymour off. I mean, is the agreement for 50% or 2% or for what amount, if anything?” And is 
there an agreement if Emma felt pressured to tell her brother she’d share anything with him. 
Can you say Duress? And were there conditions that Edmond had to meet, such as helping 
with his mother? Seymour’s demand that the “agreement” be put into writing was the last we 
heard from him about the condo. 

The next day Emma got an email from Edmond demanding that she put the agreement in 
writing, and within 60 days of Frances’ death either Emma was to put the condo up for sale or 
buy his 50% share from him. The fact that he had no claim to the condo apparently was 
irrelevant to both Edmond and Seymour. Since this email echoed the letter Seymour sent to 
Frances and forwarded to Emma by Emma's attorney friend, even with the same wording in 
parts, Emma drew the logical conclusion that Edmond was the one behind all the harassment 
about Frances changing her Will. His lawyer, Seymour, had billed Frances. Nifty for Edmond. 
How Edmond “hooked up” with Seymour is another mystery to us, but we assume that he 
rummaged through Frances’ papers on the occasions he’d drop over to take her to the 
Cheesecake Factory. 

Emma showed the email from Edmond to her mother, and explained some of it because 
Frances was having problems understanding things. Then Emma summed up their 
conversation in an email she sent to her brother, with the subject line “You owe me big time” 

“Edmond, You have overstepped the line. I told you about two weeks ago that I would 
share with you if you participate in helping Mom and if we don’t need to deal with 
attorneys. Sunday when we met at Mom’s you acted like you were fine with everything 
I said about making sure everything remained intact to take care of Mom’s needs. Then 
last night, apparently after conferring with your lawyer (since your demands paralleled 
those he sent to my lawyer,) you demanded an agreement to be drawn up by an 
attorney and to your specifications. Just so you know, your lawyer has continued to 
harass Mother although she clearly told him to leave her alone both verbally and in 
writing. She was very upset to receive a phone call from him today. He has been 
notified if he continues to bother her, I will sue him. I simply will not let anyone upset 
Mother any more. Enough is enough! She is entitled to have some peace in her life. 
Mother is further upset by the fact that you are making the demands of me that you are. 
She is ready to disinherit you altogether. She has told me to share with you whatever I 
think is appropriate when the time comes. I did convince her that she should not 
retract the $54,000+ that is in a trust [beneficiary of a CD] for you as she told me she 
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wanted to do today. As I have previously said, I intend to protect the status of her 
“estate” as she set it up when she was thinking clearly all the time and made her 
decisions, even if it would benefit me to let her make changes. Someday you will have 
to thank me for protecting that account for you. She told me she is going to write you a 
letter, but I don’t know if she will follow through with it. I strongly suggest that you stop 
telling her that you need money and that you want half of the condo. The last 
thing she said to me on the subject was, 10 more years of silence wouldn’t be so bad 
and this time it would be my decision’. Emma.” 

The “10 more years of silence” was in reference to Edmond’s total absence from the family 
which began the day after his father’s funeral. That was in 1989, and he “returned” in 2000. 
Possibly Emma’s letter did the trick, because nothing more was heard from Seymour or from 
Edmond about Frances’ Will or the condo. Our lives returned to being routine. 

On a Friday in October 2005, Emma made her daily call to her mother at seven in the 
morning, and got no answer. This alarmed Emma, so she called one of Frances’ neighbors, 
who had a key to Frances’ condo, and asked her to check on Frances. We left our house and 
twenty minutes later we were at the condo. The neighbor was nowhere to be found. We tried 
to open the door to the condo but it was “stuck” and we couldn’t open it. Emma called 911 and 
told them about our situation. A short time later the fire department with paramedics arrived. 
They too tried to open the door, but couldn’t. The condo was on the second floor with a 
balcony, so they decided to put a ladder up to the balcony and enter through a sliding door. 

But a policeman shoved his shoulder into the door and got it open. Frances had put a chair 
leaning against the door under the doorknob, like you’ve seen in movies or TV shows. She 
did this because people with dementia often become “paranoid” and Frances believed that “a 
man” had taken a set of keys to her condo and she was afraid. Of course Emma tried to 
reassure Frances, but she would return to that fantasy every few weeks. 

Once the door was open the firemen and paramedics found Frances lying on the floor of the 
living room. She was alive, but unconscious. They put her on a stretcher and got her to the 
hospital in just a few moments. Frances spent a long time in the emergency room, with Emma 
with her as much as the hospital would permit. Frances had suffered a heart attack, which 
was her third. Besides dementia, Frances had a bad heart, arthritis in her knees, and 
diabetes. Thinking about it, it’s amazing that she was still alive at 95 with all of her serious 
illnesses. 

Later that night Frances was in a private room, with numerous tubes stuck into her. Emma 
stayed with her as much as she could during the week her mom was recovering, but Emma 
did have to take time off to sleep, and to try to get to her job now and then to take care of 
things that just had to get done. When at the hospital, she spoke to various doctors and 
nurses, as well as one social worker, who told her that Frances shouldn’t be allowed to live 
alone any longer. They said she was too confused due to her dementia. She might have an 
accident at the condo, or wander away and get lost or hurt or worse. And then there was the 
possibility that she’d have another heart attack or whatever and need immediate medical 
care. 

Emma spoke to her family about what should be done. Arrange for 24/7 “sitters” to stay with 
Frances at the condo, or move her to an assisted living residence. The family thought that 
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“sitters” would be a good idea, since letting Frances stay in familiar surroundings, which was 
previously suggested by her psychiatrist, might help lessen Frances’ growing confusion. 

Following are medical records which show that Frances was suffering from dementia. I am 
including them “for the record”, but also because they become important as this cautionary 
tale continues. 


ABBREVIATED MEDICAL RECORDS FROM Frances’ LAST HOSPITALIZATION 
PRIOR TO HER MOVING TO ASSISTED LIVING 

(emphasis added in bold type) 

10/21/05 - P., M.D. - Cardiology Report. Describes history of patient being found on floor after 
daughter could not reach her by phone in her daily morning call. Daughter came to patient’s 
home but was unable to get into the apartment and called police and firemen to break down 
door. Patient unable to provide history due to history of dementia. Impression includes 
dementia. “The patient should have social work evaluation for placement issues. Given the 
patient’s age and multiple medical problems, living alone may not be her best option.” 

10/23/05 - B., M.D. - Emergency Room Admission Report. “HISTORY OF PRESENT 
ILLNESS: This is a 94 year old female who presents to the emergency department after being 
found down in her apartment. The patient did not respond to her phone as the daughter calls 
her routinely every morning. The patient then was not answering her door, but could be heard 
inside. The paramedics were summoned at that time where the door was knocked open. The 
patient was then found lying on the floor with her head on the bottom step of the staircase. 

The patient denies any falls. The patient states that she felt weak and guided herself to the 
ground.” “PAST MEDICAL HISTORY: Known for dementia.” 

10/23/05 - Nurses’ notes. At 1400 - Received patient from ER. Oriented to self only. Able to 
follow simple commands. Cooperative but anxious. Poor historian. Keeps repeating stories. 
Can’t remember daughter’s name. Unable to remember date/time/place. Keeps asking who I 
am. At 1700 - Daughter at bedside now. Contact info given. 

10/23/05 - 15:18:00 - T., M.D. - History and Physical. Patient found down on the floor at 
home by daughter. “The daughter apparently calls her mother each morning and, having no 
answer this morning, she came to see what was wrong.” In ER, the most probable diagnosis 
was acute myocardial infarction. “The patient is extremely confused and I cannot get a 
meaningful history. She obviously is demented...” Impression: dementia; congestive heart 
failure by ER history. 

10/24/05 - Nurses’ notes. At 0800 - Patient awake and alert, oriented to self only. Very 
confused and needs frequent reassurance. At 1200 - Patient remains very disoriented with 
almost no short term memory recall. Will continue to monitor closely. At 1930 - Patient pulled 
out Foley catheter and walked to nurses station. Patient confused and disoriented. Helped 
patient back to bed. At 2030 - Moved patient to room closer to nurses’ station. At 2115 - 
Called Dr. L. regarding patient. Patient remains confused, agitated. Keeps getting out of bed 
and wandering. Dr. recommended calling daughter to come in or sitter. Called Emma, and she 
said she would come. At 2230 - Daughter and husband arrive. Husband was agitated and 
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angry with nursing staff for moving patient and told staff that moving her confused patient. 
Nurse tried to explain it was for patient’s safety so they could keep closer watch over her. 
Husband was yelling and said it was the nurses’ problem and they should take care of it and 
get someone to sit with her. Dr. L. called back to follow up. At 2240 - Dr. L. talked with 
daughter on phone. Supervisor called for sitter but no sitter was available. 

10/25/05 - Nurses’ notes. At 0800 - Alert, tearful. States that “everyone is trying to kill me 
because I’m Jewish”. At 2000 - Patient in bed. Confused and forgetful. All procedures were 
explained over and over to her but very forgetful. Sitter at bedside. At 2400 - Patient sleeping. 
Sitter at bedside. 

10/25/05 - M., M.D. - Neurology consultation. History obtained from daughter, medical staff 
and chart. “The patient resides alone at her own home. Her daughter informs me the patient 
is able to dress for herself. She is able to feed for herself. She can bathe herself. She can 
groom herself.” “With regard to the finances, the daughter has been looking after the patient’s 
finances for the past several years. Over the past few years, the daughter feels the patient is 
more forgetful. She is able to recognize people but forgets their names. She has been having 
word-finding difficulty for the past 2 years. She has very rare hallucinations. Today during the 
examination, while talking to the patient, I asked her about her teeth. She has missing teeth. 
The patient informs me the teeth fell off and then appeared to walk away. She does not have 
any significant delusions. One occasion was a few weeks ago the patient commented to her 
daughter that somebody was coming into her house who had a key. However, the daughter 
informs me this is not true because only a limited number of people have access to the 
patient’s house.” The patient is being followed by a psychiatrist. “During the examination, she 
asked several times why I was examining her. She states “Do you think I’m an idiot?” She 
appeared very anxious and concerned. “She was alert and oriented to her name only. She 
was unable to provide the correct year, month, day of the week, date, current location, 
or the city.” “It was difficult to perform an accurate motor examination because she was not 
able to follow commands appropriately.” CT scan on admission was apparently normal. 
Assessment: most likely a primary cortical dementing illness. 

10/27/05 - K-R., M.D. - Initial Psychiatric Consultation. The patient has been quite agitated 
and out of control. She apparently has been very confused at times and agitated and difficult 
to manage on the medical floor. The patient herself is not a particularly reliable historian. 

There is a history of dementia of uncertain etiology. She is pleasant and cooperative in the 
interview. She is, however, confused with some difficulty in comprehension. She evidences 
some paraphasic difficulties in her language. She tells repetitive stories within a matter of less 
than a minute. She is not able to indicate her location, the year, the month. She knows her 
birthday is coming up soon but thinks she will be 93. She will actually be 95. “She has 
apparently been moderately functional and able to live by herself up until recently. At this 
point, all involved concur that this would no longer be safe and the family is working toward 
trying to find adequate care so that she can remain in her home environment for as long as 
possible. Certainly this is desirable if it is feasible and the social work staff is working with 
them to support this process.” Will adjust meds. Diagnosis: dementia, possibly due to primary 
degenerative process, although she is certainly at risk for vascular dementia, and may have 
both etiologies. Organic delusional disorder, organic mood disorder. 

10/27/05 - Neurologist’s note. Patient has history of dementia. When she saw me today 
asked “are you my cousin?” 
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10/27/05 - Nurses’ notes. At 1200 - patient very confused, attempting to climb out of bed. 
Unable to redirect. Placed in wheelchair to be brought out to nurses’ station. Psych MD here 
to evaluate. At 1700 - patient continues to be confused and climbing out of bed. Patient 
anxious and states she wants to go home. Reassurance given. At 1900 - patient very 
confused. “I’m going home. I want to pack right now.” Instructed patient that daughter will 
help her tomorrow morning. Patient wants to talk to daughter. Called daughter Emma, on 
phone and patient talked to her. Patient agitated and looking for her cane. Says it was just 
here. Called daughter again. Daughter said cane has been at patient’s home the whole time. 
Patient continues to look for cane. At 2300 - patient awake and confused. Asking the same 
questions over and over. 

10/28/05 -L., M.D. - Discharge Summary. Includes following comments: “Dr. T. found the 
patient confused as to her prior history and felt the patient had probable acute myocardial 
infarction, dementia,...” “The patient, when I first saw her in the hospital on October 24, 2005, 
knew she was in the hospital, but did not know the time or my name.” “Later on October 24, 
2005, the patient became confused and agitated.” Dr. C. was consulted by phone. “I also had 
a long discussion with the daughter that the patient should not be living at home alone after 
discharge. The daughter told me that she would arrange for 24-hour care givers.” When 
patient was discharged, home health was ordered. Social work was contacted and met with 
daughter who stated she had arranged 24-hour home care givers for the patient. Patient’s 
daughter was advised about follow-up care after discharge. 

10/28/05 - Discharged. Diagnoses: senile dementia with delirium. 

10/28/05 - Discharge summary form. Patient confused, only oriented to self. Agitated 
frequently. Dr. L. spoke with Emma regarding discharge instructions. 

END OF ABBREVIATED MEDICAL RECORDS 

What has been left out of this review of Frances’ medical records were notes about her 
medications for her heart condition, arthritis, and diabetes, as well as x-rays and MRI’s, blood 
tests, etc. 

When Frances was released from the hospital, we soon found that having 24/7 caretakers for 
Frances at her condo was impractical, if not impossible. At first Rhonda, Edmond, one of 
Rhonda’s friends and Emma and I took turns staying the night with Frances. We slept on a 
convertible couch which wasn’t very comfortable. 

During the day Emma used a private company that supplied “sitters” to stay with Frances. 

This company wasn’t very reliable, and on two occasions the “sitter” was over an hour late, 
causing problems for the person who spent the night getting to work or on with their 
own life. 

Emma contacted a very good assisted living residence and asked if they had any openings. 
They said that they thought they might in the near future. That meant that they thought that 
one of their residents was about to die. He or she did in three days. A day or two later we 
moved Frances to PG. which is what I’ll call the assisted living residence. That was on 
November 6, 2005. 
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P.G. cost about $5,000 a month. A lot of money. Frances’ Social Security and government 
pension was about $3,000 a month. Emma was told by a real estate company that the condo 
could be leased for about $2,000 a month. So if the condo was rented, Frances’ income 
would be about equal to the cost of P.G. Of course, there would be additional expenses, but 
there was about $60,000 in the interest bearing joint checking account Frances had with 
Emma. The money in the checking account was Frances’, and there for her old age. Legally, 
that money was as much Emma’s as it was Frances’, because it was a joint account, but 
Emma always thought of that money as being Frances’. We estimated that there was enough 
money in the checking account to keep Frances living well at the upper scale assisted living 
residence for about two years. If Frances died before the two years was up, then anything left 
would be part of Emma’s inheritance, and if Frances lived longer, then there were the various 
CD’s for family members which could be tapped into as needed for Frances’ support. After all, 
that money was Frances’. 

In order to lease the condo, it had to be emptied of Frances’ possessions. You’d be surprised 
how much “stuff” a person can collect over thirty years. Although Frances was still alive, her 
Will had certain items (china, books, etc.) that she wanted certain family members to have. 
Anything not mentioned was to be Emma’s. So Emma called her relatives and asked them to 
come to the condo and take what was to be theirs when Frances died, and with the exception 
of a few items, they were free to take anything else they wanted. The more they took, the 
easier it would be for Emma to empty the condo so it could be leased. 

The person who came over most often and took most of the furniture and “stuff” was Rhonda. 
Emma and I mused that she was probably selling the things she took on ebay. If she was, that 
would be alright with us, since we needed the condo empty, and soon. During one of 
Rhonda’s visits, she told her mother how much money she expected to get when Frances 
died. This was not very thoughtful. Emma told Rhonda that she was wrong, that there was a 
lot less money in the CD for Frances’ grandchildren to divide among themselves than Rhonda 
was counting on. Rhonda got angry and demanded to know why. She was told/reminded that 
a number of years earlier, Rhonda asked Frances for money to buy a car. Frances had given 
her $10,000, and gave the others listed as beneficiaries on that CD the same amount. So the 
original $50,000 plus interest now amounted to about $21,000. Since there were three 
beneficiaries, each would get $7,000. Not the $18,000 Rhonda thought she’d get, which was 
a third of the $54,000 she thought was in the CD. 

A fourth beneficiary was George, Edmond’s son. He was given $10,000, but he returned it. 
(The male family gene at work again?) Frances removed George as a beneficiary, since he 
didn’t want the money. Frances’ “threat” to disinherit Edmond, mentioned above, had 
precedent. 

When Rhonda heard she was going to get a lot less than she was counting on, her mouth 
dropped open. She was shocked. Apparently she thought the $10,000 each of the 
grandchildren were given came out of Frances’ pocketbook, not the grandchildren’s CD. 
Rhonda got so upset/angry that she shoved her mother. So hard that Emma almost fell. 

Emma said, “Now you know why I wrote you out of my Will.” Rhonda turned on her heels and 
walked up to me and shoved me too, and then she stormed out of the condo. So, within a 
matter of minutes, Rhonda found out that she was getting a lot less in her inheritance from 
Frances, but was also disinherited by Emma. 
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It took about three weeks to clear out the condo. Emma had a large chest of drawers moved 
to her mother’s room at P.G. Frances loved it and asked Emma how much it cost and where 
she bought it. Emma told her mother that it was the chest of drawers that had been in 
Frances' bedroom for thirty years. (Watching someone you love deteriorate from a disease is 
heartbreaking.) 

Emma managed to get the condo leased by the end of December 2005. The tenant was a 
real estate agent who worked within walking distance of the condo. To make sure he’d get the 
condo, in case there were other people interested, he sweetened the deal by paying two 
months rent in advance, along with a security deposit. He gave a check to the real estate 
company for $8,000. $1,000 was deducted for the real estate company’s fee, and they gave 
Emma a check for $7,000, made out to her. Emma deposited this money into the joint 
checking account she had with her mother. That brought the balance up to the $60,000 
mentioned earlier. 

Everything was under control. Frances seemed happy in her new “home”. Emma visited her 
almost every day for the first month, and then she visited just a few times a week. For the first 
time in a few years, we could sleep late on weekends and holidays. No need to call Frances 
mornings and evenings every day. There were plenty of people to keep an eye on her at P.G., 
including nurses on duty 24 hours a day. Emma did have Frances’ telephone turned off at the 
condo and turned on at P.G., so she still could call her mother when she wanted, and Frances 
could call her. But Emma stopped worrying about Frances, because she was being well cared 
for, so she stopped calling her a few times a day to check up on her. 

Because Frances’ hearing was so poor, she needed a special telephone that was supplied by 
the State of California. To get the telephone, a doctor had to contact some State agency and 
request it. The telephone looked like a standard land line phone, but the telephone company 
had to make some adjustments on their end to get it to work. My point is that along with 
Frances’ other ailments, she was almost deaf. 


Now you can start getting scared. 

Don’t worry, this isn’t the very scary part 

On February 9, 2006, Emma got the bank statement for the joint checking account. 

When Frances moved into assisted living, Emma had all of her mother’s mail sent to our 
address. Frances was too confused to deal with mail, often didn’t understand what it was, and 
sometimes just threw it away. 

The bank statement showed that $50,150 was missing. This was obviously a bank mistake. It 
was after the bank closed when we got the mail, so we had to wait until the next day to go to 
the bank and clear up the mistake. 

The next day Emma went to the bank before going to work, and spoke to Ana, a woman who 
has worked at that bank for many years, and who knew both Frances and Emma. Ana was 
the woman who told Emma that she was putting a notice into the bank’s computer that Emma 
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should be contacted and give her permission before anything was done with any of Frances’ 
accounts. When asked, Ana told Emma that someone removed the money and set up a new 
CD. Ana said that this new CD was not covered by any of Emma’s powers of attorney for her 
mother. Emma asked how the money could be removed, since there was an order that no 
money could be removed from any of the accounts without first getting her permission. Ana 
told Emma that the order did not cover the joint checking account. Ana would not tell Emma 
who withdrew the money and set up the new CD. She did say that the movement of money 
took place on both January 26 and on January 30. 

Emma was worried that whoever stole the money would steal the remaining money in the 
joint checking account, and would find a way to get the money in the CDs in Frances’ name. 
Ana suggested that Emma open a new checking account and move the remaining money 
(about $10,000) from the joint checking account into it, and close all of Frances’ old CDs and 
reopen them under her name (Emma) with the same people as beneficiaries as were on the 
old CD’s. Emma did this, but left the original joint checking account active, because Frances’ 
Social Security and pension money was directly deposited into it. 

Although Emma had no proof, she believed that Rhonda was the one who stole the money. 
After leaving the bank and before going to work, Emma went to R G. and told the staff what 
had happened and asked if Rhonda had taken Frances out of the residence on January 26 
and on January 30. She was shown the sign-out sheet which did show that Frances was 
taken from the residence on the 26th, but not on the 30th. The handwriting on the sign-out 
sheet was Rhonda’s. Emma instructed P. G. not to allow Rhonda, or anyone else, to take 
Frances off the premises. 

After returning to work, Emma called a business “telephone friend” who is a Los Angeles 
Deputy District Attorney, and told him what little she knew, and asked for advice for what she 
should do, since she had never been in a situation like this before. The DDA suggested that 
she go to the bank and ask to speak to the manager, and try to persuade him to give more 
information, and to put a freeze on the new CD account, to be lifted only when Emma gave 
permission. He also said that the order that no money be removed from the CDs without 
Emma’s permission also covered the joint checking account. He commented that Emma had 
the wrong personality (she is too nice) to get the manager to divulge much information or put 
a freeze on the new CD. For this reason, Emma decided that both of us go to the bank, since 
I (Hugo) am not all that nice. 

The next day Emma and I went to the bank and asked to speak to the manager. We were told 
that the manager was not in that day, a Saturday. We talked to the assistant manager, Ms. 
Whaley. Emma let me do most of the talking. I managed to get some information. The new 
CD was in Frances’ name, with Rhonda and her two little boys and Emma as beneficiaries. It 
had a two year term, it was for $50,000, and opened on January 30. When asked how the 
$50,000 was moved, Ms. Whaley said that Frances had to be present, and that she had the 
right to move the money, since the order that Emma must give her permission did not 
cover the joint checking account, but only the CDs. We informed Ms. Whaley that a Deputy 
District Attorney told Emma that an order on one account covered all the accounts. Ms. 
Whaley did not argue this point, but turned to her computer, started typing, and said that she 
was adding an order that no money could be removed from the joint checking account unless 
Emma was physically present. As for Frances having to be physically present for the transfer 
to take place on the 30th, P. G.’s sign-out sheet did not show that she left that day. I thought 
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that Rhonda must have managed to sneak Frances out a back door without being seen. (No 
easy feat since Frances walks very slowly with a walker.) 

Ms. Whaley was asked to put a freeze on the new CD. She commented that it was a two year 
CD, so a freeze didn’t seem necessary. I pointed out that if Frances died in one hour, Emma 
would only receive one quarter of the value of the $50,000 CD, $12,500. If the money was still 
in the joint checking account, she would receive her inheritance of the entire $50,000 plus the 
$10,000 that still remained in the joint checking account. Additionally, I pointed out that the 
50,000 was not available for Frances’ care, since it is tied up in a CD and not in a checking 
account. Ms. Whaley excused herself, and returned about five minutes later. She presumably 
made a phone call to a superior. When she returned she started typing into her computer, and 
said she was placing an order that no money could be withdrawn from the new CD without 
Emma’s permission. Ms. Whaley suggested that Emma bring in her mother to the bank to 
undo the new CD. Emma told Ms. Whaley that since her mother is mentally incompetent, she 
was being asked to have her incompetent mother sign legal papers, which is what Rhonda 
had done. If it was wrong for Rhonda to do this, it would be wrong for Emma to do this. I 
added that if a lawsuit was brought against the bank, Emma would not look good having 
done the same illegal thing her daughter had done. 

Ms. Whaley was asked why none of Emma’s powers of attorney covered the new CD. Ms. 
Whaley did not give a meaningful answer. Ms. Whaley had been previously told by Emma that 
Emma had a power of attorney drawn by one of Frances’ attorneys when Frances was 
competent, but that the bank refused to accept it, so a power of attorney used by the bank 
was created. Ms. Whaley asked if Emma could bring in the other powers of attorney 
documents on Monday, since maybe they would allow Emma to have power of attorney over 
the new CD. Emma said she’d fax it on Monday. Ms. Whaley was asked to move the money 
from the new CD to Emma’s new checking account, opened at the suggestion of Ana. I said 
that If the bank did that, it would avoid a lawsuit. I also told Ms. Whaley that Emma’s attorneys 
would probably include in their closing arguments something like, “Ladies and Gentlemen, 
what happened to Frances and Emma could happen to you, to your mother and father, and to 
your children. Send a really big message to this bank to teach them to take care of their 
elderly depositors who are mentally incompetent, and send a really really big message so that 
all banks in the country would get the message. I know, I know, if the jury comes in with a 
judgment of one hundred million dollars, the bank’s lawyers will just bribe the judge and he’ll 
knock the judgment down to pocket change for the bank. But the publicity won’t do the bank 
any good”. Ms. Whaley did not look pleased. Ms. Whaley said she’d ask the bank manager on 
Monday about moving the money back to Emma’s control. 

I also mentioned the possibility of filing a criminal complaint against Rhonda. Ms. Whaley 
made a comment that I was “escalating” (the reasons for the bank to replace the missing 
money). After leaving the bank, I said to Emma that I got the idea from Ms. Whaley’s 
comment about “escalating” that a formal police report would cause the bank problems. I also 
wondered what the bank’s responsibility is, if any, in reporting this matter to the authorities. 

Emma and I had the brilliant idea of going to see Frances, and making an audio tape 
recording of their conversation. We didn’t know what, if anything, Frances would remember 
about going to the bank, and if what she remembered would be accurate or... But it was worth 
a try. Following is a transcript of that tape recording: 
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Note: This conversation was held on a day, February 12, 2006, when Frances was more alert 
and less confused than she usually is at this point in her life. To skim this, just read the bold 
type. Emma showed the tape recorder she was holding to her mother, and told Frances she 
was going to record their conversation. Frances said “Okay”, and Emma turned the recorder 
on. 

Frances: I just had to hang up on one of my friends, what’s her name, that always asks 
me what am I cooking. So I said somebody’s at the door so we... 

Emma: Why don’t you sit down somewhere and we’ll sit and visit. 

Frances: So these things were all I don’t know what. 

Emma: Oh, this is I need for your taxes. I’m going to take this with me. I need this for 
your taxes. 

Frances: What is it? 

Emma: It’s money that you’ve donated to the Temple in the past year. 

Frances: And you’ll take care of that? 

Emma: Yes, of course. I take care of all those things. 

Frances: But I’m sorry about this thing you’ve expressed about what’s her name. Your 
daughter. With the money. 

Emma: Why don’t you sit down somewhere? Don’t just stand, Mom. It’s no good for 
you. Frances: Okay, will you sit down too? 

Emma: Yes, but I want to see where you are going to sit. 

Frances: Where is your husband? 

Emma: He’s waiting for me. 

Frances: In the car? 

Emma: Yeah. He’s listening to the radio. 

Frances: In a way I’m glad that we’re just alone together now. So I had a rough day 
because I was downstairs (there is no downstairs from her room on the first floor) in that 
place where you give the money for the children or whatever. 

Emma: For you, not for the children. 

Frances: Huh? 

Emma: For you. 

Frances: For me? 

Emma: Yeah. 

Frances: Anyway, two of these goyim. I don’t mean it for an insult. But two of them 
came and took me downstairs to have dinner. 

Emma: Yeah. 

Frances: So they just...They didn’t even wait for if I’m ready or if I want to go or...They 
just came and grabbed me and took me to the restaurant part. 

Emma: Well, it was mealtime so they wanted to make sure... 

Frances: Huh? 

Emma: It was time for your lunch so they wanted to make sure you got there. 

Frances: Yes. So it’s good in a certain way. But because of the way our 
mother...sad. 

Emma: What do your mean “our mother”? You’re my mother. 

Frances: Huh? 

Emma: You’re my mother. 

Frances: I’m your mother? 

Emma: Yes. 

Frances: Yeah, I guess I am. I’m really not thinking right somehow and I made my 
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bed and when I came home, where was I? I don’t remember. I didn’t go anywhere 
special. But I came up here and the whole thing is fat, big and it must have been my 
neighbors across the hall that helps me and redid this thing. Because I didn’t have any 
familiar friends, you know. (Referring to the way her bed was made.) 

Emma: Well, probably the housekeeper. 

Frances: Yeah. So how are things going for you? 

Emma: Okay. 

Frances: Okay? 

Emma: Yeah. I’m fighting with the bank about your money. 

Frances: About the money with what’s her name? About? What’s our 
granddaughter? 

Emma: Rhonda. 

Frances: Rhonda? She’s away. (On vacation.) 

Emma: Well, before she went away she did the damage. So I spent a long time at the 
bank yesterday. Tomorrow I’ll have to go back. 

Frances: Are they doing something for you? 

Emma: I don’t know yet. 

Frances: Ohhhhhh. 

Emma: So far, no. I’m trying to get the money to go back in the right account. 

Frances: See, I was with her when she did this, but I didn’t know anything about which 
way it goes or you know. I wasn’t paying too much attention to it. She’s on a trip with the 
family. Do you think you’ll succeed in fixing it? 

Emma: Either that or I’m going to have to call the police. Get a lawyer. Or get the 
District Attorney or somebody. 

Frances: Ohhhh. Yeah. That’s too bad. She’s very bright, but she’s so bright, why did 
she do what she did? 

Emma: She knows better. What she did was wrong. It was illegal and it was wrong. 

Frances: And I was there with her, but what did I know? 

Emma: She had no right to take you there to do anything to your account. 
Frances: I didn’t in any way I didn’t offer her anything. I didn’t give her anything. 

Emma: Well, she took. 

Frances: Gosh. So tell me. Are you the one who hurt yourself? 

Emma: No, I didn’t. You keep saying that I fell and hurt myself. I did not fall. I did not 
hurt myself. I’m right here. 

Frances: Well, where did I get all that? 

Emma: I don’t know. Who told you that? 

Frances: I can’t remember now. And here I’m worrying about that. 

Emma: There’s nothing to worry about. I’m perfectly okay. 

Frances: Did you fall? 

Emma: No. 

Frances: So who told me all that? 

Emma: I don’t know. Who told you? 

Frances: Because I was waiting for some good results from you. 

Emma: I don’t know who would tell you such a lie. 

Frances: I don’t know. And I was waiting down in that thing where you give them money 
for the kids. I was waiting for hours, hoping that you’d come. 

Emma: I was here Friday. 

Frances: Friday. 

Emma: Yeah. You asked me did I fall and I said no, I didn’t fall. 
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Frances: Oh. 

Emma: Then you called in the middle of the night last night and wanted to know if I’m 
better because I fell. If I’m better now. And I didn’t fall. Nothing was wrong. 

Frances: I called you in the middle of the night? How could I have done that? I hardly 
ever do that. 

Emma: Well, you did it <chuckling>. 

Frances: Well, I guess I was worried. 

Emma: Well, don’t worry because I’m okay. There’s nothing to worry about. 

Frances: Are you getting along well with your husband? 

Emma: We are getting along wonderfully. That’s the best thing in my life is my 
marriage. Frances: Okay, I’m glad you told me that. 

Emma: I keep telling you that <laughing>. 

Frances: You do? 

Emma: Yes. <laughing> That’s another thing you keep worrying about and I keep telling 
you there’s nothing to worry about. 

Frances: Yeah, well I think that started from the time that you got to know him. 

Emma: That started because your grandchildren don’t like him. 

Frances: Oh, is that what it is? 

Emma: Yeah. But he’s always been wonderful to me and he’s always been wonderful to 
you. So I don’t know why you should be worried. 

Frances: Will you please tell me what’s going on with my old home? 

Emma: It’s rented. We have a very nice tenant. Avery nice man. He fixed it nicely. He 
painted. 

Frances: How much do we get? 

Emma: I don’t get. You get. It goes into your bank. 

Frances: It goes into my bank? Where do I have a bank and how much money do 
I have? 

Emma: That’s the money that Rhonda took out. He had given me three months rent in 
advance plus a security deposit and it was all in your checking account so I could pay 
your bills here and pay your taxes and pay for your medications... 

Frances: So we have that without... 

Emma: And Rhonda took it all out. Rhonda took almost all the money out of that 
account. 

Frances: She’s not home. 

Emma: She went on vacation with your money, I guess. 

Frances: Did you see some stuff pasted on...notes? You can read that. Maybe you’ll 
see what’s been happening and it’s a shame. Who needs this kind of thing? Gosh. And 
I don’t have enough money. I don’t have any money to spend. Do you realize that? 
Emma: You don’t need money here because I pay every month for everything. 
Everything is paid for. 

Frances: But if I go shopping... 

Emma: You don’t go shopping. Where do you go shopping? 

Frances: I want to because I ran out of... 

Emma: How are you going to go shopping? Are you going to get in a car and go 
shopping? 

Frances: Listen to me. I don’t know which way you think, but I run short of bread. I run 
short of... 

Emma: No, bread is in the dining room. 

Frances: Where’s the dining room? 
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Emma: Where you go to eat your meals. You’re not supposed to have food in your 
room. 

Frances: Come on. 

Emma: You’re not supposed to be eating in your room. You go to the dining room and 
you eat your meals. 

Frances: I don’t know. I feel that I don’t have enough food to eat. 

Emma: Well, I’ll tell them they should make sure you eat more at your mealtimes. You 
go there for breakfast and you go there for lunch and you go there for dinner. 

Frances: It’s a minus. With all these things and lots of clothes and everything and when 
I’m hungry, I don’t have what to eat. 

Emma: If you’re hungry, you go and tell them you want something to eat. 

Frances: Go where? 

Emma: You go to the front desk and you say, “I’d like a snack.” and they’ll give you 
something. They’ll give you a snack. All your food is provided here. I pay for it every 
month for them to give you your meals every time. 

Frances: But I don’t have any money in my purse. 

Emma: For what? What do you need money in your purse for? (Note: this is an ongoing 
discussion. I have asked the administrator at Pacific Gardens for guidance and she said 
Mother should not have cash. There is a petty cash fund in the office which I supply 
from which they pay for her hairdresser, manicure and any incidental expenses.) 
Frances: I think I’m a grownup person. 

Emma: But you don’t have any place to spend it. It would just be here for somebody to 
be tempted to take it. Or Rhonda to take more money from you. (Loudspeaker 
announcement.) 

Frances: Can you understand what they said? 

Emma: Yeah, they’re having Trivia with Lillian. 

Frances: They’re having what? 

Emma: Trivia with Lillian. It’s a game they’re having in the living room. If you want to go 
to play a game. 

Frances: Now? I was supposed to go to one of those things about a week ago or so 
and somehow or other I don’t remember whether I canceled it or they canceled it. 
Emma: Well, they have lots of nice activities and you should be doing some of them. 

You should go to these things. 

Frances: And you know the girl who helps me...you know the cleaning up and 
whatever...she and another one drive me out of my house here to take me downstairs. I 
don’t remember what it was. It was probably a thing they want me to be. 

Emma: Well, they probably had music or a movie or something. They have all kinds of 
entertainment. They want you to go to these things so you’ll enjoy them. 

Frances: Well, I go wherever they invite me. I never say no. 

Emma: Well, lots of times they tell me you come back to your room and lots of times I 
hear from Terry that they want you to stay and listen to music. 

Frances: What? 

Emma: Lots of times I hear from Terry that they want you to stay and listen to music or 
whatever is going on and you say, no, you want to go to your room. 

Frances: Who’s Terry? 

Emma: Terry is my friend out at the desk. The nice woman who works at the front desk 
who comes in the afternoon and evening. 

Frances: Oh. Oh, I know. I like her. I didn’t remember that that was her name. 

Emma: Yeah, you like her. 
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Frances: Yeah, I do. I look forward to... One time we went, a lot of people from here, we 
went to like a concert. 

Emma: Good. You should go to those. 

Frances: She’s very nice. I like her. I like her a lot. But sometimes she doesn’t come. 
Emma: Well, she doesn’t work every day. 

Frances: Yeah. This is okay. And I don’t know. I just feel that I don’t have enough food. 

(I think she is remembering being a little girl in Poland and being hungry.) You keep 
telling me that I have enough food. And I keep telling you that I want a piece of fruit or I 
want something. 

Emma: I’m going to ask them at the front desk what to do if you want a piece of fruit. I 
think you can just go out there and tell them I’d like a piece of fruit and they’ll give you a 
piece of fruit. Because all of your food is supposed to be provided here. 

Frances: I don’t know. I just want like to go to a drawer, take out something to eat. 
Emma: Well, they really don’t want food to be in the bedrooms because it makes bugs 
come. So they don’t want you to have food sitting around in the bedroom. 

Frances: I never heard them say that. 

Emma: Well, that’s the way it is. They don’t want people having a lot of food in their 
bedrooms. 

Frances: If I want to go buy something....first of all... 

Emma: Where are you going to go buy? 

Frances: Yeah, see. It’s not a private thing for me to go. I have nobody to take me to 
some of these grocery stores or something. 

Emma: Well, you don’t need to go to the grocery store. 

Frances: I don’t know. I don’t even know how to explain this to you. 

Emma: It’s different living in your very own home. I know that. 

Frances: Yeah. 

Emma: This is good for you now. You don’t have to ... 

Frances: Now look at that whole thing (pointing to the bed). I don’t do it that way. 

Emma: Well, they make your bed for you. 

Frances: I think one of those women who call me. They get into my house here. 

Nothing is missing. You know. 

Emma: No, they’re cleaning. They make everything clean. 

Frances: It’s so different. I don’t feel like comfortable in some ways. Look at that thing. 
They put two pillows, one on top of the other. I didn’t do that. 

Emma: That’s okay. You can take one off if you don’t want it there. 

Frances: And then when I get dressed, they go to the closet and pick out what I should 
wear and it’s so cold. I don’t know. I feel like I don’t have enough enough...I don’t even 
know how to describe it to you. Maybe it’s because I live alone that I feel like that. You 
know? So. And there’s no point in getting someone to live with me. I don’t know. 

Emma: Well, this bedroom is your private bedroom. But there’s people all around. You 
just have to go out down the hall and there are lots of people for you to be friends with. 
Frances: No, they’re mostly goyim. 

Emma: No, they’re mostly Jewish, actually. 

Frances: I don’t think so. But there is not like warmth about it. Or not too much. It’s 
almost a part of each house is like that. Not that I need that kind of friendship. I don’t. 
But I feel so...they go here, they do that. And it’s not a perfect type thing. 

Emma: Well, nothing is perfect. 

Frances: The one ... I don’t know. I just. Maybe I’m too.. And then with our 
mother...she’s in the hospital. 
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Emma: Who? Who are you talking about? You keep saying “our mother”. But 
you’re my mother and your mother died a long, long time ago. So I don’t know 
who you’re talking about. 

Frances: (Slowly, one word at a time, as though trying to understand it while she 
is saying it) My mother died a long time ago? What she like? When did she die? 

Emma: She died a long, long time ago. Otherwise she would be about 130 years old by 
now. 

Frances: Why do I keep thinking I have a live mother? 

Emma: I don’t know. I don’t know who you are thinking of. 

Frances: Right now she’s in the hospital. Wait a minute, you’re in the hospital. 

Emma: No, I’m not in the hospital. I’m right here. 

Frances: No, no, I don’t mean that. Isn’t it like a career type thing? 

Emma: I work for a doctor. I don’t work in a hospital. I work in a doctor’s office. 

Frances: Yeah. 

Emma: It’s not a hospital. 

Frances: Isn’t that strange? I thought that you were ...I don’t know where I got the idea 
that you fell. 

Emma: I didn’t fall. 

Frances: You didn’t fall? 

Emma: I didn’t fall. I don’t know who told you I fell but I didn’t fall. I have not fallen 
probably since I was a child. 

Frances: So how come? Who told me that? 

Emma: I don’t know. Whoever it was told you a lie. I don’t know. 

Frances: Did I tell you before that? 

Emma: Yeah. You keep telling me that I fell and I keep telling you that I didn’t fall. 
Frances: Awwww. But I got it from somewhere. I didn’t invent it. 

Emma: Well, I don’t know who told you that. Whoever it was was lying. 

Frances: Okay. I’m glad that I mentioned it now. 

Emma: Yeah. You keep mentioning it. Then you call me in the middle of the night to ask 
me. 

Frances: Really? Oh. Well, you know what? It’s part of the thing like when you want me 
to go to a doctor and one of these people in the building here goes. 

Emma: Yes, they take you. 

Frances: Yeah. So I don’t know if that makes me feel like ...I don’t know. I don’t know. 
It’s strange. I can’t figure it out. I’m not unhappy and I am unhappy. And I think mostly 
it’s because I live alone. 

Emma: Well, that’s why you need to get out and be involved more with the people and 
the activities. You shouldn’t be sitting in your room by yourself so much. You should be 
out in the living room and talking to people. 

Frances: Well, I do. I do that. But it’s (sigh). I don’t know. People are nice here. And 
there must be some attitude that I could either throw away or adopt some kind of a... 
Emma: You can decide to enjoy everything. That’s what we all have to do in life 
anyway. We can look at problems and just think about problems all the time. Or we can 
look at the good stuff and enjoy, enjoy our lives. 

Frances: Well, you know, I’ve been calling your phone. 

Emma: Yeah, in the middle of the night (laughing). 

Frances: I didn’t realize that. Because I’m not up in the middle of the night. 

(Caretaker comes in.) 

Frances: This is my daughter. 
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Caretaker: Hi. 

Emma: Hi. 

Caretaker: I think I met you before. 

Emma: Yeah. 

Caretaker: I was just checking up on you. 

Frances: What? 

Caretaker: I was just checking on you. 

Emma: Isn’t that nice? She came to see if you’re okay. 

Frances: She’s very helpful. 

Caretaker I’ll come back in a little while. 

Frances: She did that (pointing to bed). I didn’t do that. 

Emma: Yeah. Do you want me to take one of the pillows off there? 

Frances: Yeah. 

Emma: I’ll put one on the chair. 

Frances: So. I have a lot of clothes in the closet. Maybe you could take some home. 
Emma: No, you need to have clothes to wear. 

Frances: Hmmm? 

Emma: You need to have clothes to wear. 

Frances: Too many. Too many. 

Emma: No. You change off. Wear different things different days. 

Frances: I do need some things like fruit, rolls, bagels. 

Emma: No, I can’t bring food here because they don’t want the food to be in the room 
and make ants come. 

Frances: Oh. 

Emma: So they don’t want you to do that. You need to go to the dining room when you 
want something to eat. You go for your meals and you go if you want something. 
Frances: And I have clothes here. 

Emma: Yeah, those are for you to wear. 

Frances: But I don’t wear. I don’t need. 

Emma: So wear them. 

Frances: Hmmm? 

Emma: Why don’t you wear them? (laughing) They’re your clothes, so wear them. 
Frances: I have clothes in the closet so.. 

Emma: Yeah, those are your clothes. 

Frances: I think the whole idea is that I live alone. 

Emma: All right. But you are not really alone because you just have to open the door 
and walk out and there are a lot of people around you can talk to and visit with. If you 
are in here by yourself, it’s because you are deciding to do that. But you don’t need to 
be. 

Frances: I don’t know. 

Emma: You lived alone for a long time in your condo. 

Frances: You mean back home? 

Emma: Yeah. You were alone there too. 

Frances: I was alone, but I wasn’t alone. Because the people that I knew I was easy 
with. Like the one who has the grocery store (referring to a neighbor who used to 
sometimes pick up things for her at the market). I had just a little while ago one of my 
friends that always asks me about the cooking. And of course, the other one, Susie, is 
easy. Today I got a letter from the whole religion thing, my Temple, to ask for a 
donation. 
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Emma: All right. Those things you give to me to take care of. 

Frances: Hmmm? 

Emma: You give me those things to take care of. 

Frances: Oh, would you? 

Emma: Yes. 

Frances: So when I sometimes I do send something. Sometimes I don’t. 

Emma: I know. I know. But I have to take care of it. You don’t take care of it now. 
Frances: So is someone living in where we lived? 

Emma: Yeah. There’s a very nice man living there. 

Frances: A family? 

Emma: A man. 

Frances: Just a man? 

Emma: Yeah. 

Frances: So what kind of furniture do they have? 

Emma: I don’t know. I didn’t see his furniture. 

Frances: Hmm. Do you go there on Sundays the way you used to? 

Emma: No. It belongs to somebody. I can’t go walking into his apartment. 

Frances: Oh. (Laughing.) 

Emma: He’s entitled to his privacy. 

Frances: Yeah. So what kind of rent do they pay? 

Emma: $2,000 a month. 

Frances: $2,000 a month? And do you see much of the neighbors? 

Emma: No, because I don’t go there. 

Frances: You don’t go on Sunday? 

Emma: There’s no reason for me to go there. You’re not there. 

Frances: I liked that feeling that Sunday feeling. You worked hard at it. 

Emma: Well, today is Sunday and I’m here. 

Frances: (Laughing) So are you in the hospital? 

Emma: No, I’m not in the hospital. 

Frances Oh, my God. I worried the whole day today. Downstairs, you know, on the.. 
Emma: I did not fall. I am not in the hospital. I’m fine. 

Frances: So who told me all that? 

Emma: Whoever it was lied to you. And you just have to stop thinking about it because 
I’m not. I’m fine. I didn’t fall. 

Frances: Can you imagine that? I don’t even remember who told it to me. 

Emma: I don’t know. Whoever it was shouldn’t have said that because it’s not true. 
Frances: And you know. I was spending my time where you come in that thing and so 
sometimes I’m in where we eat and stuff and sometimes I’m across in the thing. 

Emma: In the hallway? 

Frances: Yeah. But I enjoy what’s her name, your friend. 

Emma: Terry? 

Frances: Yeah, I think that’s her name. And a couple of times we went a whole group 
from here and of course I went with her and I like her a lot. 

Emma: Well, she’s very nice. 

Frances: Yeah, I feel free with talking to her. Not that I give her what things talk. I can 
complain or not complain or whatever. But it’s an easy simple friendship. 

Emma: Yeah. She’s a nice a nice person. 

Frances: And like that. But do you think that you could manage to take me to a movie or 
to something? You don’t have time to do that? 
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Emma: I don’t go to a movie. I haven’t been to a movie in years. 

Frances: Is that right? 

Emma: I don’t have time. 

Frances: I don’t go to anything like that. 

Emma: They have movies here at night. 

Frances: Hmmm? 

Emma: They have movies right here in the living room at night. Some nights they have 
movies. 

Frances: In the living room? 

Emma: Yeah, go down the hall and they have movies right there. 

Frances: What are you talking about? 

Emma: They have movies here. Down the hall in the living room, across from where the 
dining room is. They have that big room. You sometimes call it the 'temple’. It’s not a 
temple, it’s a living room. But they have movies there some nights. Some nights they 
have live entertainment. They have different things. So you should go when they have a 
movie. 

Frances: Hmmm. 

Emma: They have entertainment every night. 

Frances: Now where is your husband now? In the car? 

Emma: He’s waiting in the car. 

Frances: Awww. I don’t want... 

Emma: Yeah, I’m going to go. Because I still have work to do at home. 

Frances: I don’t want him to be mad at me. 

Emma: He won’t be mad at you. But I do still have work at home to do. 

Frances: Oh. What work? 

Emma: I work for another doctor. I bring home work. 

Frances: So how many doctors do you work for? 

Emma: Two. 

Frances: Two? 

Emma: One I go to the office every day and the other I bring work home, to do at home. 
Frances: What about your husband? What does he do during those times? 

Emma: He does his work. I do my work. 

Frances: What does he do? 

Emma: He’s a photographer. 

Frances: Oh. Does he sell it or does he save it? 

Emma: Yeah. Both. 

Frances: So one of these times maybe it would be nice if you invited me to your house. 
Or is it not a good idea to do that? 

Emma: It’s easier for me to come here to see you. 

Frances: Hmmm? 

Emma: It’s easier for me to see you here instead of driving back and forth and back and 
forth. 

Frances: Yeah, but I don’t know what your house looks like. 

Emma: You’ve been there. It’s the same as it was the last time you were there. 

Frances: I never saw your house. 

Emma: Oh, many times. Many, many times. 

Frances: I don’t remember ever coming to your house. 

Emma: I know you don’t remember. I know you don’t remember. 

Frances: Not that it’s anything very important. But when you love somebody or care 
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about somebody, you want to be with them. 

Emma: I’m here. 

Frances: I’m happy when you come here. But somehow it feels like something is 
missing when I don’t see you in your house. Did you ever do that through your marriage 
life? With me? 

Emma: You came to my house many times. 

Frances: I don’t know. 

Emma: I’m going to have to go. 

Frances: Thank you for coming. 

Emma: Yeah. 

Frances: If you come a little more often, I’d appreciate it. 

Emma: I come as often as I can. I’m here several times a week. 

Frances: And it would be nice to go out and have dinner with you, with your husband 
and me. It makes it a family type thing, warmer. 

Emma: Okay. 

End of tape. 


So much for your background information. 

The next day Emma faxed the power of attorney requested by Ms. Whaley, along with a note 
requesting that the bank replace the money taken by Rhonda. Emma ended the brief note 
with the comment that while she waited for a reply, she would begin a search for an 
appropriate law firm should that need arise. Although Emma verbally (in a phone message 
saying that she was faxing the document) requested a response from the bank the same day, 
she did not get one. 

At the end of the business day, Emma called her attorney friend Bart, who refused to bill her 
for his efforts to get lawyer Seymour to “back off”, and asked him if he knew an attorney who 
could help her. After all, she wasn’t getting anywhere with the bank, and the missing money 
was needed to pay Frances’ bills. Bart said he knew the perfect lawyer for her, Dick, and he’d 
call him and ask him to call Emma the next day. Emma had been keeping notes of who she 
spoke to at the bank and when and what was said, and she told Bart she’d fax it to him. Bart 
said if he thought it was helpful, he’d send it along to Dick. 

Emma got a call from Dick the next day. He told her that his law practice specialized in 
banking law. He sounded like the PERFECT lawyer for us. He had read her notes and only 
had a few questions. He said he would write a letter and send it that day to the bank, 
requesting that the money be returned to the account it was taken from. After Emma got in 
touch with Dick, she finally heard from the bank manager. She told him she couldn’t talk to 
him because she had just retained a lawyer, and she gave the bank manager his contact 
information. 

A few days later we met with attorney Dick. While we were there he called the bank manager, 
and put him on speaker phone, so we could hear their conversation. Some clarity came from 
this conversation. Emma also gave Dick a $4,400 check for a retainer fee. 
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(1) Both the $150 and the $50,000 were taken from the joint checking account on the same 
day, January 26, and the new CD was established that day. The date of January 30th for the 
start of the CD was due to a problem with the bank’s computer (bank error). 

(2) The manager said he saw Frances standing in line with Rhonda, and seeing that she was 
elderly and frail, he took her to a seat and asked what her banking needs were. Frances said 
that her telephone had been shut off, and she needed $150 to get it turned back on. Rhonda 
had ostensibly taken her to the bank to get $150 cash (for the phone bill). Not likely. Just how 
was Frances going to pay the phone company? Why didn’t Rhonda call her mother, or ask the 
administrator of P. G. to call her mother, and ask that the bill be paid? Rhonda later said that 
she used her credit card to pay $141.98 to have the telephone bill paid and turned back on, 
and the $150 was to repay her. As for the phone being turned off: When Frances moved into 
P. G., Emma had her phone turned on- a special connection was needed because the phone 
was designed for hard of hearing people. Emma told the phone company to send the monthly 
bills to her at our home. She did not receive a bill. The phone company sent it to Frances’ new 
address. Frances did not tell Emma about the bill. When Emma heard that the phone had 
been turned off, she called the phone company, complained about not getting her mother’s 
bill, got the amount of the past due bill ($79.15 - not $141.98) and she sent a check for the 
past due amount. Emma asked if the phone had been turned off, and was told that there was 
no record of that happening. Since she had no problem calling Frances, and Frances had no 
problem calling her, we were mystified about the telephone being turned off. 

(3) The bank manager said that while chatting with Frances, who seemed perfectly lucid to 
him, she inquired about how much interest she was getting in her checking account, and the 
bank manager told her she could get more if she put the money in a CD. The CD was set up. 

Lawyer Dick asked the bank manager to undo everything the bank had done which would 
avoid “the proverbial Federal Case”. The bank manager said he couldn’t do that. Over the 
next few weeks Dick tried different strategies to get the bank to put everything back the way it 
was, telling the bank that there would be no lawsuit if this was done. Without success. One 
day we met Lawyer Dick at his office to try to get him to start putting together a lawsuit. He 
called the bank and spoke, again on speaker phone, to a bank lawyer. The lawyer gave a 
different version of what happened when Frances moved the money. According to him, 
Frances was angry with Emma because she didn’t pay a $150 phone bill, and wanted to 
punish her by moving the money to a CD. This differs from the bank manager’s version given 
above. During the speaker phone conversation, the bank lawyer gave more information about 
the new CD. It turns out that there are seven people listed on it as beneficiaries. (Rhonda, her 
two sons, Emma, Emma’s son Ephrim, and two others.) Why Ms. Whaley led Emma to 
believe that there were only four names on the new CD is unknown. Each person listed on the 
new CD is an equal “beneficiary”. Therefore, Rhonda and her two minor children would 
receive a total of $21,000. About the amount Rhonda thought she’d inherit when her 
grandmother died, only to find out that she was going to get a lot less because she had 
previously received part of her inheritance to buy a car. 

The bank lawyer said that the bank is considering reporting Emma for elder financial abuse. 
When asked why, Dick was told that Emma’s moving three CDs from Frances’ name to 
Emma’s name was suspicious. Dick told the bank lawyer that the money was moved at the 
suggestion of Ana. The bank lawyer said that wasn’t so. That Ana denies she suggested 
doing that. 
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The fact is that Emma had previously used her power of attorney to move equal amounts 
from three CDs (her CD, her brother’s CD, and the grandchildren’s CD) into the joint checking 
account on two different occasions. This money was transferred to make sure there would be 
enough money to pay Frances’ bills. This means that the bank had allowed her to have 
access to that money, and so she could have closed those accounts and taken the money for 
her benefit a long time ago. She didn’t. 

The day after our meeting with Dick, I answered the phone. A man asked to speak to Emma. I 
told him she wasn’t home. I said I was her husband. He told me his name (Joe) and said he 
was from Adult Protective Services, and was investigating Emma for Elder Financial Abuse. 

He proceeded to tell me the bank’s side of the story. I listened gritting my teeth. When he 
finished, I told him our side of the story; that Frances was suffering from dementia and was in 
assisted living, and that Rhonda took her out and $50,000 was missing from a joint checking 
account Frances had with Emma, and that money was needed for Frances’ care, and that 
Emma was worried that someone would take Frances back to the bank and take more 
money, and so on the advice of Ana, various CD’s were closed and reopened in Emma’s 
name... 

Joe told me that by law he’d have to go and check up on Frances, but he had been to P.G. in 
the past and knew it was a fine residence. He said that if he didn’t find any problems, he’d 
stamp the file “Closed, Inconclusive”. I said “Okay, fine.” Before saying goodbye, he gave me 
two telephone numbers for Federal agencies to report a bank to, and then said, “Please don’t 
get me involved with lawyers.” We both giggled. 

I told Emma about my conversation with Joe, and she called lawyer Dick and told him. The 
next day Emma went to visit Frances, and as she passed by the office at P. G., the 
administrator, Susan, motioned her in. Susan told Emma that Rhonda had come by a few 
days before to take Frances out. Susan told Rhonda that no one was permitted to take 
Frances off the premises, on the instructions of the person with the Power Of Attorney 
(Emma). Rhonda became angry and shouted at Susan, telling her that the POA was invalid 
and that she was going to have an attorney revoke it. Susan told Rhonda her behavior was 
not acceptable, and ushered her out of the building. Susan told Emma that she has given an 
order to the staff that if Rhonda visits her grandmother, she is to be monitored. When we got 
home we found a certified letter from the bank. It said that ALL of Frances’ money had been 
frozen by the bank. That included the money in CD’s that Emma transferred to her name, and 
the money in the new CD Frances had opened. The few thousand dollars in the new checking 
account in Emma’s name was not frozen. Emma called Dick, who said he had received that 
notice from the bank. Interestingly, the date on the letter was the same day the bank manager 
finally called Emma and she told him she couldn’t speak to him because she had hired a 
lawyer. It took a while for the bank’s mail room to do its thing. Did the bank manager call to tell 
Emma that the money was being frozen, or did he freeze the money to retaliate because 
Emma was speaking to a lawyer? 

Two days later Emma faxed numerous bank receipts to Dick showing that she had been 
allowed to move money from the CDs to the joint checking account in the past, and also faxed 
him copies of emails among family members. She told him he had only one more try to get 
the bank to move everything back, and then she wanted to end the “negotiations”, and 
wanted to file a lawsuit for any money she is out (the $50,150), plus money for legal fees, plus 
money for her aggravation and money for punitive damages. Dick let us know that was going 
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to fax a letter asking the bank to move everything back (and would fax a copy to us), and 
giving them one day to do it. After all, Emma and I and Dick had been asking the bank to do 
this for about six weeks, so the bank had run out of time. When we got the fax, we saw that 
the last paragraph told the bank they had one week to respond. We were not happy. 

About two weeks after Dick gave the bank one week to move everything back, Emma got a 
fax from him, saying that he doesn’t think Emma has (much of) a case. Dick focused on the 
bank reporting Emma to Adult Protective Services, and pointed out that we don’t know if the 
bank is the entity/person which contacted Adult Protective Services. If we sue the bank and it 
turns out that Rhonda reported Emma, then we would be liable for the bank’s court costs. He 
also wrote that it’s Emma’s word against the bank’s, and that a jury will believe the bank. 
Emma got very upset. We felt that Dick was missing the point. The point was not being 
reported to Adult Protective Services, which was a very minor point. Our suit would be that the 
bank allowed something to happen that they shouldn’t have, and have refused to simply 
reverse things and make them right and caused Emma and me a bunch of mental pain and 
anguish, along with money for Dick. 

The letter from Dick set both of us off. According to him, all of a sudden we had no case, that 
what the bank and Rhonda did was just fine and dandy, and we were the ones who were in 
the wrong. Emma started calling around and tried to find more out about Lawyer Dick. What 
motivated him to make a 180 degree turn? This wasn’t his attitude when Emma hired him. 

She found out that Rick’s practice was banking law, but he neglected to tell us that HE 
DEFENDED BANKS FROM PEOPLE WHO WANTED TO SUE BANKS. People like Emma. 
Dick wasn’t the perfect lawyer for us, he was the PERFECTLY WRONG lawyer for us. Once 
we had this information, we understood Dick’s strange letter saying that we had a weak case 
and that the jury would believe the bank. And we understood why he hadn’t brought a lawsuit. 
If he did, he’d be biting the hand that fed him. Word would circulate that he had changed 
sides and sued banks, and his lucrative paydays from banks would end. We did wonder why 
he took the case in the first place, and why he didn’t tell us that he defended banks from 
people like Emma... A lie by omission, says I. Well, he is a lawyer, after all. 

Emma fired Dick. He kept all of the retainer we sent him. 

So let’s see where things stood. There was $50,150 missing which was needed to pay 
for Frances’ bills. We gave Dick $4,400 out of our own money. All of Frances’ remaining 
money was frozen by the bank, except for a few thousand dollars Emma moved from the joint 
checking account to a new checking account in her name only. Emma was reported to Adult 
Protective Services for investigation of elder financial abuse. And we didn’t have a lawyer to 
try to undo this mess. 

About a month after I chatted with Joe from Adult Protective Services, he called again. I 
answered the phone, and he reintroduced himself and said, “Is Rhonda still trying to loot 
money?” This made me feel really good. I thought, “He got it! He understands!” Up to this 
point, the bank kept telling us that nothing they (or Rhonda) did was wrong, and Dick told us 
we didn’t have a case. At least someone got it! 

Joe went on to say that he had been so swamped with work that he hadn’t marked the case 
closed, and wanted to do so now, or he’d have to visit Frances again and check on her, and 
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he didn’t want to take the time to do that. Joe said that after speaking to Frances at P.G., he 
realized that he could get her to sign any piece of paper he put in front of her. 

He asked if anything new had happened since he last called, so he could put it into his report. 

I told him that Emma hired a lawyer, and it would be hard for Rhonda to loot more money 
because the bank had frozen all of it. He asked me if I had called the telephone numbers he 
gave me, and I told him that Emma gave the numbers to her lawyer, and I didn’t know what 
he did with them. (I didn’t tell Joe that since Dick was a “bank lawyer”, he probably just threw 
the numbers away, or already had them. But he certainly didn’t call and complain about the 
bank.) 

Joe said he was going to close the case right away, and said goodbye. Now what to do? The 
money was frozen, we were out $4,400 to a sleazy lawyer for nothing, and we didn’t have a 
lawyer. Emma was getting depressed. That’s not her usual state. The doctor she worked for 
asked what the problem was. She said she was having trouble finding a lawyer who would go 
up against a bank, and she didn’t know what to do. The doctor told her to call Frank, one of 
his golfing buddies, who was a lawyer. 

She called Frank, told him what was going on, and he told her to come in and have a chat. 
She did. He said he’d file a lawsuit on her behalf. He said Frances would also have to be 
suing the bank, and both would have to sue Rhonda because Rhonda started the whole 
mess. Emma said okay. He said he’d need a retainer of $10,000. Emma wrote him a check 
from our “old age” money. 

About a month later the lawsuit was filed. Nothing happened for another five months. No 
contact with the bank, etc. Except, Frank started calling Emma and asking meaningless 
questions. Really. After a few months of this, and being billed $200 for each of these calls, 
and then other fees for “research” and so on, Emma and I added up how much we had paid 
him in six months. It came to $16,000. And he didn’t even know the names of the people 
involved. He’d ask Emma, “Who is Rhonda again?” We realized we would be broke paying 
Frank for his nonsense calls, and also paying for Frances’ care, and for our own expenses... 

Emma fired Frank. Now we had a lawsuit filed, and no lawyer. We were in panic mode. Emma 
called a lot of lawyers, and none were interested in taking over the case. We found out that 
banks have unlimited resources, and can swamp lawyers with paperwork, and drive people 
suing them into bankruptcy, and a whole bunch of lawyers don’t want any part of any of that. 
We also learned that a lot of lawyers worked as counsel for banks as their first jobs after 
passing the bar, so they were not disposed to suing them. The bank might say “conflict of 
interest”. 

I suggested to Emma that she start calling her public defender telephone friends from work, 
and ask them if they could refer her to a lawyer who might take the case. This, because public 
defenders are usually “kind hearted” and might know a “kind hearted” lawyer. One did come 
through and gave her Carl’s number. 

Emma called Carl and told him what was going on. It turned out that Carl’s father had 
Alzheimer’s disease, and he understood what was going on without the need to convince him 
that we were being ripped off by Rhonda. We dropped into his office. He had gotten the 
lawsuit that had been filed, and said, “I don’t want to criticize another lawyer’s work, but this 
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lawsuit doesn’t demand that the money be returned to the joint checking account.” That was 
the whole purpose of the lawsuit! So we paid $16,000 to Frank for what? 

Carl told Emma that she had a good case against the bank, and that he could likely prove 
fraud, breach of contract and conversion (a legal term for theft) all on the part of the bank, in 
addition to negligence. We didn’t understand how, but he was the lawyer, not us. Further, 
since Frances was incompetent at the time she moved the money, the entire transaction was 
not legal and should simply be voided. 

Carl said he’d have to amend the lawsuit, which of course would cost us more money. Carl 
then asked if Emma wanted him to handle the case. We were desperate and would have 
been happy for any lawyer to take the case. But Carl seemed to understand the case, and 
understood what dementia/Alzheimer’s disease does to someone, and he said it was a good 
case, instead of telling us we had no case and a jury would believe the bank and not Emma, 
as Dick had said after first telling us the opposite. Emma told Carl she wanted him to be her 
lawyer. He asked for a retainer of $7,500. Golly, he was a bargain compared to Frank's 
$10,000 retainer. Emma wrote him yet another check from our old age money. 

The amended lawsuit was filed. By then we’d spent about $27,000 for lawyers. Lawsuits in 
Los Angeles County are supposed to go to trial in one year. So we thought that after another 
five months for Carl to bill us, and then a week or two for the trial, then hopefully our misery 
would be over. Just getting the money released and Emma having access to it would be a 
blessing. 

But things didn’t work out that way. The lawyers who didn’t want to go up against a bank had 
good reason. 

Rhonda was not only sued by us, but also by the bank. Simply put, they said it was all 
Rhonda’s fault. Because she was acting as her own lawyer, and she didn’t know anything 
about the law, (as I suppose you don’t,) she didn’t do some paperwork properly, or get it to the 
court in time, so the bank won its case against Rhonda by default. All this meant was that if 
Emma won money from the bank, Rhonda would be liable to pay that amount to the bank. But 
since Rhonda didn’t have any money... 

At various court meetings with the judge in the case, Rhonda was often out of control. She’d 
yell and scream and say she didn’t do anything wrong and she should be dropped from the 
case. Once, while I was sitting outside the courtroom, four Sheriff’s deputies or Marshals or 
whatever galloped down the hall and three of them galloped into the courtroom while the 
fourth stood guard outside. Less than a minute later Rhonda came running out, followed by 
her two sons, aged four and six, and shouted to them, “Hurry up or they’ll put you in jail!” She 
and her sons disappeared into an elevator and the police went back to where they came from. 

Shortly after this incident the judge started pressuring both Carl and the bank lawyers to drop 
Rhonda from the case. Both said that since Rhonda started the whole mess by bringing her 
grandmother into the bank, they couldn’t. The judge said he’d write an order protecting both 
sides against any legal fall-out if they dropped Rhonda. Both Carl and the bank lawyers dug 
their heels in and refused to drop Rhonda. 
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Possibly to keep Rhonda out of his courtroom, the judge gave a total of ten months 
continuances (delays) to the bank. This with a 96 year old plaintiff (Frances). The longer he 
could keep the “strange” Rhonda out of his courtroom, the happier he was. But it also gave 
the bank ten extra months to flood us with paperwork, which meant each month there were 
bills from Carl for us to pay. 

Carl said we should depose a bunch of people, so we’d know what they would say in court, 
and maybe get information which would help us. A deposition is when a person is asked 
questions under oath by a lawyer. There is no judge present. Just the lawyers from each side, 
and a court reporter. A twenty minute deposition could cost $2,000, and an hour’s deposition 
could cost a lot more. 

We paid to have Rhonda, Edmond, Ana, and the bank manager deposed. We did get some 
interesting tidbits of information. For instance, it turned out that Rhonda and the bank 
manager, Allen, were friendly, if not friends. She called Allen by his first name. Both said that 
he gave Rhonda preferential interest rates on her CD’s. So Rhonda had some money in CD’s, 
and she was friendly with Allen, who assisted in the transfer of the money. 

Rhonda stated that her grandmother was just fine and clear thinking the day she took her to 
the bank and that purchasing the CD was her grandmother’s decision. She did admit that she 
had to help her grandmother remember the names of family members to put on the new CD 
as beneficiaries, and that she had do the “paper work” for her grandmother. She also admitted 
that she, and her two little boys, were the major beneficiaries of the new CD should her 96 
year old grandmother die within two years. In their depositions, both Rhonda and the bank 
manager said that there was too much money in the joint checking account and that it wasn’t 
earning interest. The fact is that it was an interest-bearing account. As for the “too much 
money”, there was not enough money to make up the shortfall between Frances’ income and 
her expenses. Frances’ income was about $5,000 a month, from social security and a 
government pension, and RG. cost about $5,000 a month. But Home Owner’s Association 
Dues for her condo, property taxes, condo insurance, medical expenses, etc. etc. etc. added 
up to about $2,000 a month. That meant that there was about $24,000 a year needed to pay 
Frances’ bills. That money was in the joint checking account, until it was moved to the new 
CD. So where was the $24,000 a year supposed to come from? 

Do you believe that a mentally competent person would neglect to have enough money 
available to pay her bills? And do you believe that the bank manager, acting as Frances' 
financial adviser, either didn’t ask questions about Frances’ income vs. expenses, or he did 
and didn’t care that she wouldn’t have enough money to pay her bills? 

Allen testified that he had been recently transferred to the branch where Frances had her 
money, specifically to improve morale, and to upsell CD’s. Upsell means tgetting people with 
money in savings or checking accounts to move their money to CD’s, since the CD’s make 
more money for the bank. So when Frances moved the $50,000 from the joint checking 
account, Rhonda benefited because she, along with her two little boys, stood to gain about 
$21,000, and Allen benefited because he got a “gold star” for moving a bunch of money from 
the checking account to a CD, which was what he was sent to that branch to do. Both Rhonda 
and Allen won, in a manner of speaking. 
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As for why Emma wasn’t notified by Allen that Frances was moving money from one of her 
accounts, Allen said that he neglected to push the button on his computer that would have 
shown him the screen telling him to notify Emma and get her permission. Just a little oversight 
on his part. Whether he really didn’t see that message, or did see it and ignored it, is 
something we’ll never know. What do you think? 

Allen offered during his deposition to undo the transaction and put all the money back 
where it had been, thus settling the case. But when Carl asked what he would do if Rhonda or 
someone else brought Frances to the bank for a repeat of the transaction, Allen said he would 
handle the situation the same way again. That Frances could do whatever she wanted with 
her money. Emma and Carl looked at each other with disbelief. Carl then said there would be 
no point in settling the case. We’d just be back where we started and have to file a new 
lawsuit and go through all the same hell again, if Frances moved the money or gave it to 
Rhonda or someone else. And apparently Allen was saying that he’d neglect to push the 
button on his computer to see the screen saying that Emma should be notified... 

We also found out that Rhonda had been going to the law offices of the bank and chatting 
with the head lawyer for the bank, and with his paralegal, who she’d sometimes go out to 
lunch with. Golly gee, she lost the default judgment to the bank, and now she and the bank’s 
legal department were pals. What was going on, Emma and I wondered. 

When we deposed Ana, she committed perjury repeatedly by lying under oath. She was 
caught between a rock and a hard place. While she knew she was supposed to tell the truth, 
she also wanted to keep her job at the bank, so she had to say whatever was most helpful to 
the bank. Thus she denied assisting Emma when she opened new accounts to move 
Frances’ money to, in order to protect Frances’ remaining funds from being taken. She 
admitted that Emma told her that she needed to protect Frances’ money, but denied that she 
advised her about a method to do so. She also admitted that she put a notice into the bank’s 
computer saying that Emma should be notified and give her permission if Frances tried to do 
anything with her money. 

Edmond was also deposed. There were some interesting things he said in his testimony. He 
admitted that he had been absent from the family for a long time and that he regretted it. He 
stated that Emma had been taking excellent care of their mother and that he admired her 
more than anyone else he had ever met. When asked about any problems between them, he 
stated that there were unresolved issues about the disposition of their mother’s condo and 
those issues would never be resolved. Thus, in effect, he stated that there was no oral 
agreement regarding the condo since an agreement cannot be based on unresolved issues . 

And the bank deposed Emma. I wasn’t there, but Emma told me about it afterwards. It was a 
terribly stressful experience for her. The worst part was having to talk with the lawyers about 
her mother’s declining condition. Emma told me that they had to take several breaks so she 
could regain control of herself and stop crying. One shocking thing was said to her by the 
bank’s lawyer after Emma testified about the money from our old age fund we used to pay 
Frances’ bills since the bank froze all the accounts. He said that Emma was not legally 
responsible to pay her mother’s bills. Emma was horrified and I was equally horrified when 
she told me about it. What a nice guy that bank lawyer is! A true sweetheart. I suppose he 
would let his own mother be thrown out on the street when her bills remained unpaid. Well, he 




Page 607 of 637 


is a lawyer, after all. What he was really saying was that if the bank lost the lawsuit, the bank 
wouldn’t have to repay us for the money we used to pay Frances’ bills. 

The bank decided to depose Frances after a year had passed since the filing of the lawsuit. 
Since dementia/Alzheimer’s disease is a progressive disease, deposing Frances at this stage 
wouldn’t do much good. Reread the tape transcript of Emma’s conversation with Frances 
about a week after the deed was done, and multiply Frances’ confusion by a factor of 100... 
(Page 20,) 

Since Frances had declined so much, physically as well as mentally, Carl fought to keep 
Frances from being deposed. Finally, Carl and the bank’s lawyers agreed to meet at P.G. 
where she could be eyeballed by the bank’s lawyers to see if she was in any condition to be 
deposed. After about three minutes, Carl and the bank lawyers walked out of P.G., and the 
notion of deposing Frances was forgotten. 

After the bank’s lawyers saw and tried to talk with Frances, they insisted that she be dropped 
as a plaintiff from the lawsuit. A mentally incapacitated person can’t sue someone. Well, that’s 
what Carl told us. So the lawsuit had to be amended one more time, this time to take Frances’ 
name off it, so now only Emma was suing the bank and Rhonda. 

Time kept passing by, and there was more and more paperwork both coming and going. One 
involved a motion brought by the bank that the judge had to rule on. It was a Motion for 
Summary Judgment, which in short means that the bank asked the judge to dismiss the case 
because there was nothing to it. The judge found fault with the bank’s paperwork, so didn’t 
rule on the MSJ. At that motion the bank’s lawyers told the Judge that they had closed all the 
existing bank accounts which they had previously frozen. Now those accounts weren’t frozen, 
they didn’t exist. The bank’s attorneys handed checks to the judge’s clerk for the total amount 
of the now nonexistent bank accounts. Now all the money lived with the Superior Court of Los 
Angeles County. 

In addition to the judge pressuring the lawyers to drop Rhonda from the case, he also ordered 
Emma to sue all of the people listed as beneficiaries on the new CD Frances opened. Emma 
asked Carl why, and he said he didn’t know, but maybe it was to protect the bank if the judge 
ruled against them and ordered that the money be returned to the joint checking account. Or 
maybe the judge thought that Emma wouldn’t sue a bunch of her relatives, including her two 
very young grandchildren, and so drop the case. When Edmond found out about the judge’s 
order, he spoke to his son, Dennis, who was also a beneficiary on the CD. Dennis was an Air 
Force Lt. Col., and he told his father that if he was even named as a defendant in a lawsuit, 
he’d immediately lose his security clearance and would immediately be out of the service. 
Edmond told Emma this, and she told Carl. Something had to be done to protect Dennis’ 
career. Carl had a chat with the judge. They agreed that if all the beneficiaries signed waivers, 
saying that they had no financial interest in the new CD, Emma wouldn’t have to sue them. So 
Carl drew up waivers for the beneficiaries to sign. All signed but Rhonda. And she had her two 
little boys sign their waivers. As I said, Rhonda is strange. 

All the waivers were identical, except for the one for Edmond to sign. Apparently Carl 
decided at his one meeting with Edmond at Edmond’s deposition that Edmond wasn’t to be 
trusted. So Carl added that Edmond wouldn’t sue Emma for any reason for anything that 
happened before the date Edmond signed the waiver, and after. Three portions of the waiver 
are below. It may be a bit too legalese for you, but you’ll get the gist of it: 
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5. IT IS FURTHER STIPULATED Defendant [Edmond] hereby releases and discharges 
Plaintiff [Emma] and all of her agents, representatives, employees, and all of her heirs, 
successors, executors, administrator and assigns from and against any and all claims, 
agreements, contracts, convents, representation, obligations, losses, liabilities, 
demands, and causes of action which Defendant may now or hereafter have or claim to 
have, by reason of any matter or thing, whether a personal or business nature, 
whatsoever, to and including the date hereof. 

6. It is further stipulated that Defendant [Edmond] has consulted counsel or has had 
the opportunity to consult with counsel concerning the consequences of entering into 
this Stipulation, including, but not limited to, the entry of judgment against Defendant 
pursuant to the terms of this Stipulation, and Defendant has knowledge and 
understanding of its effect. 

10. Defendant [Edmond] expressly understands that in no event may any act or 
omission on the part of Plaintiff [Emma] Plaintiff’s agents or employees or third 
parties, or concerning any matters, including any such acts or omissions which occur 
after the date of this Stipulation, be raised as a defense or counterclaim to the instant 
action of in defense of entry of enforcement of judgment pursuant to this Stipulation, 
rather, any claim, demand, deduction, or offset predicted upon any such act or 
omission shall be raised by Defendant, if at all on in separate action.” 

Since the money was no longer frozen by the bank, but living with the Court, Carl asked the 
judge to release some money for Emma to use to pay her mother’s bills. From the time the 
money was frozen, Emma and I paid a total of $21,950 from our “old age money” to pay for 
Frances’ bills, even though the sleazy bank lawyer told Emma that she had no legal obligation 
to pay her mother’s bills. Over time, the judge released a total of $30,000 of Frances’ money 
living with the court to Emma, which was used immediately to pay Frances’ bills. As soon as 
the check from the court was deposited in the bank, checks were written to pay Frances’ bills. 

The bank lawyers eventually redid their paperwork, and the judge ruled on their Motion for 
Summary Judgment. He ruled that Emma had no case. There was no negligence on the part 
of the bank. This in spite of the fact that the bank assured Emma that Frances’ money would 
be protected and that Emma would have to give her permission for Frances to do anything 
with her money. In short, the judge ruled that the bank did nothing wrong. Also, that Emma 
should get all of the money that was once Frances’, and then became Emma’s when she 
closed her mother’s CD’s and reopened them in her name to prevent someone (Rhonda) from 
taking Frances to the bank and stealing more money. He ruled that Emma should get the 
money to take care of Frances. He did not rule that Rhonda or Edmond or Emma’s son or 
anyone else be given any money. 

The judge did not mention whether Frances was competent or 
incompetent at the time the money was moved, which was the main 
point of the lawsuit: That a mentally incompetent person entered into 
a contract when she opened a CD, and that a mentally incompetent 
person can’t legally enter into a contract. In any event, the lawsuit 
was over. The Judge ruled, and that was that. 
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Now start getting very very scared 

A check sent by the Court arrived from the court two days after Frances died at the age of 97. 
The check was for the money the bank gave to the court when the bank closed all of Frances’ 
accounts. When Emma got the check from the court, which amounted to about $140,000, she 
put it into a new bank account at a new bank. No sense putting it into the bank account she 
still had at the bank that first froze the money and then closed the accounts. They might 
freeze the new money, or close the account. By this point, to get the judge’s ruling, Emma and 
I had spent about $55,000 on legal fees to get back the $50,150. 

After Emma finished paying off her mother’s bills, she went to her accountant who did our 
taxes and asked him to do an accounting so she’d know how much money her relatives 
should get. After all, they were beneficiaries, and then the bank closed the accounts, and 
Emma had the money, so shouldn’t the original beneficiaries get something? She wanted to 
find out exactly how much of Frances’ money was spent for her care, how much money came 
in from her Social Security and pension and from the rent on the condo, and how much 
money we spent from our own funds for Frances’ care, how much money we got from the 
judge from time to time, and how much we spent for the legal fees to get the money back, etc. 
Then figure out what proportion of the money we spent should be repaid to us from the 
money Edmond, Rhonda and the grandchildren would be entitled to. After all, why should we 
be out about $77,000 for Frances’ expenses and legal fees, for something Rhonda started? 
We thought that we would eat one-third of the $77,000, and the others should also eat one- 
third each: (Edmond, from “his CD”, and the three grandchildren, from “their CD”). Seemed 
fair to us. 

The accountant looked at the judge’s order and Frances’ Will and how the check was written 
to Emma, and said to Emma, “It’s all yours.” We just stared at the accountant. He went on to 
say that Emma didn’t need an accounting because she knows what she did with the money, 
so why audit herself? 

We decided we needed a lawyer to tell us what to do. We found an estate attorney, who told 
us the same thing the accountant said. Although Emma didn’t like Edmond or Rhonda or her 
son Ephrim, who took Rhonda’s side, she thought they should get something, even if she 
didn’t have to give them anything. So she did her own accounting, and spoke to the estate 
attorney, and told him how much she was willing to give her brother, son, daughter, and her 
nephew Dennis, the Air Force officer. He said that if Emma wanted to offer them money, he’d 
send them letters and waivers with her offer. The waivers said that they wouldn’t sue over the 
estate. He said they were “standard” in estate matters. He gave them thirty days to accept 
Emma’s offer, and they all had to accept the offer or the offer would be withdrawn. Below is 
the letter sent to Edmond: 

“Dear Mr. 

Please be advised that this office represents Emma - in 
connection with the Estate of Frances 

As you are aware, pursuant to court order, Ms. - [Emma] was 
awarded $170,611.72 from the account of Frances -. Since no 
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appeal was filed within thirty days following the order, this 
judgment is now final. 

Ms. - [Emma] is also the remainder beneficiary of the Last Will 
and Testament of Frances This Will has not and will not be 
submitted to probate. If it were, the same result would take 
place. 

Despite the above, Ms. - [Emma] wishes to make some distributions 
to the people who had accounts set aside for them by Frances - 
before the changes in the various accounts. This generosity is 
based upon Ms. - [Emma] own desire and is not required in any way 
by legal obligation. 

However, before any distribution can take place, Ms. - [Emma] 
would like all potential beneficiaries to be aware of the many 
expenses she incurred in handling the care of Frances -, as well 
as the myriad of legal expenses she had to pay to obtain the 
funds from the bank. 

Therefore, we would like to inform you of some of the expenses 
paid as part of this estate: 

Care of Frances - prior to passing;$22,000 

Assisted Living Facility plus Legal Fees to settle estate ;$7,500 

Future Return of Tenant’s Deposit;$4,000 

Legal Fees from Court matter to free bank account;$55,000 

Totals;$89,000 

We will provide each of you with an itemization of your share in 
a future letter. Some of you may actually owe funds back to Ms. - 
[Emma] and she is considering foregoing collection of those 
amounts. Others will receive amounts she deems appropriate. 

All beneficiaries will be required to agree or nothing will be 
distributed. 

Thank you for your attention and cooperation. If you have any 
questions, please have your attorney contact me. 

Yours very truly” 


Only Emma’s nephew Dennis, the Air Force officer, accepted. The others never responded. 
Emma asked the estate attorney what she could do to give money to Dennis, since he stayed 
out of this mess, never contacting her to drop Rhonda from the lawsuit, unlike Edmond and 
Emma’s son Ephrim. She was told that there was nothing to prevent her from giving Dennis a 
gift, so she sent him some money with “gift” written on the check. 

Since Rhonda, Edmond and Ephrim did not sign the waivers they were sent by the estate 
lawyer, we assumed that some day one or all of them would sue us. So each month Emma 
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logged onto the Los Angeles County Superior Court website and checked to see if we were 
being sued. This cost about $5 each time she searched, but it seemed worth it to us to be 
reassured that we weren’t being sued. One day in 2010, when Emma checked the website, 
she said, “We’re being sued!” 

NOW START TO PANIC!! 

Rhonda, Edmond, Ephrim and Rhonda’s two little children, who were beneficiaries on the new 
$50,000 CD, are suing us. And Edmond is trying to enforce an “oral contract” to get half of 
what Emma sold their mother’s condo for. (Actually, it was Emma’s condo, since she was joint 
owner with Frances and then full owner when Frances died.) 

(1) There is a 300 year old point of law called the “Statute of Frauds” (“Google” it) which 
states that all real estate contracts must be in writing. Since Edmond, with the help of his 
attorney, are suing to enforce an oral real estate contract , right away there’s something wrong 
with his case. 

(2) Remember that Edmond was deposed in the bank lawsuit, and was asked about the 
disposition of his mother’s (and Emma’s as joint owner) condominium. He replied that there 
are “unresolved issues” which would “never be resolved”. Unresolved issues do not a contract 
make. The deposition was taken approximately three years after the “family gathering” where 
Emma and Edmond discussed their mother’s condo in Frances’ kitchen. 

Between these two points, I don’t know what the Hell his case is about, unless Edmond and 
his lawyer assume that since the case is being heard in the legal cesspool of Los Angeles 
County where the lawsuit against the bank took place, Edmond has an excellent chance of 
winning. 

There is a second part of the lawsuit, which involves the money that Rhonda, with the help of 
her friend, the bank manager, got from the joint checking account Frances had with Emma 
She (and her brother and uncle) apparently feel that she got it fair and square, and so they 
should get to keep it. Besides the Judge giving Emma the money that still remained in the 
possession of the Court, Frances’ Will said that anything left over in her estate was to go to 
Emma. If the argument is made that the money given to Emma was to take care of Frances, 
then anything left over is now Emma’s, according to Frances’ Will. And the FACT is that the 
judge gave to Emma all the money the bank gave to the Court... After all, the judge could 
have given it back to the bank and ordered them to reestablish the original accounts as 
closely as possible, or even given it to Rhonda or Edmond or Ephrim. Or to a Conservator. 

Additionally, they want the money that would have been theirs if Rhonda hadn’t done her 
thing. (The money in CD’s owned by Frances with them as beneficiaries, which were closed 
by the bank and given to the court.) I think that Edmond and Ephrim should be suing Rhonda 
over this point, for screwing up their inheritance. What do you think? 

Between the “oral contract” lawsuit and the “estate” lawsuit, we were being sued for 
about $350,000. 

Do keep in mind that lawyers are in business. And since they know the law, they are in a 
position to manipulate it to their advantage. You see, it is customary for a lawyer to contact 
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someone he is about to sue and ask to have a chat. This way, he can try to get information 
that might be helpful to his side before the person about to be sued can get a lawyer. Also, the 
lawyer might find out things his clients neglected to tell him, such as signed Waivers or a 
previous lawsuit, etc. And of course, he might be able to negotiate a settlement. (Doing this, 
the lawyer would make less money, because there would not be a lawsuit that dragged on 
and on.) The lawyer who brought the lawsuit against us did not contact us before doing so. I’ll 
refer to him as Mr. Dirt. According to the Court’s database, the lawsuit was filed about 27 days 
before we discovered we were being sued. Since we were not served with the lawsuit, Emma 
(a retired paralegal) decided that the lawyer was trying to get a default judgment. That means 
if we did not reply to the lawsuit within a set number of days after it was served on us, we 
would automatically lose. We decided that the lawyer was going to lie and swear that he 
served us when he filed the lawsuit, and since we did not reply in the specified time, we would 
lose and would have to pay those suing us whatever they sued us for. Cute, says I. (And don't 
think for an instant that what I just described doesn't happen!) 

The family members aren’t paying Mr. Dirt. He is what is called a contingency lawyer. He 
won’t charge them anything until he gets a jury to award his clients money. If that happens, 
he’ll take about one-third of the award. So if he did go after a default judgment, he’d make a 
fast $116,000. Not bad for a month’s work and about a $400 lawsuit filing fee. By finding out 
from the Court database we were being sued, and contacting the lawyer asking to be served, 
we blew Mr. Dirt’s attempt to make a very fast $116,000 or so. At least, that’s the way we see 
it. 

If you noticed, we are being sued for two completely different things, in one lawsuit. Why? 
Because if the contingency lawyer filed separate lawsuits, he’d have to pay out of his own 
pocket two filing fees. And since he wasn’t getting paid anything from his clients, he didn’t 
want to take more money out of his pocket than he needed to. 

Why would a lawyer choose to work on a percentage of what he might get? He’s taking a 
chance. Well, some lawyers are gamblers. Taking a case on contingency is a gamble. Also, 
they usually have a bunch of cases going on at one time. If he wins big on one, and gets just 
a little for a few others, and nothing for others, he could make a good living. Since there are 
contingency lawyers, there must be money in it. 

Emma got the email address for the lawyer off the Court’s database, and we sent him an 
email asking to be served. We did not hear from him for two days, so we sent the email again. 
And again two days later. After a week of trying to be served the lawsuit, so we’d know why 
we were being sued, we did get it by certified mail. That gave us 30 days from the time we got 
it to respond. That’s when we found that we were being sued for about $350,000. We assume 
that it took Edmond, Rhonda and Emma’s son Ephrim two years to sue us because it took 
them that long to find a lawyer to take the case on contingency. 

We were upset and worried, to say the least. You see, Rhonda did her thing in 2006, and the 
judge did his thing in 2008 when he told Emma she had no case, and gave her all the 
remaining money. So we had been through two years of Hell. The stress on both of us was 
enormous. Not only were we helping Frances, practically, financially and emotionally, but we 
were living through the hell of fighting a lawsuit, dealing with lying thieving lawyers, listening 
to the lies not only from lawyers on both sides, but from those witnesses who were deposed, 
and the stress of being accused of stealing from Frances, dealing with the effects of the 
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stress on our marriage, watching our old age money dwindling, and so on. And now we were 
being sued for over $350,000. Having moved to a different state and now living about 500 
miles away from “the scene of the crime”, and knowing that this lawsuit had a lot to do with 
the previous lawsuit, we thought it best to call Carl, the last of the three lawyers Emma had 
working for her, and hire him. After all, he knew the history of the “mess” and that would make 
it easier than explaining everything to someone new. 

Carl agreed to help us and we paid his retainer fee of $6,500. A bargain. He prepared some 
Interrogatories for Edmond to answer and helped Emma answer some Interrogatories that Mr. 
Dirt sent to her. Interrogatories are just questions from one side that have to be answered by 
the other side. We asked Carl to prepare a Motion for Summary Judgment and he said he 
would do so. The MSJ would point out to the Judge legal issues which we believed should 
send the case to the trash heap. After all, we had numerous points of law on our side, 
including the Statute of Frauds, Edmond’s testimony in his deposition that there were 
unresolved issues concerning the condo oral contract, (an oral contract that never existed), 
and that unresolved issues do not a contract make, the 2007 Waiver he signed in the prior 
case that he had no financial interest in the new $50,000 CD, and would not sue us about the 
estate, the condo, or anything that happened before he signed that Waiver, which would 
cover the 2004 “oral contract” that wasn’t a contract, and his Answers to Interrogatories Carl 
sent him, such as Edmond’s saying that he only signed the Waiver saying he wouldn’t sue out 
of convenience, and that he really didn’t mean it. Since the bank got the judge to rule in their 
favor with their MSJ, it was worth a try. 

Although Carl repeatedly said he was working on the Motion for Summary Judgment (MSJ), 
he didn’t do anything about it. He just kept stalling us and saying he was working on it. Once 
he told us it was finished and was being typed. When we finally demanded that he send us 
whatever rough draft he had so far, he did a disappearing act. Carl did have a tendency to 
disappear for a few weeks at a time, something that didn’t endear him to us. But he was 
familiar with the first case. 

After repeatedly trying to contact him with no success, we decided we better find a new 
lawyer. We searched online and we did talk with a few attorneys, but were not happy with any 
of them. We also talked with a paralegal who specialized in preparing motions and who 
sounded like he really knew what he was doing. We thought we might represent ourselves 
and just have him prepare documents, including the MSJ. But he told us that we needed a 
lawyer because the judge was unlikely to take our MSJ seriously if we represented ourselves. 

So we asked our accountant if he could recommend someone and he gave us two names. 
Emma and I talked with one of them, Stanley, and decided to hire him. He would talk with the 
paralegal and they would work together on the Motion for Summary Judgment. Once again 
we paid retainer fees, this time to both the paralegal and the lawyer. So far we were out about 
$25,000 in about six months. 

When the judge in this new law case scheduled a mediation, our new lawyer, who I'll call 
Stanley “Asperger”, made a motion to allow us to attend via phone rather than travel 500 
miles each way during the snow season. The judge insisted that we attend in person or we’d 
be violating the plaintiff’s legal rights, even though the mediator had said our “attending” by 
telephone would be fine with him. So Emma and I drove for ten hours, found a motel, stayed 
the night and showed up at the mediation. The first thing the mediator said to us was, “I want 
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to thank you for agreeing to attend this VOLUNTARY mediation.” Emma very politely let him 
know that there was nothing voluntary about our appearance. He replied that some judges 
don’t understand that all meditations are voluntary. I wondered, “What else doesn’t this judge 
understand?” 

The cost for fuel and motels and food for the round trip was about $750. And we had the 
experience of driving home through the Nevada desert in a blinding snowstorm. We didn’t 
know it snowed in a desert. Also, our lawyer charged us about $1,200 for his time at the 
voluntary mediation, which lasted about four hours, where absolutely nothing was 
accomplished, and where he said about fifty words. 

Our very own lawyer from Hell. 

And he may be your next lawyer! 

The paralegal, Matt, started working on the Motion for Summary Judgment and started billing 
us for his time. True, his hourly rate was considerably less than a lawyer would charge, but it 
added up quickly as we learned that a Motion for Summary Judgment is a major body of work 
and takes considerable time to prepare. Our new lawyer, Mr. Asperger, seemed very bright, 
understood the case well, and was also good at billing us hourly. We found that he was very 
skillful at adding up hours spent on our case. One of his techniques was to encourage us to 
email him with our thoughts about the case, telling us that we had really good insights and 
they were helpful to him, and we should continue to send such emails. We did, and he billed 
us for each one he (supposedly) read and then billed us for each one he replied to. But what 
were we to do? We were 500 miles away and time was passing by and we needed to have a 
lawyer. It was too late to “change horses in midstream” again and we’d probably only find 
another lawyer who would be just as good at billing. So Stanley "Asperger" remained on 
retainer. 

Matt finished the MSJ, which cost us $9,000, and sent it to Stanley, who reviewed it and filed 
it with the court. Finally there was a hearing on the MSJ. The judge threw out the plaintiff’s 
demand for punitive damages, saying that there was no basis for that. But otherwise he 
denied the MSJ. He said the jury should hear the facts of the case. The effect of this ruling 
was that it gave Stanley more time to bill us. 

The judge in this new lawsuit wanted the jury to rule on the Statute of Frauds. Why the jury 
should decide on a point of law, which the Statute of Frauds is, escaped us. Judges are 
supposed to rule on matters of law, and juries on matters of fact. That is, the jury is supposed 
to decide whose story they believe, and the judge decides on which laws are applicable and 
how they should be explained to a jury. 

Mr. Dirt demanded that we have an official accounting made of Frances’ money after 
Emma took over her mother’s financial life. We complied, which cost us $12,000. Our CPA 
showed that Emma had been generous when she offered the relatives a total of $27,000, and 
instead they should only get a total of $21,000, if they should get anything. So they should get 
$6,000 less than the amount we offered them, but it cost us $12,000 to determine that. And 
Mr. Dirt did not have an accounting made. This was because he’d have to pay for one out of 
his own pocket, since he was working on a commission. Instead, Mr. Dirt just made up some 
numbers to counter our accounting. 
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Remember, assuming we are correct, Mr. Dirt thought he was going to make a fast 
$116,000+, with only a few hundred dollars out of his pocket for a filing fee with the court. 

Now he’d have to pay about $12,000 of his money to see if his CPA comes up with a different 
(higher) amount his clients should get. Since he won’t do that, we imagine he’ll just say our 
CPA is wrong, and try to convince the jury of that. And there is the issue of whether the 
relatives should get anything, because of how Frances’ Will was written and the fact that the 
judge in the first case gave Emma all of her remaining money. But since this case is being 
heard in the legal cesspool, the Superior Court of Los Angeles County... 

As I said, contingency lawyers are gamblers. 

Mr. Dirt contacted Mr. Asperger and offered to settle the lawsuit for more money than the 
official accounting he demanded showed the relatives might be entitled to, after we had spent 
$12,000 for that accounting, and another $35,000 in legal fees. And as for the 50% he claims 
is Edmond’s share of the sale of Frances’ (Emma’s) condo, the number he mentions is about 
60% of the sale price. Mr. Dirt makes most other lawyers look honest. 

Two days before the trial was to begin, we were notified that the court system was so backed 
up there weren’t any courtrooms available, and so the trial was delayed for two months. 
Another two months for Lawyer Stanley to bill us. 


This may be hard for you to believe, but I don’t think I’ve made my point about how scuzzy 
judges and lawyers are. And why I hate them. I’m sure that you’ll find that dealing with your 
own lawyer, if you ever have that experience, will just add to your unhappiness. Think of it this 
way. Lawyers are as prone to being alcoholics or druggies or being crazy, as anyone else. 
Lawyer Stanley is, in my opinion, a person with Asperger’s syndrome (“Google” it), as well as 
being just a plain old fashioned thief. Just my opinion. I could be wrong and he’s really a 
perfectly sane and fine fellow. To briefly explain how maddening it has been trying to work 
with Lawyer Stanley, who I’ll now refer to as Our Lawyer From Hell (OLFH), I am going to 
mention a few cute things he’s done to Emma and me: 

(1) When we were discussing the case before hiring OLFH, we told him we wanted him to find 
out if Frances’ phone at the old age home was ever shut off. Rhonda said in sworn testimony 
in her 2007 deposition in the bank case that she took Frances to the bank to get money to 
repay her for having Frances’ phone turned back on because it was shut off for non payment. 
And the bank manager who was Rhonda's friend said that Frances wanted to punish Emma 
for not paying the phone bill and so she was taking some of Emma's inheritance away from 
her. 

Emma never had a problem when calling Frances, and since Rhonda didn’t tell her that 
Frances’ phone was shut off, Emma called the telephone company to try to find out if Rhonda 
was lying. They told Emma that there was no record of Frances’ phone being shut off. So we 
wanted some proof that Rhonda lied under oath, not that anyone at our legal cesspool would 
care. OLFH said he’d find out for us. Almost three months went by, with Emma sending 
numerous emails to OLFH asking what was happening about the telephone records. He didn’t 
reply to most of them, but he did charge us for sending them to him. Finally he replied about 
three months after he said he’d find out, and wrote something like, “I don’t see how this fits 
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into this case.” We told him we wanted to know if Rhonda lied, and that he told us that he’d 
find out. After some more time passed, 

OLFH finally realized that if he did find out that Rhonda perjured herself, he could use that to 
show the jury that Rhonda is a liar/perjurer, and so anything she said in court may be a lie. So 
he finally got around to subpoenaing the phone records, about a month before the trial was 
supposed to start. This had to be done on an expedited basis because we were running out of 
time before the trial. And of course, he billed us for each email we sent asking about the 
phone records, and for the expedited subpoena to the telephone company. The records didn’t 
arrive by the date the trial was scheduled to begin. Fortunately (or unfortunately) the trial was 
continued (delayed and rescheduled) for two months. Although we really wanted the trial to 
take place to end all our stress, it did give our lawyer time to do more preparation for trial, 
which he found helpful. In the meantime I subpoenaed the phone records and received them 
in two weeks although the lawyer took months to obtain them. And charged us for all his hard 
work getting them. The telephone records showed that the phone was never turned off and no 
payment was made in the amount that Rhonda claimed she paid. Actually, that no payment 
was ever made by Rhonda, period. 

(2) We had a repeat of the above trying to get OLFH to subpoena Frances’ medical records 
regarding her various doctors saying that Frances was suffering from dementia well before 
she moved to assisted living. This would help support our position that Frances wasn’t 
mentally competent to legally open the new CD, something the judge in the first lawsuit didn't 
seem to care about. When we finally got frustrated enough, Emma called and ordered the 
records from the hospital and received them within a week. Emma was the executor of 
Frances' estate, and so didn't have any problem getting the records. 

Emma then did a “record review”. (You might want to reread her review of Frances’ medical 
records to refresh your memory, if necessary. Page 13.) Simply put, a record review is a 
condensed version of lots of pieces of paper. A lawsuit could generate thousands of pieces of 
paper, and lawyers and judges don’t have time to read them. So they either have someone on 
staff, or hire an outside company, to do these reviews. Emma did “record reviews” for doctors 
and lawyers for 14 years as a “home business” while working for a doctor. There was no way 
we were going to pay someone to do what Emma is an expert at doing. Besides, Emma only 
asked for the records (medical reports) from the hospital for Frances’ last hospitalization 
before she was moved into P.G. That’s when doctors told Emma that Frances was too 
confused to be allowed to live on her own. 

These records only amounted to about thirty pieces of paper. OLFH told Emma numerous 
times that she would be seen as biased, so her review was meaningless. She tried to explain 
that a review only deletes extraneous material. In this case, notes about Frances’ heart 
condition, changes in her medications, etc. And she told OLFH that Mr. Dirt was free to have 
his own review done, and the two could be compared. This is the way reviews are handled. 
Then OLFH sent Emma an email saying that she was not licensed to do record reviews. She 
emailed back saying she had done reviews for 14 years, and unless something changed in 
the three years since she retired, there weren’t any licensing requirements, or any other 
requirements for doing record reviews. She insisted that OLFH send her the appropriate 
statutes etc., saying that she needed a license. A few days later OLFH wrote back saying that 
a friend of his told him Emma needed a license. Yeah, right I thought. This guy is really 
working against us, and billing us LOTS of money. But we didn’t have enough time to find 
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another lawyer and get him up to speed, and give him twenty thousand dollars to get up to 
speed. So far, OLFH dragged his feet about seeing whether Rhonda lied under oath 
regarding Frances’ phone being shut off, and about getting Frances’ medical records and then 

lied about Emma’s ability to review them. 

(3) We had a repeat of OLFH procrastination or attempt to lose this case when he said he’d 
get the Adult Protective Services report, which said that Emma was taking good care of 
Frances, that the investigator could get Frances to sign anything, etc. OLFH never got that 
report. 

(4) We asked OLFH to listen to an audio CD made from the tape recording Emma made of a 
conversation she had with Frances a few days after “the incident” as the bank lawyers called 
the missing $50,150. The same audio recording you’ve read the transcript of above. If you 
remember, Frances sounds confused, and a number of times Frances said to Emma, “I’m 
your mother?” and said she didn’t know what happened at the bank because she wasn’t 
paying attention. Introducing this into evidence, along with medical records, would counter 
Rhonda’s position that Frances was just fine and dandy when Frances decided to transfer the 
money. Our trying to get OLFH to listen to the CD went on for months. Finally but reluctantly, 
OLFH realized that the audio recording would be helpful evidence to support our case. More 
frustration from OLFH. And more bills. 

(5) OLFH encouraged us to send him emails because, he said, we had good insights about 
the case, and he charged us a bunch for each one we sent. But it occurred to us that he 
either didn’t read them, or he, too, has a memory problem. Since he seems to be in his early 
thirties, becoming senile at that age is a stretch for us to believe. So we think he’s just been 
ripping us off. He either asks the same question we’ve already answered numerous times, or 
he ignores answering our questions, which causes us to send him yet another email asking 
him to reply to an earlier email, and we get billed for all of them, but we don’t get an answer. 

6) We sent OLFH numerous emails that had been written among Emma’s family members, all 
of which supported Emma’s position that Frances was mentally incompetent as early as 2004, 
and that Emma was taking excellent care of Frances, etc. OLFH didn’t seem interested in 
them at all. We must have sent him ten emails asking him why, with only one evasive answer. 
Finally, a month before the trial was due to begin, it seemed like he might be interested in 
using some of the emails as evidence. This might be because the other side’s lawyer wants to 
introduce emails they think will support their case. (Monkey see, monkey do?) 

(7) We tried to get OLFH to understand that no “oral contract” ever took place. Edmond said 
under oath in the first bank case that there were “unresolved issues” concerning the 
disposition of the condo Frances and Emma jointly owned. We tried and tried to get OLFH to 
understand that a contract, written or oral, has to have a meeting of the minds between those 
involved in the contract, and Edmond’s “unresolved issues” testimony showed that there was 
no meeting of the minds, and therefore there could not have been an oral contract in 
existence. After a few months, OLFH seemed to understand this point. Maybe he started 
reading emails etc., and began to understand what this case is about. 

(8) Our Lawyer From Hell didn’t tell us about his big victory. We learned from him later that he 
had won a case by proving that a woman with Alzheimer’s disease was competent to change 
her estate plan. So apparently he thought that Alzheimer’s disease was sort of like a bad cold 
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and symptoms could improve. Thus the reports by doctors, nurses and the social worker at 
the hospital several months prior to the “bank fiasco” were meaningless when they said that 
Frances was very confused and unable to take care of herself. 

Remember the first lawyer in the bank case, who neglected to tell us that his law practice 
involved defending banks from people like us? So OLFH neglected to tell us that he took the 
side of someone like Rhonda and Edmond, and won that case. It seemed to us that he is a 
plaintiff’s lawyer, not a defense lawyer. But we were money for him to take, and why chase us 
away by telling us that? Are you beginning to understand why I truly hate lawyers? 

I could go on and on, but won’t. Just you wait to see what the cute things a lawyer you’re 
paying does to you. I became so scared of Stanley that Emma and I decided that I should 
represent myself. After all, we were both being sued for the same things, so anything Stanley 
did for Emma would be for both of us. But if I represented myself, I’d be able to ask questions 
in court if Stanley didn’t ask questions he agreed to ask. Emma and I were not confident that 
Stanley was capable or interested in actually winning this case. Well, to give you an idea of 
how dreadful all of this has been, and what it can do to a person, I’m including an email 
Emma sent to OLFH: 

“7/23/11 

Dear Good Stanley and Evil Stanley, 

That’s how I think of you now. I think of you as a multiple 
personality. Good Stanley is the one who is handling the condo 
part of the lawsuit and doing an excellent job of it. Evil 
Stanley is handling the estate part of the lawsuit and doing a 
poor job and is so frustrating to work with that I could scream 
(and frequently do). I want to fire Evil Stanley and I want Good 
Stanley to take over the whole case. 

As frequently happens with emails I send to Evil Stanley, I ask 
questions and Evil Stanley doesn’t reply to them. If Evil Stanley 
doesn’t have answers, I would much prefer that Evil Stanley would 
simply say “I don’t know” rather than ignore the questions. One 
of you has told me that you take my comments as constructive 
criticism and learn from them. So I hope both of you will take 
this in the same way. Ignoring what I say or ask is just too 
frustrating for me to deal with and reinforces what Hugo keeps 
saying about Evil Stanley being against us instead of being our 
advocate. 

With the above in mind, please respond to the following: 

(1) Evil Stanley, why don’t you want to introduce my mother’s 
medical records regarding her mental health. You continuously 
tell me Mr. Dirt’s side/position, but don’t seem to come up with 
your response to any objections he may have. Please explain, in 
little itty bitty words if necessary, why. You don’t think they’d 
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help our case?????? You keep telling me that Mr. Dirt will object 
to my review of the records. So let him. The review I did is 
supported by the actual records which can be offered in evidence. 
Count the number of times that doctors and nurses stated in their 
reports during my Mother’s hospitalization in October, 2005 that 
she was suffering from dementia, needed 24/7 care, etc. 

(2) Evil Stanley, I have asked you to give me the citation of 
whatever statute says that someone who reviews records must be 
certified or licensed to do so. Please give me the legal 

citation. You can’t, can you. Because you lied to me! 

(3) Evil Stanley, you now have the AT&T records and they show 
that Rhonda lied, so you say you are going to introduce them and 
get Rhonda to lie again at trial. It seems to me that you don’t 
want to use them, as you don’t want to use the medical evidence. 
Please explain why, again in little itty bitty words if necessary. You 
have told me that Rhonda will say that she made a mistake about 
the amount she paid for the bill. My advocate, Good Stanley, (which 
is what you, Evil Stanley, are supposed to be) would remind her 
that she said in her depo that she had her credit card statement in 
front of her to show Carl and so was very specific about the 
amount she claims she paid. Good Stanley would present the 
AT&T records and show that there is NO mention that the phone 
was ever turned off and NO charge for turning it back on, and NO 
mention of the payment of $141.98 Rhonda claims 

she made. Is Evil Stanley going to tell Mr. Dirt that he can say 
that a past due bill equals a phone shut off? Or is Evil Stanley 
going to say that for him? Good Stanley, you have lots of 
documentation to support our side of the case but Evil Stanley 
seems to want to avoid using any of it! WHY??? (Really Evil 
Stanley, can’t you see why Hugo and I have trouble trusting 
you? We have a lot of ammunition, and you refuse to use it. I 
want Good Stanley to take over.) 

(4) Evil Stanley, the whole topic of Alzheimer’s disease and 
mental incompetency seems to be a difficult issue for you to deal 
with. Yet it is essential for our case. When you told us about 

the prior case you won by showing that an Alzheimer’s patient was 
competent, that set off alarm bells in us. I don’t know anything 
about that other woman or what stage she was up to in her 
disease. I do know about my mother! So did the doctors who 
treated her just before she went to the bank with Rhonda. 

Further, the decision to move that money that was needed for her 
care without checking the facts was a very bad decision and not 
one my mother would have made if she knew what she was doing at 
the time. REALLY REALLY REALLY, Evil Stanley, tell me what your 
problem is with telling them my mother was mentally incompetent. 
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(5) Regarding the record review again, I have repeatedly told 
you, Evil Stanley, that standard procedure is for both sides to 
do their own record review and if there is a conflict, the actual 
records that are disputed can be presented to the court to make a 
decision as to which is accurate. If Mr. Dirt objects to our 
record review and/or to the actual records, why are you afraid to 
confront him and ask him where his record review is? I think Evil 
Stanley is a fraidy cat! Mr. Dirt has had plenty of time to 
subpoena the medical records and review them himself or have them 
reviewed by an expert. Again, this position of Evil Stanley does 

not elicit trust. Please explain why we are wrong for thinking 
this. 

(6) Why does Evil Stanley seem to be so resistant to playing the 
audio CDs at trial? Again it seems Evil Stanley is trying to deny 
that my mother was as confused as she was at the time. I had to 
get you to have [a person in his office] listen to them and tell 
you that they show my mother’s confusion. Evil Stanley, do you 
really want me to believe that you can’t understand that my 
mother’s statement, “I’m your mother?” shows she’s incompetent? 

Tell me that you will definitely play them at trial or, if not, 

why not. You have previously said you’d bring in your laptop and 
some microphones etc. to play them. But I don’t trust Evil 
Stanley. Again, why is it that Evil Stanley seems to be working 
against our best interests? I want Good Stanley! 

(7) Good Stanley, what do you plan to tell the jury about why the 
plaintiffs shouldn’t get anything based on my Mother’s Will, 
etc.? Evil Stanley, maybe you want to tell me why this is not 
okay for Good Stanley to say. I want Good Stanley to tell Evil 
Stanley to stay out of the case. 

Good Stanley, you really really seem to understand the part of 

the case about the alleged oral contract and seem to be prepared 

to fight for us on that part of the case. But when it comes to 

the part of the case regarding the estate, Evil Stanley seems to 

be very conflicted about it. PLEASE START THINKING AS MY 

ADVOCATE! INSTEAD OF SAYING WHAT Mr. Dirt WILL SAY OR WHAT Rhonda 

WILL SAY OR WHAT ANYONE ON THE OTHER SIDE WILL SAY. YOU SOUND AS 

IF THEIRS IS THE FINAL WORD. THINK ABOUT WHAT YOU WILL SAY AND 

HOW YOU WILL ARGUE FOR OUR SIDE!! Good Stanley should explain to 

Evil Stanley how this is done. If Evil Stanley cannot handle it, 

Good Stanley should take over the whole easel! Which is what I 
want. 

The fact is that Evil Stanley is literally in a panic about the 
jury believing that mother was mentally incompetent. That’s why 
he lied to me about my “credentials” [to do record reviews]. (And 
he lied in writing!) I honestly believe that Evil Stanley needs 


Page 621 of 637 


psychological counseling. No kidding. He’s really evil. Evil 
Stanley reminds me of my children. They hate me. When I ask them 
why, they ignore me. It’s as though I didn’t ask. I believe they 
don’t answer because they don’t know why they hate me. That might 
not make sense to you, but it would make sense to a “shrink”. I 
wonder if Evil Stanley knows why he is trying to undermine the 
estate part of the case? I think he’s like my children! (If he 
does know, please tell me.) A word of advice for you: You need to 
examine your beliefs and attitudes toward Alzheimer’s disease. It 
appears that you are afraid that if you show that my mother was 
not competent when she went to the bank, it will make you worry 
that you may have been wrong in that other case about 
Alzheimer’s. If you made a mistake in that other case, admit it 
to yourself. You’ll feel better afterwards. You will be just like 
Good Stanley! That other woman’s case had nothing to do with my 
mother and her situation, forget about that other case and focus 
on proving this case. Don’t damage us because of how you might 
feel about that other case! 

Good Stanley, please respond to all of the above. Please do not 
ignore my concerns. 

Emma 

p.s. Hugo just read this and is thinking of putting it into his 
book to show the readers just how frustrating it is to deal with 
lawyers, even those who are supposedly representing them.” 

OLFH didn’t respond to the above letter. Instead, shortly after it was sent, Emma got a call 
from him, followed by an email. He said that he/his associate (whom we’ve never met or 
talked to and know nothing about) are afraid to be in court with me (Hugo). They/she are 
afraid of me. He said the reason was my threatening emails to him, and that I am writing a 
book about him. So, he says, he has the right to resign from the case, about a month 
before it is due to be tried. This of course freaked Emma out. She’s now 70 years old and 
doesn’t need the mental abuse and physical stress Our Lawyer From Hell heaps upon her 
(and me). 

Below is her reply to his email. 

“Hello, 

I thought the nightmare couldn’t get any worse until I just read 
your email. I am not aware of any threats made either by Hugo 
or by me. We have both expressed our frustration in emails on 
occasions when we have felt that we have to repeat things over 
and over again to either convince you of their importance to the 
case or to remind you of what we previously told you and you 
appear to have forgotten. Is that what you mean by threats? As 
for Hugo’s book, it is not a book about you. It is about the 
legal system. As far as I know, he is not using anyone’s real 
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name in the book. Just telling a story of what it is like to be 
involved in litigation and with lawyers. 

For example, the very first lawyer I retained in the [bank] case 
neglected to inform me that his practice consisted of defending 
banks from people like me. I didn’t learn this until we had paid 
him $4,400 and he never brought a lawsuit on my behalf although 
he repeatedly told me he would. Simply put, he didn’t want to 
bite the hand that fed him. You neglected to tell me that you 
fought a case and won it by proving that a woman with Alzheimer’s 
disease was competent to change her estate plan. If you had told 
me that in the beginning I wouldn’t have hired you. Also, as for 
the AT&T records, at first you told me that finding out about the 
$150 Rhonda got wouldn’t be a problem for you, then in an email 
you said you didn’t see how that fit into the case, then in an 
email you said you could use that to impeach Rhonda if she lied 
under oath [saying that my mother’s phone was shut off for 
nonpayment], then you couldn’t get the records until after the 
case was scheduled to be tried, [but it was postponed for two 
months] although Hugo got those records in two weeks. Don’t you 
think the general non-lawyer public should know about things like 
this? 

As for our emails, I don’t know what was threatening or why your 
associate is afraid to attend the trial. I wonder if it has 
anything to do with what Hugo sent to the judge on Monday (as I 
told you he planned to do if he didn’t have everything before 
August 1st when [Mr. Dirt] was going on vacation). Your email 
saying that you were going to snail mail the documents to Hugo for his 
signature and he should snail mail them back to you upset him. Is 
that a threat too? [This is in reference to legal “stuff” that 
was promised to be sent to me, but kept being put off.] 

At any rate, it has been many months that you have been working 
on this case and it is still confusing for you. Trying to get a 
new lawyer and trying to bring him or her up to speed with trial 
scheduled in a few weeks is an impossible task. So now at the 
last minute, after all the tens of thousands of dollars we’ve 
paid you, you are now “threatening” me about possibly “abandoning 
the case”. What do you want me to do? Beg you to continue to 
represent me? Beg you to use the records from AT&T, from the 
hospital, the emails, etc.? 

You implied that Hugo is dangerous. That is absurd. I’ve known 
him for over 18 years and have NEVER seen him lift a finger 
against anyone! Hugo has no record of ever being arrested or 
even questioned by the police, he has a perfect driving record, 
etc. If he were a violent person, he would have had some history 
by now (at age 68) of getting in trouble with the law. Oh, in 
1966, he did get a traffic ticket for blocking an intersection 
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during a 4th of July parade on Hollywood Blvd. Yes, he gets angry 
and frustrated and yells. That is called “Venting”, and may be 
the reason he has no history of violence. So, how is that 
dangerous? Really, send me the emails that made you and/or your 
associate fear for your life. I can’t imagine which emails you 
are referring to. 

As for keeping my account up to date, I have been paying your 
bills regularly as soon as I received them until the past month 
when you were kind enough to allow me to pay it off in 
installments. Now you are using that against me. 

Really, explain to me what your problem is with this case. Why 
aren’t you being my advocate? You frequently take the plaintiffs’ 
side as fact without telling me how you are going to prove them 
wrong. That is the major frustration for us. As well as telling 
me that I need a license to do record reviews! 

I think we have been as helpful as clients as we could possibly 
be. I wonder how many of your clients take the time and effort to 
provide all of the facts of their cases in detail and how many 
actually write out questions for various witnesses in an effort 
to assist you to prepare for trial. I doubt that you receive that 
kind of help from many clients. 

Emma” 


OLFH didn’t send Emma any threatening emails from me (Hugo), since they don’t exist. He 
just said that the name of my book is Kill All The Lawyers. Emma replied that there is a 
question mark at the end of the name of the book. 

Sometimes I think that OLFH is trying to lose this case, because he’s made a deal with Mr. 

Dirt to get a piece of his commission. Wellll, I don’t really believe that. At least, not most of the 

time.) 

The frustrations of dealing with OLFH and the legal system, at least as Mr. Asperger explains 
it to us, is taking a toll on both of us. For example, he says we can’t use an email from 
Frances’ younger sister sent in 2004, in which she said that Frances didn’t know who Edmond 
was. This email was sent a year and a half before the doctors told Emma that Frances 
shouldn’t be allowed to live on her own any longer. 

He said that the above email is hearsay, and therefore is inadmissible. Not to write a lengthy 
explanation of why things like this drive us up a wall, Emma replied that just about everything 
she knows is “hearsay”. She wrote that since she did not see President Obama’s 
inauguration, all she knows about him being President is what she’s heard other people say. 
Hearsay! 
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In keeping with the above, Emma received an email from OLFH which set her off. Funny, 
Emma used to be an even natured person, always pleasant and optimistic. Five and a half 
years of dealing with lawyers and the legal system, and paying about $135,000 to lawyers 
from our old age money, has had a negative effect on her. I wonder why. So, in response to 
yet another annoying email from OLFH, she sent off the following: 

“Hi, 

This is the fifth time you have made me cry. I really think you 
would be more comfortable representing the plaintiffs instead of 
me. I wish you had told me that on day one. For example: 

1. You put off getting the AT&T bills until the trial would have 
been over if it went on schedule. Hugo got them in two weeks. 

2. You put off getting the medical records showing that my mother 
was mentally incompetent. Maybe you didn’t want to show that. The 
plaintiffs are going to say that my mother was perfectly fine 

that day. How are you going to answer that? You seem to want her 
to have been perfectly fine. 

3. You never got the APS report. [Adult Protective Services.] 

That would have shown that my mother was so far out of it that 
Joe [the APS social worker] could have gotten her to sign 
anything. Again, maybe you didn’t want to be able to show her 
incapacity. 

4. I had to beg you to listen to the audio CD and present it as 
evidence. Mother sounds very confused on the CDs and maybe you 
didn’t want to prove that. 

5. You are not at all interested in all the emails in which the 
family talks about mother’s confusion a year and a half before 
Rhonda took her to the bank. 

6. As far as the oral contract, that “unresolved issues do not a 
contract make”. You don’t seem to be particularly interested in 
pursuing that either. 

7. You told me I needed a license to do record reviews. When I 
insisted you tell me what the citation is for that, you said a 
friend told you so. So you believed your friend rather than me 
when I had been in the business of doing record reviews for 14 
years. Hugo says you just lied to me and no one told you 
anything. 

All of these are off the top of my head. 


TELL ME -, WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO MAKE THEM PROVE. I WANT TO KNOW! 
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I WANT TO KNOW! I WANT TO KNOW! 

I just read a draft of Hugo’s book. All he says is that the mess took 
place in Los Angeles County. He says he is hoping that anyone living 
in Los Angeles County will be terrified of being involved in 
a lawsuit or dealing with lawyers after reading his book. Or 
anywhere else for that matter. In light of the above, wouldn’t you be? 

I’m now going to take a pill to calm down and hope I can get some 
sleep tonight. 

Emma” 

THE TRIAL - NOW YOU CAN REALLY PANIC IF YOU 

HAVEN’T ALREADY 

So many things were wrong with the trial that it is hard to know where to start. Right from the 
beginning the case should have been in Probate Court instead of Civil Court since the issues 
all involved Frances’ estate. In Probate Court, the rules would have been stricter and would 
have protected us. Everything in Probate Court must be documented. There is no room for 
“he said - she said”. Since Frances’ Will and the Deed to the condo would have been the 
deciding factors, there is little or no question but that we would have won the case. But it was 
allowed to be filed in Civil Court and the judge did not order it moved to Probate Court, 
although he was asked to. (Of course, we can trace our predicament to the idiot lawyer (arent 
they all?) who decided not to take his handling of the estate to probate court (Page 41). 

Maybe we should sue him? NO. That would involve dealing with more lawyers and more 
horrors from them. 

In a civil jury trial it is the job of the judge to rule on issues of law and the job of the jury to rule 
on issues of facts. But even though the Statute of Frauds is a very clear law that has been in 
effect for over three hundred years, beginning in Merry Old England and coming over to 
America with the Pilgrims, the judge decided that it was to be decided by the jury. Simply 
stated, any contract involving real estate must be in writing. There are very few exceptions to 
this and our case did not involve any of the exceptions. Regardless, the judge allowed the jury 
to make the decision about whether the Statute of Frauds applied to this case. (I wonder if 
this decision is unprecedented.) 

Although there were numerous medical records proving that Frances was suffering from 
dementia at the time of the actions in the case and therefore was incompetent to form 
contracts or to manage her own affairs and even though Emma had Powers of Attorney which 
authorized her to handle her mother’s finances when these actions took place, the judge 
would not let the medical testimony and records to be heard. Thus the jury was misled as to 
Frances’ mental capacity. I’m sure their decisions would have had to be entirely different if 
they had been permitted to review the medical reports we submitted. 

Remember that Emma had made an audio recording of a conversation she had with her 
mother a few days after Frances was taken to the bank and helped to move the money from 
the joint checking account and into a new CD when the money was needed in the joint 
checking account to pay her bills. In the conversation on tape, Frances sounded very 
confused, not even knowing that Emma was her daughter. She stated that she remembered 
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going to the bank with Rhonda but didn’t know what happened there because she wasn’t 
paying attention. 

The judge wouldn’t let the tape and transcript of the tape to be heard by the jury. He said they 
were “prejudicial”. Of course they are. They show how demented Frances was. And the judge 
didn’t want the jury to hear that. Reread that transcript if you want to refresh your memory. 
(Page 20.) Ask yourself why the Judge didn’t want the jury to her or read what Frances’ said? 
And the judge didn’t allow the jury to hear the recording/read the transcript on their own. Mr. 
Dirt didn’t object. The judge just said they couldn’t be heard because he wasn’t sure that 
Frances was aware that she was being recorded. Emma started to tell him that she told her 
mother she was going to record their conversation, but the judge cut her off in mid sentence. I 
started to tell him that there was a second tape in which Emma could be heard asking her 
mother if it was all right to record their conversation, and that conversation was about the 
missing money and going to the bank with Rhonda, but the judge cut me off almost as soon 
as I started. 

Then there were the horrors of jury selection. Each side is allowed to ask questions of the 
prospective jurors to try to determine if they will be good jurors or not. In Los Angeles, many 
of the prospective jurors immediately had to be dismissed due to their inability to understand 
and speak English. But there are other problems too. There are jurors who don’t feel that they 
can listen to the case. For example, there was one juror who stated that she had recently 
been a plaintiff in a civil case and that the witnesses just lied and lied and she couldn’t 
tolerate sitting on a jury in another civil case and listen to people lying. She knew she couldn’t 
handle hearing the lies she knew would be told. So the judge asked her if she would be more 
comfortable on a criminal case. She said she thought she would and she was dismissed from 
our case and reassigned to criminal court. 

Then there was one man who really wanted to get out of jury duty. He said he worked in a 
grocery store and that he was 95% sure that Emma was a customer who made a habit of 
returning partially eaten food to the store. Since Emma never shopped in that store and hadn’t 
even lived in the state for almost three years, of course his comment was completely bogus. 
The judge dismissed him from our case. We were concerned that the judge might be biased 
against Emma because of this man’s story. (Since the judge made us make a thousand mile 
round trip to attend a voluntary mediation session, I think he was biased against us from the 
beginning.) (Is it possible that Mr. Dirt bribed him?) (I vote the judge was bribed) 

Of course in any jury trial, there is the problem of trying to determine whether the potential 
jurors will be able to be fair. This is quite a chore when based only on a few questions you 
can ask them. Further, each side can only eliminate a few people in addition to those who are 
rejected “for cause” which means that they really are not capable of serving on the jury. 
Ultimately we wound up with the twelve jurors required plus only one alternate when there are 
supposed to be two alternates. The alternates are needed in case a juror becomes ill or 
otherwise cannot continue to serve during the course of the trial. In our case, one juror did 
become ill and our one alternate had to take over. We did have a bit of a fright when she was 
about to be sworn in and she stated that she didn’t understand a lot of English. She should 
have said this before she even became an alternate juror. Ultimately she did serve on our 
jury. Actually, most of the jury spoke English as a second language... This was not a jury of 
our peers. No way. 
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Mr. Dirt started off telling the jury that we had taken all of the family’s money and moved to 
Reno where we were living in luxury. That was the beginning of the lies. He kept repeating 
such lies throughout the trial. So he planted the thought in the minds of the jury and then kept 
nourishing it every chance he got. He didn’t offer any evidence, he just said things like this 
whenever he could fit them in. And Stanley didn't object. And I didn't because I didn't know 
how. 

The plaintiffs told one lie after another. They said that Emma’s mother told them that she 
hated me, and didn’t want me to share in any money the sale of the condo might make for 
Emma. In fact Frances repeatedly told Emma how happy she was that we were together and 
wanted me to visit when Emma visited her alone. They lied that Emma did not provide 
enough food for Frances when she cooked and shopped for her. In fact Emma checked the 
refrigerator several times a week to be sure that there was less food in it then when she put in 
food on her Sunday visit. This, to make sure Frances was eating the food she brought for her. 
Frances’ would forget to eat, and not eating might be a sign that she wasn’t feeling well and 
didn’t tell Emma. 

Rhonda lied about the phone being turned off and her having to pay the phone bill. The 
records we subpoenaed from the phone company showed that the phone was never turned 
off and no payment was made by Rhonda for Frances' telephone. The judge ignored this lie, 
although the telephone bills were presented as evidence, and showed that Rhonda did lie. I 
suppose “perjury” only exists in books, movies and on TV. 

Rhonda and the bank manager lied about mother’s mental condition at the time of the 
bank fiasco. We had the administrator from the assisted living facility as well as the nurse 
from RG. testify that Frances was very confused all the time during that period of time. They 
were professional caretakers for people with dementia and saw Frances several times each 
day so they certainly were better able to evaluate her than Rhonda and the bank manager 
who benefited from lying. 

Edmond lied by saying he did not understand the waiver when he signed it despite his 
testimony that he had an advanced college degree in business administration. So he didn’t 
know that he was promising not to sue Emma and me about anything that happened. So he 
thought it was perfectly fine to sue us now. Edmond and Ruth lied about bringing Frances 
cake to eat and taking her to the Cheesecake Factory and having her eat cheesecake when 
Emma had told them that Frances was diabetic and couldn’t have sugar. When Emma 
confronted Edmond about this in the past, Edmond didn’t respond, but now claimed it was 
sugar-free cheesecake. (I told Emma a few times that Edmond was trying to kill his mother for 
the inheritance by feeding her sugared desserts.) 

Edmond lied by stating that his parents went to visit him and his wife in Israel for a few weeks 
when the fact was that his father was doing work for the Israeli government and was on a 
business trip at the time and incidentally briefly visited with Edmond and his wife. This was 
said to counter Edmond’s absence from the family for most of his life. (“You see, mom and 
dad loved me so much they came all the way to Israel to visit me.”) Edmond lied about really 
not being absent from the family as much as he was. He and Ruth lied when they said they 
frequently took Frances to the movies when she wasn’t able to hear and would have been too 
disruptive, asking “what did they say?” so that people around them “shushed them” as 
happened the last time Emma took Frances to a movie. Really, Frances was close to being 
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stone deaf. Frances had a super duper phone for hearing impaired people that was supplied 
by the State of California when requested by her physician. The jury was told about this. 

When the jury made up by people with very poor English skills and not looking particularly 
bright to me came back after deliberating and presented their verdict, we went into shock. 
Yeah, no kidding! We sat there unable to react. They found in favor of the plaintiffs and 
awarded them everything they asked for. They didn’t even allow for Emma and me to be 
reimbursed for money we spent from our own retirement money for Frances’ care when the 
bank had all of Frances’ money frozen. 

The jury ignored all of the applicable laws and all of the documentation we had to 
support our case. These include the Statute of Frauds, the Waiver Edmond signed and 
Edmond’s testimony in his deposition that there were “unresolved issues” concerning 
the disposition of the condo. They ignored the fact that there was no meeting of the 
minds as required to form a contract. Since there were two conflicting alleged oral 
contracts that didn’t exist, there obviously was no meeting of the minds. (One “oral 
contract” supposedly had Emma agreeing to give Edmond half of the sale price of the 
condo, and the other “oral contract” that didn’t exist was Emma’s statement that she 
MIGHT share as much as 2% of the sales price of the condo if Edmond called off his 
lawyer and helped with Frances' care... 

After the trial was over we asked Stanley Asperger what happened. He proposed the theory 
that in Communist California the jury was determined to redistribute the wealth (in this case, 
about $350,000 of our money). 

If you have read this far, hopefully you have learned something of importance. If you are a 
thief, you’ve learned how easy it is to use the legal system to enrich yourself. If you are of the 
honest variety, you’ve learned that you are doomed. Regardless of what type of person you 
are, please tell everyone you know about this free ebook. If you know a law student, get this 
ebook to him or her. 


What have we learned? 

There is no such thing as “the law”, as it is depicted in the media. “The law” is decided by a 
judge, who may be senile, or a drunk, or pill popper, or have psychological baggage that 
affects his reasoning in a case, or be corrupt, or some combination of these. The judge may 
decide before the trial begins how he wants the verdict decided by the jury, and so includes or 
excludes information from the jury, etc. We have also learned that a jury just ignores the law 
and bases their verdict on their own philosophies, biases and beliefs. 

If you think the judge and jury erred, you can always appeal, right? If you have another ten or 
twenty thousand dollars for the appeal, and if you can put up a bond with the court for 150 
percent of a judgment against you, then you can hope that the appeals court judge isn’t just 
like (his friend) the judge whose ruling you’re appealing. We found out that we would have to 
give the court about $400,000 to start an appeal, and then we’d have to give another thieving 
lawyer another $50,000 or so... 

We have learned that lawyers are afraid of judges. This is because there isn’t any one law on 
any given subject. There are written laws, which are interpreted by the judges. If a judge 
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takes a dislike to a lawyer, that judge is free to interpret laws in ways which damage the 
lawyer’s clients, and eventually the lawyer’s business. So lawyers become “mealy mouthed” 
when chatting with a judge, even to the detriment of their client. If you don’t have big bucks, 
and you are sued or want to sue, you’re outta luck. 

Or, you can hook up with a lawyer and go into business with him. The scam of suing and 
trying for a default judgment has been going on for ages. During the 1970’s I was living in a 
dump of an apartment house in Hollywood CA. A neighbor had a nice car and even had 
furniture in his two room apartment. I asked him how he could afford his car, since he didn’t 
work. He told me he sued people. He had a lawyer who he worked with on a contingency 
basis. The lawyer picked up the expenses of the lawsuits, and took a third of whatever he 
won, and took the chance of getting nothing if he lost. The lawsuits were of the personal injury 
type. Slip and fall. Things like that. My neighbor would have at least one lawsuit going all the 
time, and sometimes multiple lawsuits. It’s apparent to me that the legal establishment has 
known about these bogus lawsuits for some time, but haven’t done much if anything to curb 
them. After all, it is a business for lawyers. So what if people’s lives were ruined by the bogus 
lawsuits? So what if their savings for their old age disappears? 

One day I saw my neighbor, who was wearing open toed sandals, with a bandage on his big 
toe. I asked him what happened. He said he picked up a free throw-away paper on the lawn 
of his girlfriend’s apartment house, and walked across the lawn to the front door. He said he 
tripped over a sprinkler head, and now he’s suing. I asked for what reason. He said, “That’s 
up to my lawyer”. 

In sociology, acculturation takes place when a child or immigrant learns the values and norms 
of the society he lives in. For example, “America is a nation of laws” is/was taught as a value 
of the American way of life. This quality, as others, is depicted in literature, films, television 
shows, heard on “talk radio”, etc., as an important principle which separates American 
life/values from those of many other countries. Emma and I have learned that the concept of 
America being a nation of laws is just propaganda. After all, we have all learned one way or 
another that a mentally incompetent person can’t enter into a contract. Not so, according to 
the judge in the bank case. And since an appeal costs too much, and might be heard by other 
judges who also believe that a mentally incompetent person can enter into a contract, an 
appeal would be fruitless. 

In psychology, a schema is an organizing principle which helps people make sense of their 
world, their reality. For example, “America is a nation of laws” would be a schema. Learn the 
laws, the rules, and follow them, and the American culture makes (some) sense. Emma’s and 
my schematas have been broken. Our view of our American culture no longer makes sense to 
us. Laws are “willy nilly”, arbitrary, meaningless, sometimes applied this way, and sometimes 
applied that way, and sometimes not applied at all. When a person’s schema is broken, 
psychological confusion/bewilderment results. The organizing principle that we are a nation of 
laws, which helped us make sense of our society, is gone. True, laws may appear on paper, 
but if they are randomly enforced, they are meaningless. For example, any written contract is 
meaningless if a judge decides to ignore applicable rules, or cite some rules but ignore 
others. Or if the law says that a particular contract must be in writing, and that law is ignored. 
Or if a jury’s decision is based on their political beliefs... Emma and I feel we are living in a 
third world legal system. 
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Emma and I now believe that much of, and maybe all of, our acculturation is nothing more 
than propaganda we have been brainwashed with, and our sense of what our culture is has 
nothing to do with the “reality” of what it is. Since our schemata are broken, we are no longer 
capable of understanding how to negotiate through life. The rules are not rules anymore. 

Of course, we are not the first, or only ones, to come to the conclusion that we have been 
living in an illusion. We find ourselves living in a world with no real rules, just ones that are 
convenient for the powers-that-be to apply or not apply for their own benefit or amusement. 
We find ourselves living in the world of Alice in Wonderland, where up is down and big is little, 
as we sit at the Mad Hatter’s tea party. 

We find ourselves in the situation of Don Quixote, who believed what he read about the 
bygone days of chivalry, and who didn’t like the world he found himself living in, as he thought 
about the “good old days” of chivalry that were long gone. But those days never existed, 
except in the fiction he read. We now understand that the America we had been acculturated 
to never existed, either. Except in the propaganda that was part of our acculturation. 

Then, there are the fairy tales. We were told as children they were just stories, and not real. 
The fairy tales are the true guide to real world American life, not the propaganda that we were 
told was the truth. There are monsters out there, they do prey on the weak and vulnerable, 
they do take joy in what they do. Fairy tales are not just stories, but the true guides to life, and 
true depictions of evil. Which ones describe Mr. Dirt, and Mr. Asperger? 

This is what Emma and I have learned from this traumatic experience. We have also learned 
that if a bank lets someone steal $50,000 from you, let him keep it. It’ll cost you more, with 
years of anguish thrown in, to get the money back, if you ever do. Really. No kidding. We 
have also learned that all it takes is someone, anyone, to lie and say you promised them 
something, and for them to find a free lawyer, and you are DOOMED. Another thing we’ve 
learned is that every time we have taken the advice of a lawyer or banker or CPA, we got into 
(more) trouble. Really! 

And yet another thing we’ve learned is that paying a lawyer to prepare a motion to present to 
a judge, or a Waiver for someone to sign, or a Power of Attorney to help you take care of 
someone, is a waste of money, or at least it has been for us. Not only is it a waste of money, 
but then you can pay the lawyer more money to “fix” the problem with the motion or waiver or 
POA.... 

And we have learned that all the lawyers we paid were either liars or incompetent or mentally 
deranged or... For over 5 years, since this mess started, Emma and I have not had one happy 
day. And the lawyers and the judges think of what they do as sport. Try to remember, this is a 
cautionary tale. We are thinking of putting lettering on the back of our car that reads, “So 
many lawyers, so few guillotines”. 

(A few years after writing the preceding sentence, we did put that bumper-sticker on 
our car. Older people would walk by, take a long look at the wording, and start to 
laugh. They've lived long enough to have suffered at the hands of one or more 
lawyers. Younger people would take a look and keep on walking. When they've lived 
longer...) 
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Some background for the coming 
American French Revolution 


Having dealt with lawyers for about five and a half years, we’ve come to the conclusion that 
lawyers are members of a cult. Their God is “The LaW’ , which they literally worship. Why 
shouldn’t they? Their God has been very very good to them. The God of the cultists tells them 
that there is no such thing as right and wrong, or fair and unfair, just the word of The Law. To 
the cultists, if it’s legal, it’s good, it’s fair. And if it’s not legal, there are ways to massage the 
word of their God to make it appear to be legal. This fact leads me to the conclusion that the 
cultists are what psychiatrists and clinical psychologists call personality disordered. 

Lawyers are personality disordered, says I. They have no sense of right vs. wrong, or fair vs. 
unfair. They have no conscience, which is a moral sense of right and wrong. Since the law 
doesn’t care about these things, lawyers don’t either. Actually, they think the concepts of right 
and wrong and fair and unfair are laughable. This allows them not only to take advantage of 
the opposition, but also of their own clients. 

You see, when little children play, it’s not uncommon to hear one shout, “No fair, you stepped 
on the line”, or something similar. Or, one child might say that it isn’t fair that another child 
wasn’t invited to a birthday party. This concept of fair and unfair seems to be built into 
children's brains. Scientists who study the brain believe they have found that part of the brain 
where the concept of fairness is located. Fairness is a built-in human emotion. But lawyers do 
not have that emotion. Fair and unfair are meaningless to them. Only what the law says, or 
what they can convince a judge or a jury the law says, is of importance. Or what law or laws 
they can convince a jury to ignore. And what they can keep the jury from hearing is of 
importance. Lawyers are missing a human emotion, which as far as I’m concerned makes 
them less than human, subhuman. No kidding. 

So our lives are controlled by subhuman cultists who worship their uncaring God, The 
Law. And when the law isn’t treating a person fairly, “So What” thinks the subhuman cultist. 
The law is the law, and that’s the end of the discussion. To give you a concrete example of the 
bizarre thinking of the cultists, we pointed out to our cultist OLFH that numerous medical 
doctors, including Frances’ psychiatrist, had noted that Frances was suffering from 
dementia/Alzheimer’s disease months before Rhonda took Frances to the bank. Therefore, 
Frances wasn’t mentally competent to enter into a contract. Our cultist pointed out that 
medical doctors didn’t decide whether a person was mentally competent, but lawyers did. And 
lawyer Seymour, who testified on behalf of Rhonda and Edmond, said in his testimony that 
Frances’ psychiatrist didn’t decide whether Frances was competent, but he did. The cultists 
are not only subhuman, but also crazy, say I. 

Another example of the truly bizarre thinking of the cultists has to do with Edmond’s 2007 
deposition, in which he said that there were “unresolved issues” regarding the disposition of 
Frances’ condo, and they’d probably never be resolved. This is an admission that no “oral 
contract” took place in 2004, although that is what his lawsuit was seeking to enforce, the 
2004 “oral contract”. That statement in his 2007 deposition was ruled inadmissible because it 
took place in a different (the first) lawsuit, and so can’t be used in the second lawsuit. Again, I 
say that the cultists are insane, and that they have no sense of fair and unfair, which makes 
them subhuman. 
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What can you do to protect yourself? I would (but won’t) give you the following advice: don’t 
ever ever ever talk to anybody. Not to a family member, or to a clerk at the grocery store. If 
you do, you may find yourself being sued to enforce an oral contract. The reason we won’t 
give you that advice is simple. You can be sued to enforce an oral contract by someone 
you’ve never talked to. With the help of a cultist who will take the case on contingency basis, 
someone can lie, along with some friends who are “witnesses”, to enforce an oral contract 
which never took place, or for breaking an oral contract which never took place. What’s to 
prevent someone from suing you because he says you promised to pay for his kid’s college 
education, and you didn’t? His lawyer can try for a default judgment, and if he succeeds, 
you’re in deep doody. If he fails, all you have to do is pay a lawyer $50,000 or so to convince 
a judge or jury that the lawsuit is bogus. (And of course, the judge may have been bribed.) 
And if you can’t, you’re out the money for your cultist and the damages the jury awards to the 
thief who is suing you. Good luck, we say. (If you don’t think the above “lawsuit” is possible, 
start reading this book from the beginning.) 

Or let’s say you have a mentally ill relative, who hates you and wants to hurt you. Yes yes, we 
understand, your family is the picture of mental health. How about someone else’s family? 
What can someone being hounded by the “crazy” relative do, or the crazy neighbor who lives 
down the street? Pay $50,000 or $75,000 to a lawyer and hope the jury believes you? Yes, 
say the cultists. But if the lawsuit takes place in Los Angeles Superior Court, and the person 
suing you is “poor”, and you are “rich”... 

Another thing never ever ever to do is to take care of an elderly relative, or anyone for that 
matter. If you do, sooner or later you may be sued for stealing their money or for “undue 
influence”, or both. No proof of these alleged transgressions is needed, just a thieving lawyer 
and a thieving relative to try to rip you off. One or more of your relatives who smell money will 
happily lie their heads off. It won’t matter that you have emails from relatives backing your 
decisions, and receipts for how you managed your relative’s money. A lawyer will turn those, 
and similar evidence that support your position, into damning evidence against you, or see to 
it that they are inadmissible in court, so they will be of no help to you. Honest, unless you’ve 
dealt with lawyers, you have no idea how evil they are. You may win, but it will cost you 
$50,000 or more (in 2010 dollars). Or you may lose and you’ll be on welfare. So, just let your 
aged mother or father live in some insect infested city run old age home and refuse to take 
care of them, to protect yourself. (Of course, you may be sued for not taking proper care of 
your relative.) You. don’t believe me? Just you wait, says I. 

Isn’t there something that can be done? If anything is done, it won’t be done by lawyers, since 
their God is very very good to them. 

Now that you’ve read our tale of woe, what makes you think it can’t happen to you? If 
someone lives in a cardboard box on the street, he is known as “judgment proof”. No one is 
going to sue him, because he doesn’t have anything. Well, maybe the box. If you have any 
money, like some equity in a house, or a nifty car, or whatever, think of yourself as a moving 
target. Even if you have an old beat-up car and no equity, if someone wants to make your life 
miserable, you too can be sued to enforce a nonexistent oral contract. Think about it. 

(By now you should be so scared that you’ve messed your undies. Check 'em.) 
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What my crystal ball shows me 
about the coming American French Revolution 

Between 1789 and 1799, the French peasants (ordinary people) were so pissed off with the 
ruling class (the King, etc.) that they literally sharpened their pitchforks and pulled the 
members of the ruling class out of their beds and took them to the town square and chopped 
off their heads using a guillotine. They also chopped off the heads of the ruling class’s little 
children. What good would it do to kill the Duke of Whatever and have his son immediately 
replace him? The ruling class was greedy, and the peasants took “the law” into their own 
hands. Taxes were used to support the ruling class’s exorbitant lifestyle, and the fact that the 
ruling class was out of touch with the peasants (and growing middle class) was one of the 
factors which instigated the revolution. “Google” French Revolution. France went from a 
monarchy to a Republic, although this took a number of years. It didn’t happen over night. 

In America today, the ruling class is made up of lawyers. And lawyers, being the greedy 
personality disordered subhumans that they are, happily suck the peasants (people) dry, and 
cause great amounts of mental anguish. The lawyers make the laws to benefit themselves, 
and will continue to do so until they, like the French monarchy, create their own undoing. True, 
there aren’t many guillotines in America, but there are plenty of wood chippers. 

Many politicians are lawyers: 2007 data I found on the Internet shows that about .004% of the 
American population are lawyers. If there are 300,000,000 people in America, then one out of 
every 12,000 people is a lawyer. Other figures found on the Internet showed that 56 out of 
100 Senators are/were lawyers, a far higher percentage than the one out of 12,000 figure 
given above. And about 175 members of the House of Representatives are/were lawyers, 
again a far higher number than the one out of 12,000 figure given above. (The above data is 
very rough, and not current. If you're interested, do your own research.) 

Since lawyers are cultists who worship their God, The Law, and are personality disordered 
because they lack the human emotion of fairness, then our country is being run by a bunch of 
subhuman cultists who worship a very strange God. And they decide how you will live and 
what rights you have, and whether they are allowed to take all of your money and put it in 
their pockets or not. Just some stuff for you to think about. I’m sure that some of you aren’t 
convinced that lawyers are all that bad. Maybe just some are. Maybe none. Sooner or later a 
cultist will get you, and then you’ll change your tune. Others who have had their experience 
with the lying thieving scum know I’m telling the truth. So what can be done? One thing that 
can’t be done is wait for the cultists to reform themselves. Their religion has been very very 
good to them. They don’t see any need for reform. Maybe some more ways to steal more 
money from more people. That would be the only reform they’d be interested in. 

I should briefly discuss how someone becomes a judge, which can be thought of as a “high 
cultist”. Judges are either appointed or elected. It’s as simple as that. If appointed, why did a 
politician pick one person, and not someone else, to become a judge? Use your imagination. 
Maybe the wannabe judge cultist has a very close personal relationship with the appointing 
politician, or maybe he’s blackmailing the politician, or maybe some group that gives big 
bucks to the politician wants a particular person to be a judge, or the judge wannabe has 
raised big bucks for the politician and this is his payoff, or... If the judgeship is an elected post, 
having the backing of a political party which will get out the vote of the party faithful is needed. 
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How does a judge wannabe get the backing of a particular political party? Try the same 
reasons just given for an appointed position. Of course, people who live in small towns and 
rural areas have a chance of actually knowing the person running for a judgeship. They may 
know if he is fair, sober, honest, and if he comes from a “good” family. People voting for a 
judge in a major metropolitan area have almost no chance of knowing anything about the 
wannabe judge, so the backing of a political party becomes important. 

After five and a half years of dealing with lawyers and judges, I have concluded that the job of 
a judge is to make as much money for lawyers as possible. When he gives them a delay in a 
case, that’s more time for them to bill their clients. If he ignores laws, such as the Statute of 
Frauds, which will end a lawsuit immediately, he finds (a non-existent) reason why a particular 
law doesn’t apply. Therefore, a trial will take place and the lawyer can bill another $25,000 or 
more. 

I should address the question of just why a lowly cultist (lawyer) would want to become a 
judge. After all, a good attorney could easily make more money than a judge, unless the judge 
took bribes. To shed some light on this, there are people who have shoe fetishes who aspire 
to work in, if not own, a shoe store. And there are sadists who like to cause people pain. What 
better position to cause people pain than by being a judge? So, if you want to meet your local 
sadist, try checking out your local judge. Just a thought. 

Reform will come about when so many people have been shafted by the cultists that you’ll 
start reading or hearing about another drive-by shooting of a lawyer. Then, as time goes by 
and even more people are shafted by the cultists, and see their life savings going to them, 
and hearing about yet another drive-by shooting of a cultist, or another car bomb going off in 
a lawyers car, lawyers will be hunted down and killed with no regard to the consequences. 
There will be an American French Revolution. Just you wait and see. The revolution will start 
off with isolated instances, and grow. And don’t forget, judges are lawyers. And so are most 
politicians. 

What can you do right now? Nothing! You really are doomed! The ruling class, a.k.a. cultists, 
have taken over our country. I have written this book in part to let you know what my crystal 
ball tells me, that there will be an American French Revolution someday. My crystal ball 
doesn’t tell me just when it will come about, just that it will. Until it begins, you are at the 
mercy of the ruling class. When the drive-by killings of lawyers starts, those of you who aren’t 
members of the ruling class will see the light at the end of the tunnel. But not until then. Some 
day this book will be found and the dust blown off it, and people will think that my crystal ball 
worked very well. Some may wonder if it’s for sale. 

I was chatting with a medical doctor, and mentioned that I was under some stress because of 
a lawsuit. Actually, I told him I had managed to quit cigarettes cold turkey for three whole days 
but got a message from our lawyer, and I immediately started smoking again. And that was 
from hearing from our lawyer. The doctor said, “A lawyer joke: You see 1,000 lawyers lying on 
the bottom of the ocean. What do you think? NOT ENOUGH!” 

This gave me something to think about. Along with drive-by lawyer shootings and wood 
chippers, lawyers should give some thought to the high probability that some day they might 
need a doctor. You know, a doctor who hates them as much as I do? One more way to rid the 
country of lawyers. Lawyers have no one to blame but themselves. 
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As for a strategy for dealing with your coming lawsuit, I can offer a thought you might want to 
ponder. When you find yourself being sued for a truly bogus reason, think about representing 
yourself. True, the chance of winning is very very small. But, if you pay $50,000 to a lawyer, 
that’s no assurance that you will win. If you lose, you’ll have to pay the person suing you, and 
pay your lawyer. I think the odds are in your favor if you just accept that you will be ripped off 
by the thieving cultist who is suing you, but at least you’ll have the money you’d have paid for 
your very own thieving cultist, whether you win or lose the lawsuit. And then, as the drive by 
shooting of lawyers becomes as commonplace as the drive by shootings of gang members 
are today, you can hope that the thieving cultist who ripped you off gets his. 

If you happen to be a thief, and want to bankrupt someone and maybe make some money, try 
your own oral contract income redistribution scam. 

Oh, when can I expect the check for the ten conceptional art pieces I created that you 
promised you'd buy from me? You better pay up soon or I’m going to have to sue you. I 
have witnesses who will testify that you promised to pay me $18,000,000 for them, and 
I’ve been damaged by your failure to pay because I was going to buy 18,000,000 lottery 
tickets and I would have won $350,000,000. 



I've put a few of the ones you told me you'd buy above, just to remind you of our verbal 
contract. So pay up NOW! Or I'm gonna have to sue you. I know this really good 
lawyer named Mr. Dirt. 

Over the past few years I have come up with some amusing thoughts regarding how to deal 
with the cultists, until the American French Revolution begins in earnest. Just sharing. 

(1) If a person was told by his doctors he had only six months to live, what would he lose by 
killing a lawyer? Couldn’t that be seen as a patriotic duty? If caught, he’d get free medical 
care. 

(2) What if someone set up a not-for-profit foundation, one which could get tax free donations. 
The purpose of the foundation would be to give money to families of people convicted of 
killing a lawyer. A humanitarian thing to do, says I. After all, if the Muslims give money to the 
family of “suicide bombers”... 

Of course, I really don’t really advocate killing all the lawyers. Now that I’ve blown off some 
steam, I feel just a little bit better. Just a little... However, at the beginning of this book, I 
mentioned that I have a track record of seeing future trends well before they become trends. It 
just seems obvious to me that there will be a revolution in America, brought about by the legal 
system. When enough people have been mistreated and have nothing left to lose... 
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If you found this book of interest, think about telling a law student about it. Near the beginning 
of this book, I said you are doomed. And I’ve taught thieves who have read this book how to 
steal money from old people with dementia and from just about anyone with the oral contract 
income redistribution scheme. Well, even thieves can be a victim... Yes, you are all doomed. 
You are all walking dollar signs for lawyers, and all walking dollar signs for people like 
Edmond and Rhonda. Should be interesting if someone sues them over an oral contract, now 
that they have money, or sue the rich lawyer Mr. Dirt... 

I’m bewildered. What happened to Edmond’s waiver saying he wouldn’t sue. How can 
there be two different “oral contracts” which are totally different, and there still be a 
meeting of the minds. Etc. Repeating myself, I’m bewildered. Also, what happened to 
the Statute of Frauds, which says that all real estate contracts must be in writing, 
except for a few circumstances. One exception to the Statute of Frauds is when two 
people are business partners, and they make a business decision regarding real estate 
owned by their business, the partners don't have to put that decision/agreement in 
writing for the agreement-contract to be valid. That exception didn't exist in our case. 

Lawyer Asperger said that the jury’s verdict was based on their left wing political beliefs. We 
had money, the others didn’t, so they should have our money. That’s one possible reason. 
What could be others? Use your imagination. 

Oh, this saga isn’t over. Mr. Dirt is going after us for interest from the day Frances died on 
what the relatives got in the verdict, and for his court costs. That’ll cost us another $75,000, if 
that’s all. 

How did you react to what you’ve read? If you are of the liberal-progressive-socialist- 
communist mindset, I presume that you are thrilled. Why should Emma and Hugo have 
money, when others don’t? If you are of the John Wayne American mindset, I presume you 
are horrified. You probably see the handwriting on the wall. 

Oh, we have decided to add the following to help explain why Rhonda hates her mother and 
even her grandmother, and why she is like she is. Rhonda is kinda sorta nuts. She appears to 
us to be bipolar, which used to be called “manic depressive”. Her father was bi polar, and 
there is a strong genetic component to this disease. 

Additionally, Rhonda told Emma, with some pleasure, during the “shoving incident” described 
on page 17, “Dad and I slept together a lot, and he said I was better in bed than you were”. If 
anyone could benefit from psychotherapy, we feel it’s Rhonda. 

Hugo and Emma, 2011 

RS. A fast check with the Court System showed that Mr. Dirt was suspended for at least a 
year for using his client's money as if it was his. Ummmm, did Edmond and Rhonda get 
ripped off? That would be poetic justice, wouldn't it. 

Added in 2017: Many of the questions about how we were treated by the legal system we 
can answer by saying that ALL lawyers, including your Mommy if she is a lawyer, are corrupt. 
But a lawyer would say that we just don't understand how the law works, is all. So it is that 
we are ignorant of the law, and the brain damaged drug abusing and/or syphilitic HIV-AIDS 
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diseased lawyers and judges all acted properly? To the drug abusing and/or syphilitic HIV- 
AIDS diseased lawyers and judges reading this we ask that they give a learned legal 
explanation for the following, along with their permission to use their name and wisdom in 
updates to this public service ebook: 

1. How did the "unenforceable agreement" become enforceable? 

2. Evidence was presented that Rhonda committed perjury, (a) Why did the judge ignore 
this? (b) Does this mean that we can lie our heads off if we should be placed under oath? If 
not, why not? 

3. What was the legal reasoning for not bringing the social worker into court to explain 
that she told Emma that Frances shouldn’t be allowed to live alone any longer due to Frances' 
dementia. 

4. Was the Deputy District Attorney correct when he told Emma that the order saying that 
Emma must give her permission did cover the joint checking account. 

5. And of course, tell us all the things we should have done differently, and how we 
should have known to do them. 

6. What was the legal reason for the judge to have the jury decide on a matter of law, as 
he did when he had them decide whether the statute of frauds applied in this case. Why the 
jury should decide on a point of law, which the Statute of Frauds is, escaped us. Judges are 
supposed to rule on matters of law, and juries on matters of fact. That is, the jury is supposed 
to decide whose story they believe, and the judge decides on which laws are applicable and 
how they should be explained to a jury. 

7. What about a mentally incompetent person entering into a contract. 

8. What about the waiver Edmond signed saying he wouldn't sue over the estate and CD 
or any other issues, and acknowledging that he had the right to consult a lawyer. Remember, 
when Edmond was asked about this, he said that he only signed the Waiver saying he 
wouldn’t sue out of convenience, and that he really didn’t mean it. Is that a legitimate legal 
argument? Just wondering, is all. 

Finally, lawyer, please die a slow and horrible death. Thank you ever so much. Hugo 

End of Part 9 


Will there be further updates to Eliot's Story by Hugo (An Autobiography)? Time will tell. 


